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THE MERCHANT OF VENICE: 


• DRAMATIS PERSOMuR 

/ • 

pUKE OP Venice. 

Prince op Morocco, ) r, .. , ,, 

Ti j I o tutors to Portm. 

Prince op Aruaoon, j 

Antonio, the Merchant of Venice, 

Bassanio, his Friend 

Gratiano, I 

SoLANio, J' Friends to Antwvioond Bassanw. 

Salarino, j • 

Lorenzo, in lore with Jessica. 

SlIYLOCK, a Jew. 

Tubal, a. Jew, his Friend. 

Launcelot Gobbo, a Clown. 


Old Gobbo, Father to Launcelot. 
Leonardo, Servant to Bassanio. 
Balthazar, ) r, , s n 
Stkpiiam. 

Portia, u rich Heiress. • ^ 
Kkrissa, Iwr Waiting- maid. 

J ESSICA, Daughter to Shglotd'. 


Magniflcoes^of Venice, Officers of the Cotni of 
justice., Uaohr, Servants, and other Aiicn- 
i . diS^s. 


AY'A'AVi'— Partly at VENicrif and jiartlyTlt Belmont. 


ACT 

Hcene 1. — Venice. A Street. , 

Enter Antonio, Salaijino, and Solanio. 


I should not see the sandy hour-^Iass run, . 
But J should think of sliallows and of Hats, 
And see luy wealthy Andrew, decks in sand, 
Ant. In sooth, T know not why I am .so .sad. I Vailing; her high-toj) lower than her ribs, 

It wearies me : you say, it wearies you ; I To kiss her burial. Should I go to elmrch. 
But how I caught it, found it, or came by it, 

What stuff ’t is iiuule of, whereof it is bom, 

I am to learn ; 

Aii(i such a want-wit sadness makes of me, 

That I bave much ado to know myself. 

Snlar. Your mind is to.ssing on the ocean, 

Tliere, wheiti your argosies with portly sail. 

Like signiors and rich burghers on the flood. 

Or, as it were, the pageants of the .sea, u 
Bo overpeer the petty traftickei-s. 

That curt’sy to them, do them reverence, 

As tliey fly by them with tJieir woven wings. 

Solan. JBelieve me, sir, had I such venture 
forth, 

The better |)ai’t of my affections would 
Be with my ho)x;s abroad. I should be still 


And see th<! Indv edifice of stone, 

And not bethink me straight of dangeious 
rocks, 

Which touching but my gentle vessel’s side. 
Would .scatter all her spices on the stream, 
Enrobe the roaring waters witli my silks, 

And, ill a word, but I'ven now worth this, 

And now wortli nothing ? tSlmll I have the- 
thought 

To think on this, and sliall 1 hwk the thougl.'t. 
That sneli a thing laxHiaiic'd would make me 
sad ? 

But tell not me : T know, Antonio 
Is sad to think upon his merchandise. 

Ant. Believe me, no, 1 thank my fortune 
foi- it, 


Plucking the grass to know where sits the ; My ventui-ea are not in one bottom trusted, 
wind, ' Nor to one place ; nor is my whole estate 

Peering in maps for ports, aiid piers, and ; Upon the fortune of this pi-esent year . 

roads ; ! Therefore, my merchandise make.s me not sad. 

And every object that might make me fear so ■ Salar. Why, then you are in love. 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt, | 

Would make me sad. I 

Salar. My wind, cooling my broth, i 

Would blow me to an ague, v?lien I tluaight | 

VVhat harm a wind too great might do at sea. 

19 b 


A7tt. Kif, fit* ! 

Salar. Not in love neither ? Then let’s say 
you Hi'c .sad, 

Because vou are not merrv : and ’t woo aa 

%/ V • 

easy 
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Act I. THE MERCHANT OP VENICE. Ecbne :I;^' 


Poi’ ymt to langli, aiui leap, and say yon are 
merry, 

Because you are not sad. Now, Uy two- 
headed Janus, , M 

Nature hath tyam’d stninge fellows in her 
time : 

Some tiiat will evermore pt'ep tlironglr their 
eyes, . . 

And laugh, like parrots, at a bag-|iii«a- ; 

And other of such vinegar aspect, ' 

That they ’ll not show their* teeth in way of 
smile. 

Though Nestor swear the jest l>|* laughalde. 

Enter BA8SAK19, Lorrnzo, nvd Gratiano. 

Heiv coihc.s Bassanio, your '.uost 

. ( noble kiiusman, 

Oratiano, and Lorenzo. Fare you well : 

We leave you now with bettor eomjrany. 

Solar. I would have stay’d tilhl hatl made 
you merry, / 

If worthier* fiieiuls had not pnjvcnted hie. 

Ant. Your worth is vei*y deaf in ray rogarrtv 
I take it, your own busiiu'ss calls on you. 

And you embi’ace the ocoa.sion to depart. 

Sah.tr. Good mon*ow, my good lords. 

Eons. Good siguiors both, when .shall we 
laugh 1 say, when ? 

You grow exceeding strange : must it l>e so ? 

Salar, We’ll make our lei.siu*es to attend 
on your*s. 

[£.reunt Salarixo <md Solan io. 

Lor. My lord Biissanio, since you liave 
founrl Antonio, 

"We two will leave you ; but at dirurer*-time, 

I pray you, have in mind wliere wo must 
meet. n 

liasa. I will not fail you. 

Gra. You look not well, signior Antonio ; 
You have too much ^e.sp^^ct upon the world : 
They lose it that do buy it with much cat*e. 
Believe me, you are marvellously chang’d. 

Ant. I liohl the world but as the world, 
Gratiiino ; 

A stage, where eveiy man must play a jKirt, 
And mine a .sad one. 

Gra,. Let me ])Iay the fool : 

With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles 
come, K) 

And let my liver rather heat with wine, 

Than my heart cool with mortifying groans. 
Why shoulii a man, wliose blood is warm 
within, 

Hit like his grandsire cut in alabaster '? 

Sleep when be wakes, and cm*[> iutf) the 
jaundice 

By being peevish 1 I tell thee wliat, 
Antonio, — 


T love thee, and it is my love that 
There are a sort of men, who^ visages 
I)o cream and mantle, like a standing pemd, 
And do a wilful stillness entertain, «> 

With purpose, to be dress’d in an opinion 
Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit ; 

/ a who should say, “ I am Sir Oracle, 

And, when I ope my lips, let no dog bark !” 

0 ! my Antonio, I do know of these. 

That thm*efore only are reputed wise, 

For saying notliing ; when, I am very sure, 
If ih'ey shotdd speak, would almost damn 
• those ears, 

Which, hearing them, would call their 
brothers fools. 

1 ’ll tell thee more of this another time : i») 

But fish not, with this melancholy Imit, 

For thi.s fool-gudgeon, tbi.s opinion. 

Come, good Lorenzo. — Fare ye well awhile : 

I ’ll end my exhortation after dinner. 

Lor. Well, we will leave you then till 
dinner-time. 

.1 must be one of these same dumb wise men, 
B'or Gratiano never lets me .sjMnalc.' 

Gra. Well, keep me company but two years 
moe, ' ^ ” 

Thou sluilt not know the sound of thine own 
tongue. 

Ant. Farewell : I ’ll grow a talker for this 


gear. iw 

Gra. Thanks, i’ faith ; for .silence is only 
commendable 

In a neat’s tongue dried, and a maid not 
vendible, 

t Exenmt Gratiano ami Lokenzo. 
lat anything now ? 

B(ts8. Gratiano speaks an infinite d(»l Of 
nothing, more tlian any man in all Venice. 
His reasons are as two gmins of wheat hid in 
two bushels of chaff : you shall seek all day 
ere you find them j and when you have them, 
they are not worth the search. 

AiU. Well : tell me now, what lady is the 
same 

’’I'o whom you swore a secret pilgrimage, i» 
That you to-day promis’d to tell me of 1 
Baes. ’T is not unknown to you, Antonio, 
How much I have disabled mine estate, 

By something showing a more swelling port 
Thau my faint means would grant . con- 
tiuuaVioe : 

Nm* do I now make moan to be abridg’d 
From such a noble rate ; but my chief care 
Is to come fairly off from the greai> debts. 
Wherein my time, something too prodigal, . 
Hath loft me gaged. To you, Antonio, i» 
I owe the most, in money and in love ; 

And from your love I have a ^wan-anty 
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THE MERCHANT OF VtINJCE.' 


Scene II. 


. ActVif 


Tq tmbuHben ftll my plots and purjwses, 

How to get diear of all the debts 1 owe. 

. Ant^ I pray you, good Baasanio, let me 
know it ; * 

And if it stand, as you yourselfejtill do, 
Within the eye of honour, be assur'd, 

My pui'se, my person, my extremest means, • 
Lie all unlock’d to your occasions. 

j&a^s. In my school-days, when I had lost 
one shaft, u" 

, I' shot his fellow of the self-same fliglit 
The self-same way with nmre Jidvi.sed watch. 
To find the ofiier forth ; and by adventuring 
both, 

I oft found both. I urge this childhood proof, 
Jhicause what follows is pure innocence. 

I owe you much, and. like a wilful youth, 
That which I owe is lost ; but if you plea.s<i 
To shoot another arrow that self way 
Which you did shoot the lirst, I do not doubt, 
As 1 will watch the aim, or to tind both, i^o 
Or bring your latter hazard back agaii^. 

And thankfully rest debtor for the first. 

Ant. You know me well, and herein spend 
t but time, 

T<l wind about niv love with circumstance ; 
And, out of doubt, you do me now more 
wrong, 

In making (piestion of my uttermo.st, 

Than if you had made waste of all 1 have : 
Then, do but sjiy to mo what I shoidd do, 
That in your knowledge may by me l»e done. 
And I am prest unto it : therefore, speak. it» 
Ifnsit. In Belmont is a lady richly left. 

And she is fair, and, fairtjr than that word. 
Of wondrous virtues. .Sometimes from her 
eyes 

I did receive fair speechless messages. 

Her name is Portia ; nothing umlervaluc»l 
To Cato’sMaughtfsr, Brutus’ Portia ; 

Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth, 
For the four winds blow in from every coast 
Renowned suitors ; and her sunny locks 
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece ; uo 
Which makes her seat of Belmont Colchos’ 
strand ; 

And many Jasons come in quest of her. 

0 my Antonio ! had I but the means 
To hold a rival place with one of them, 

1 have a mind presages me such thrift, 

That I should questionless bo fortunate. 

Ant. ’Tliou know’st, that all my fortunes are 
at sea ; 

Neither have I money, nor commodity 
To raise a present sum : therefoi-e, go forth ; 
Try what my credit wn in Venice do ; m 
That shall be rack’d, even to tlte uttermost, 
To furnish thee to Belmont, tor fair Portia. 


Go, )>rcsently inquire, and so will I, 

Where nionfiv is, and I no question make. 

To have it of my trust, or for my sake. 

[Exennt. 


►ScKX§ II. — Belmont. An Apartment in 

# Portia’s Hoiis(‘. 

Enter Portia and Nkrissa. 

Pot. By my ti’otli, Nerissa, my little )>ocIy 
is aweary of this great world. 

Ner. You would be, sweet madam, if your 
miseri(‘s w('re in the same ai^undance as your 
good^fortuncs are. And yet, for aught 1 *s 4H', 
they are as sick that surfeit with too much, 
as they that staiwo with nothing. It is no 
mean liappiucss, therefore, to be .seated in the 
mean : .sniKiffliiity come.s sooner hy white 
hairs, Lut competency lives longer. o 

7W. '(.Jood sentences, and well jjronounced. 
Ner. They ^onUl be better, if w(;ll followed. 

Par. J f to do were as easy as to know what 
wei’e good to do, cliajiels had been churches, 
and poor men’s cottages princes’ pahiccs. It 
is a gotxl divine that follows his own instruc- 
j tions : T can,, easier teach twenty what wer<' 
good to be done, than be one of the twenty to 
follow mine own teaching. The bmin may 
devise laws for the blood ; l)ut a hot ternpet’ 
lea^is o’t:r a cohl decide ; sucli a liare is mad- 
ness, the youth, to skip o’er the me.shes of 
good counsel, the cri])pl(!. But this rejusoning 
is not in the fa.shiou to choose me a hn.sband. 
— O me ' the word <‘hoosc ! 1 may neither 
.choo.se whom T would, nor rofu.se whom I 
tlislikc; so is the will of a living daughter 
curlifM,! l»y the will of a dead father. — Is it 
not hard, N(:ris.sa, that 1 cannot choose one, 
nor refuse none ! as 

En\ Your father wa.s ever virtuous, and 
lioly men at their death have good in.spira- 
tions ; thercfoit>, thc^ lotttuy, that he hath de- 
vi.sed in these three chests, of gold, silver, and 
lead, (whereof w'hochooses his meaning, chooses 
you,) will, no doubt, never be chosen by any 
rightly, but one who you shall rightly love. 
But what warmth is there in your atfection 
iowaitls any of these princely suitors tliat aro 
already come '!■ 

Par. I pniy thc?e, over-name them, and as 
thou uaincst them, I will describe them ; and, 
according to my ile8ci’ij>tion, level at my afl'ec- 
tion. 3? 

Ker. Fii’st, there i.s the Nea})olitan prince. 

Pm\ Av, that 'h a colt, indeed, for he iloth 
nothing but talk of his horse ; and he makes 



Act I. 


THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. 


in. 


it a great aj)j)roj>riation to his own goo<l parts, 
that he can .shoo him himself. I am much 
afraid, my huly hi.s juother played false with 
a smith. 

Net. ThcMi is there the county Palatine. 
Por. He tloth nothing but frown, as who 
should say, “An you will not have im', clioose.” 
He hears merry tales, and smiles not : ,I fear 
ho will prove the weeping philosO]>her when 
ho grows old, being .so full of iinmannerly 
sadnciss in his youth. I had rather be married 
to a death’s-head \vitli a bone in his mouth, 
than to either of these. Cod tlefend me from 
the.se two ! “ 

Ner. How sif? ^•ou bv the Froneh loi’d, 
Moftsieur J^e l^on 1 

Por God made him, and therefore let him 
jMiss for a man, * In truth, I know it is a sin 
to be a mocker ; but, he ! why, he hath a 
horeo better than the NcajolitAn’s, a Wttt>r 
bad habitof frowning than thecount Ps^jtine: 
he is every man in no man ; if a thrQsfle sis g, 
he falls straight a cufK'ring : *"he will fente 
with hi.s own sluulow. If 1 should marry 
him, I should marry twenty husbands. If he 
would desj)i.sc mo, I would forgive him ; for 
if he love me to madne.ss, I shall never n*(juite 
him. 

JVfir. WliJit say you then to Fauleonbridge, 
the young baron of England 1 

Por. You know, I say nothing to him, for 
he understands not me, nor I him ; In; hath 
jieither Latin, French, nor Italian ; ami you 
will como into the court and swear, th.-it I 
have a poor penny-worth in the English. He 
is a pi-o|)er man’s picture ; but, ahus ! who 
can converse with a dumb-show ? How oddly' 
he is suit(Kl I I think, he bought his doul)let 
in Italy, his round hose in France, hi.s bonnet 
in Germany, and his behaviour every where. 

iVer. What think von of the (Scottish lord, 
his neighour I 

Par. I’liat he hath a neighboiirly charity 
in him ; for he borrowcfl a box of the ear of 
the Engli.shman, and swore he w'ould pay him | 
again, when he w'as able: I think, the French- I 
man Ixicame hi.s surety, and sealed under for j 
another. w 

How likr? yon the young German, the 
duke of Saxony’s nephew? 

Po>\ Very vilely in the morning, when he 
is sober, and most vilely in the afternoon, 
when he is drunk : when he is hest, he is a 
little wor.se* than a m.-in ; ami when lie is w'oi’st, 
he is little better than a beast. An tlie Avorst 
fall that ever fell, I hoj»e 1 shall make shift 
to go without him. «) 

iVVr. If he should offer to choose, and choose 


^lie right casket, yon should i-efuse to jierfonrt 
your father’s will, if you sliould refase to 
accept him. 

Por. Therefore, for fear of the worsts I 
pray thee, sek a deej) glass of Rhenish wine? 
on tlie contrary casket, for, if tlie devil lar 
ivithin, and that temptation without, I know 
he will choose it. I will do- anything, Nerissa,. 
ere I will be manied to a spiuige. 

Ner. You neetl not fear, lady, the having 
any of these lords : they have acquainted nitv 
with their determinations ; which is, indeed, 
to return to their home, and to trouble yot* 
with no more suit, unless you may Imwon by' 
some other sort than your fatlier’s inqx>sition, 
dejamding on the caskeis. 

Por. If I live to be as old as Sibylla, I will 
die as chaste as Diana, unless I be obtaineft 
by the manner of my father’s will. I aiui 
glad this parcel of -wooers are so reasor tble 
for there is not one among them but I dote- 
on his very absence, a.nd J ]«'ay God grunt 
them a fair dejiartnre. im» 

Xer. Do you not niuiember, l.ddy, in your 
father’s time, a Venetian, a seholai', and aS 
•soldier, that came hithe)* in company of t/hb 
marquess of Montferrat ? 

Por. Yes, yes ; it was Ba.ssanio: as I think, 
so W'as he called. 

N»fr. True, madam : he. of all the meu 
that ever my foolish eyes kxiked upon, waa 
the best des<?rving a fair ladv. 

r> %f 

Por. I remember him well, and 1 remcnibcp 
him Avorthy of thy jiraise. . \-x* 

Enl'T a Sf'rranL 

Hoav now ? w'hat news ? 

<SVri\ The four stviingers seek for you, 
madain, to take their leave ; and there is u 
foi-ermmer come from a fifth, the 'prince of 
Morocco, who brings word, the prince, Iii» 
master, Avill lie here to-night. 

Por. If I could bid the fifth welcome witlv 
so go<xl heart, as I can bid the other four 
farewell, I should Ih.‘ glad of his ajqiroach : 
if ho have the condition of a .saint, and the 
complexion of a devil, I ha<l rather he i^iould 
.shrive me than Avive me. ia> 

Gome, Neris.sa. — Sirrah, go before. — ■ 

Whiles Ave shut the gate ujion one wooer, 
another knocks at the door. [Exeimt.. 

ScKXK HI. — Venice. A jaiblic Place;. 
Enter BASrsAXlo and SlIYLOCK. 

(S'4y. Three 'thou.sand ducats, —welL 

1iaH». Ay, siv, for three monthSk 
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THK MERCHANT OF VENICE. 


SCEXB III. 


Shy. Por tlirec nionthfi, — well. 

]ia$s. For the which, as I tokl you, Antonio 
uhall be hound. 

Shy. Antonio shall become bound,— well. 

Bass. May you stead me? ,VVill you plea- 
sure me ? 

Shall I know your answer ? 

Siiy. Three thousand dueats for throe 
moi^ths, and Antonio bound. lo 

Bass. Your answer to that. 

Shy. A ntonio is a good nmn: 

Bass. Have yon heai.i aaiy impxitatioii to 
the contrary? 

Shy. Ho ! no, no, no, no : — my meaning, 
in saying he is a good man, is to have you 
understand me, that he is sufficient ; yet his 
means are in supposition. He Iiath an argosy 
bound to IVipolLs, Another to the Judies ; I 
undei’stand moreover upon the Rialto, he, hath 
a third at Mexico, a fovirth for Englaml, ami 
other ventures he hath squajidered abroad. 
But ships are but boards, s.ailors but men : 
there be land-rats, and waUn’-iats, water- 
thieves, ami land-tliieves, I mean, pirates ; an<l 
then, there is the ))eril of waters, winds, un<l 
• Vocka’ The man i.s, nr>twith.stiinding, sufficient. 
Tlu’ee thousand ducats : — I think, I may tak<‘ 

. his bond. 

Bas.*t. Be assui'ed you may. 

Shy. I will be assured I may ; and, that I 
may be assured, 1 will bethink me. May 1 
sjx^ak with Antonio? ai 

Bass, if it please you to dine with u.s. 

Shy. Yes, to smell j)ork ; to eat of tlie 
habitiitiou which your projdiet, the Nazarite, 
conjured the devil into. 1 will buy with you, 
sell with you, talk with you, walk with you, 
and so following; but I will not oat with you, 
drink with you, nor pray with you. What 
news ojt the Rialto? — Who is ho comes here? 

Bnter Axtoxio. 

Bass. Tins is Signior Antonio. 

Shy. [Aside, j How like a fawning publican 
he looks ! «> 

I hate him for he is a Christian ; 

But more, for that, in low simjdicity. 

He lends out money gratis, and brings down 
The rate of usance here with us in Venice. 

If I can catch him once upon the hip, 

I will feed fat the ancient gnidge 1 bear him. 
He hates our sacrcxl nation ; and he rails, 
Even thei'e where merchants most do congre- 
gate. 

On me, my bar^ins, and my well-won thrift, 
Which he calls interest. Cui-sed be my tribe, 
If I foi^ve him ! • 

Bass. Shy lock, •do you hear? m 


Shi/. I am debating of my present store. 
And, by the near guess of my memory, 

1 cannot instantly raise up the gj'oss 

Of full three thousand <lucats. What of that? 

Tubal, a wealthy ll(>brew of my tribt*. 

Will fui'ni.sli me. But soft! how many months 
Do you desire? — [To .\nto.nio.] Ke.st you 
fair, good signior ; 

Yoih- worship was the last man in our mouths. 
Ant. Shylock, albeit 1 neither lend nor 
borrow, oit 

By taking, nor by giving of excess, 

Yet, to suj) 2 )ly tlie rijje wants of my friend, 

I ’ll break a cn.stom.-— Is ho yet j)ossess’d. 
How nmeh ye wmdd ? 

Ay, ay, tl#t^e thousand tViffits- 
Ant. And for three months. 

Shy. I had foi-got : — thre(‘ months; you. 
told me so. 

Well then,, your bond; and let me see. — But 
hear you : 

I Metbought, you said, you neither lend lior 
1/ borra*v 

Upon advantage. 

Ant. I do nev<*r n.se it. 

Shy. When Jacob gmz’d his uncle Liib.an’.-<! 
sheej), — T..< 

This Jsmoh from our holy Abram was 
(As his wise mother wrought in his b(*ha.lf) 
The third j)OsseK.sor ; ay, he was the tln'i d. — 
Ant. Aiul what of him ? did he take in- 
terest ? 

Shi/. No ; not take interest ; JH)t, as you 
would say, 

Directly interest: mark what .lacc>^) did. 
Wh(‘n liiiban and liini.self wer«; eouijwomisM, 
That all the eanlings which were .str<‘akM ami 
j)ietl. 

Should fall as Jacob’s Lire, the ewes, being' 
rank, 

In end of autunm turned to the rams ; 

And when the Avork of generation was 
Betw<‘eu these woolly breeile)-.s in the act, 

The .skilful shepherd peel’d me coi tain wajids,. 
And, in the doing of the <leed of kind, 

Ho stuck them u[j hidbre the fulsome ewes, 
Who, then coueeiving, tlid in caning time 
Fall j)arty eolour’d lamb.s, and tho.se wcje 
Jacob's. 

This was a Avay to thrive, and he was blest : 
And thrift is bles.sing, if men steal it ilot. 

Ant, Tins was a venture, sir, that Jacob 
serv’d for ; w 

A thing not in his power to bring to pass, 

But sway’ll and fashion’d by the hand of 
Heaven. 

Was this inseiied to make interest good? 

Or is your gold and silver ewes and rams? 
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Shy. .1 cannot toll : I make it bix*e<l as 
fast. ’ - 

But note rnc, sii'nior. 

AtU. Mark yon this, Bassanio, 

Tlie devil «nin cite Scri])ture for his purpose. 
An evil soul, }n-o<hicing holy witness, 

Is like a villain with a .smilin" cheek, 

A goodly apple rotten at the heart. loo 

i). what a goodly outside fal^•(^hoo«.l Iiath T 
.S'/iy. Three thousand ducats ; — ’t i.s a goo<l 
round sum. 

Three months from twelve, tlum h‘t me .se(> 
the rate. 

AtU. Well, Shylock, shall we 1 m> Iwdiolding 
to you ? ^ 

Shy. Signior Antty.iio, many a time .and ,oft. 
In tl^e Kialto, you have lated nu^ 

Alx>ut my money.s, and my usances : 

Still have J borne it with a jritient .shnig; 

For sufferance is the badge of all qju* tiibe. 
You call me mi.sl>elievei’, cut-throat dog, n" 
An<l spit ujwu ni}’’ Jewish gabeidine, / . 

And all for use of that which isiMune own. \ 
Well then, it now ap|M*ar.s, you nml my help: 
Go to then ; you come to me, and you .say, 
“Shylock, we would have moneys . ” you say 


This is kind I offer. 

Anf. This were kindness. 

Shy. Tin’s kindness will I show. 

Go with me to a notary, seal me there 
Yonr single bond ; and, in a meny .s|)Oi’t, 

If you re})ay me not such a day, 

Ii^ such a ]>lace, such .sum or sums as arc 
Expivas’d in the condition, let the foideit ^ 

Ik* nominaterl for an e<pial potind 
Of your fair flesh, to Iwi cut off and taken 
In what part of your l)ody pleAseth me. vw 
Ant: Content, in faith : I ’ll seal to such a 
bond, 

And say there is mucli kindness in the Jow^ 
Bns8. You shall not seal to such a bond 
for me : 

I '11 mther clwell in my necessity. 

Ant. Why, fear not , man ; J will not for- 
feit it : 

Within these two months, that ’s a month 
l)efore 

This Iwnd oxpims, I do expect return 
Of thrice three times the value of this Imnd. 
Shy. O father Abram ! what these Chris- 
tians are, 

Whase own haid dealings toachas theiii, su.'l 


.so ; 

Yon, that tlid void your ilicum upon my lieaixl, 
And foot me jus you sjjuni a stranger cur 
Over yonr tljmshold ; moneys is your suit. 
What should I say to you 1 Should I not say, 
“ Hath a dog money ? Is it possible, iw 
A cur can lend three thousand <lucats ? ” or 
Shall T Ixmd low, and in a bondnmn’s key, 
With bated breath, and whispeiing humble- 
ness. 

Say this 

Fair .sii*, yon spit oji me on Wodnesd.-iy la.st; 
You sjmrn’d me sjich a clay : jinother time 
You call’d me dog ; and for these courtesies 
I ’ll lend vou thu.s much moiievs?” 

Avf. 1 am as like to call tins* so jigjiin, 

To spit on thee .again, to spurn theo tcK>. 

If thou wilt lend this monev, lend it not 
As to thy friends ; for when did friewdsliip | 

takf‘ I 

A l>r*H*d of barren metal of his friend? 

But h'ud it rather to thine enemy ; 

Who, if he break, thou inay’.st with Ijettcu' face' 
Exact the pejia lty. 

Shy'. Why, look you, how you storm ! 

I would be friends with you, juid ha\e yemr ' 
love, i 


})ect itio 

j The thoughts of others ! — Pray you, tell me 
this : 

If he should break his day, wdiat .should I 
gain 

By the exaction of tlic foi-feitnre? 

A {)ound of nuMi’s flesh, takem from a man, 

Is not .so estimable, profltable neither, 

As flesh of muttons, beefs, or goats. I say, 
'I'o buy Ins favour, 1 extend this friendship : 
If he will take it, so ; if not, adieu ; 

And, for my love, I pray you, wi-bng me 
not. 

Ant. Yes, Shylock, I will seal uhto this 
bond. 170 

Shy. Tlien meet me forthwith at the 
notary ’.s. 

I Give him dii*c‘ction for this meiTy bond, 

And I will go and jjiu'se the ducats sti-jiight, 
Site to my house, left iu the fearful guard 
f)f an uutlu'ifty knave, and presently 
I will be with you. 

Ant. Hie thee, gentle Jew; 

[E,r.U SllVLOCK. 
This Hcbi-ew* will turn Christian ; he grows 
kind. 

Jiasn. I like not fair terms, aud a vilbun’ji 


Forget the .shames that you have stiiin'd me 
with. 


mind. 

Ant. Comet on : in this there can be no dif4 


Sup)>ly your ]»re.seut wants, mul take no doit nniy ; • u# 

Of usance for my inomtys, :md you’ll nc)t My ships come borne a month bcfoi’e tho day. 
hear me. m . [EsnettTti, 
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A 0 T I T. 


* Bcexk I. — Belmont. An Ayavtinont in 
Portia’s House. 

• 

Biiter die Prince of Morocco, and his /of 
lowers ; PortIa, Nerissa, and odiers of 
hef Train. Flourish comets. 

' Mor. Mislike me not for my complexion, 
The shadow'd lively of tl, .'i burnish’d sun/ 
n’o whom I {ftn a neighbour, and near bred. 
Bring me the fairest creature northward bom. 
Where Phoebus’ fii’e scaree thaws the icicles, 
-And let us make incision for your love. 

To prove whose blood is reddest, his or 
mine. • 

I tell thee, lady, this a.spect of mine 
Hath' fear’d the valiant : by my lov*i, I swear, 
The l)e. 9 t regarded virgins of our clime i<> 
Have lov’d it too, I would not change this 
hue. 

Except to shial your thoughts, my gentle 
queen. 

• 4 For.' In terms of choice T am not .solely le«l 
By nice direction of a maiden’s eyes : 

Besides, the lottery of my destiny 
Bare me the right of voluntary choo.sing ; 

But, if my father hatl not scented inci, 

And hedg’d me by his wit, to yield my.self 
His wife who wins mo by that means I told 

yo«b 

Vourself, renowned prince, then stood as fair. 
As any cxmier I have look’d on yet, si 

For my affection. 

Mor. ^ Even for that I thank you : 
Therefore, I pray you, lead me to the ca.sket.s, 
To try my fortune. By this scimitar, - 
That sleV the Sophy, and a Persian prince 
That won three fields of Saltan Solyman,-- 
I would out stare tlie sternest eye.s that look, ’ 
Outbrave the heart most daring on the earth. 
Pluck the young suckling cubs from the she- 
bear, i 

Yea, mock the lion when lie nmrs for prey, a> 
To win thee, lady. But, alas the while ! 

If Hercules and Lichas play at dice. 

Which is the better man, the greater throw 
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand : 
So is Alcides beaten by his pag<*; 

And so may I, blind fortune leading me, 

Mias that which one uiworthier may attain, 
.And die with grieving. 

Pot. You mu.st take your cliance ; 

And either not attempt to choose at all, 

Or swear t>efore you choose,-»-if you choose 
wrong, • » *\> 


Ne\ er to speak to lady afterward 
In way of inarriagf‘ : thoi’ofore be advis’d. 
.lA>r. Nor will not : come, bring me unto 
my chance;. 

Pot. First, forward to the temple : after 
lUuuer 

Your hazard shall be made. 

Mor. Good fortune then. 

To make me blest, or cureed’.st among men ! 

^Cont'ds, anti exeunt. 


Scene IT. — Venice. A Street. 

E^tcr Launcelot Gobbo. 

Certainly, my conscience will serve 
yic to run fronj this J ew my master. The fiend 
IS at mine ellxiw, and ttnnpts me, saying to 
me, — “Gobbo, Launcelot Gobbo, good Launce- 
lot.” or “ good Gobbo,” or “ gooil Launcelot 
Golibo, use your legs, take the start, mm 
aw'ay.” My conscience .say.s,. — ‘‘No; take 
heed, honest I.,aun<;elot ; take, heed, honest 
Gobbo ; ” or, as aforesaid; “ honest Launcelot 
Goblx) ; do not run ; scorn r uimiiig wiili thy 
heels.” Well, the most eourag(.*ous fiend bids 
me pack : “Via I ” .says the fiend ; “away ' ” 
.says the fiend ; “ for th<; Jica\'cn.s, rou.se up a 
brave mind,” says the fiend, ‘‘and run.” 
Well, my conscience, hanging about the neck 
of my heart, .says very wisdy to me, — “ My 
honest fri(‘iul LJ^uncelot, being an honest 
man’s .son, ’ ■ -or rather an honest woman’.s 
.son ; — for, indeed, my father did .something 
smack, — something gi‘ow to, — lie had a kind 
of tiuste : — well, my coirscicnce says, “ Launce- 
lot, budge not.” “ Ib.dge,” says the fiend ; 
“ Budge not, ’ .says my conscience. “ (’on- 
scien(;e,” say I, “ you counsel well ; " 
“fiend,” say I, “you counsel well;” to 
lie ruled by iny eousci(;n<;e, I should stay 
with the Jew my ma.ster, wlio (God bless the 
mark !) is a kind of devil ; and, to min away 
from the Jew, I .should be vuleil by the fiend, 
who, .saving your reverence, is the devil him- 
.s<;lf. Certainly, the Jew is the very devil 
incarnation, and, in my conscience, my <;ou- 
seience is but a kind of hard consciouce to 
otter to couiLsel me to stay with the Jew. 
The fiend gives the more fi'ieudli’’ counsel : t 
will mm, fiend ; my heels are at your coni- 
maiiduicut ; 1 will mm. 3« 
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Enter old (JokhO, \ciih a IniskeJ. 

Ooh, M.ustor, youiipf n)au, you ; T pray you, 
•which is tJin way to Master Jew’s? 

Limn. [jt-s-tV/r.] Olieaveus! this is my true- 
hogotlcn father, ■who, being more tlmii sand- 
blind, l)igh giuvel-blind, know.s me not ; — I 
■will try confusions with him. 

(lob. Ma.ster, young gentlonuin, J. prat* you, 
which is the way to Ma.ster Je\v’.s < 

Latin. Turn up on your light hand at the 
next turning, but at the next turning of all, 
on your left ; marry, at the very next turning, 
turn of no hand, but turn down directly to 
the Jew’s house. -la 

(lc>b. By God’s ^ontic.s, ’t will lie a Jiard 
way to hit. Can vou tell me, whether one 
Launcelot, that dwells with liim, dnell with 
liini, or no ? 

Laun. Talk you of young Master Ltiunce- 
lot? — \Ai/id<'.^ Mark me now; now will I 
mise the watens. — [7’o hiin.'\ Talk ybu of 
young Master Launcelot ? *• \l 

Gob. No master, sir, but a poor man’s son ; 
his father, though 1 s.ay it, is an honest ex- 
ceeding poor man ; and, God be thanketl, well 
to live. 

Latin. Well, let his father be what 'a will, 
we bilk of young Master Ijauncelot. 

Gob. Your w'orship’s fxiend, and I^auncelot, 
sir. 

Latin. But I pray you, ergo, old man, urgo, 
I beseech you, talk you of young Master 
Launcelot ? 

Gob. Of Launcelot, an’t please your 
mastersJni). 

Latin. Ergo, Master Launcelot. Talk not 
of iMaster J.<auncelot, father ; for the young 
gentleman (according to Fate.s and Destinies, 
and such odd sayings, the 8181,01*8 Three, and 
such branches of learning) is, indeed, decea.sed ; 
or, as you would .say, in plain t<*rms, gone to 
hc.aven. m 

Gob. Miirry, God forljid I the boy was the 
very staff of my age, my very prop. 

Latm. T>() I look like .a cudgel, or a hovel- 
p<»st, a staff', or a ju’op ? — Do you know me, 
father ? 

Gob. Alack the day ! I know you not, 
young gentleman ; but, I pray you, tell me, i.s 
my boy (God re.st his so«d !) alive, or dead ? ro 
Lann. Do you not know me, father ? 

Gob. Alack, sir, 1 am sand-blind; T know 
you not. 

Lann. Nay, indeed, if you had your eyes, 
you might fail of the knowing me : it is a 
wise father that know.s his own child. Well, 
old man, I will tell yon news of your son. 


[■/i7ifie/if.] Give me your bl<is.sing tmtii will 
come to light ; murder cannot bo hid long; a. 
man’s son may, but in the end truth will out. ^ 

Gob. Pray you, sir, stand up. I am sur^ 
you are not I^iuncelot, my lx>y. W 

Lann. Pray you, let ’s have no more fooling: 
about it, but give me your blessing: 1 an^ 
Ijauncelot, your l)oy. that w^, yoiir sou that 
is, your child that shall be. 

Gob. 1 cannot think you are my son. 

Lann. I know not what I shall tlnnk of 
that ; but I am Launcelot, the Jew’s man,, 
and, I am sure, Margery, youi w'ife, is my 
motlun*. 

Gob. Her name is Mtu*gery, indeed: I’ll, 
be sworn, if thon be Launcelot, thou art min& 
own flesh and blootl. .Lord worshipp’d might, 
he l)e ! what a beard hast thou got : thou 
hast got more hair on thy chin, than Dobbins 
my jdiill-horse has on his tail. , *« 

Laun. it should seem then tlmfe Dobbin’.s- 
tail grow's backward : I am sure he had more 
hair of his tail, than 1 have of my face,, 
when I last saw him. 

(joh. Lord ! how art thon cluuiged ! How 
dost thou and thy master agree ? I , haiV>‘ 
brought him a present. How ’gi*ee you. 
now i 

Latm. Well, well; but, for mine own pai*t;. 
as 1 have set up my i*e.st to run away, so I 
will not rest till I have run some gi’ound.. 
My master’s a very Jew : give him a present!.' 
give him a halter : I am famish’d in hia 
service ; you may tell evciy finger I have- 
with my i*ibs. Father, I am glad you are 
come ; give me your jjresent to one Master 
Bnssaiiio, who, indeed, gives rare new liveries^ 

If I serve not him, 1 will nm as far as God 
has any ground. -O rare fortune ! here comes 
the man : — to him, father; for I amra Jew, if 
I serve the Jew any longer. imv 

Enter Bassaxio, with Leoxakik), and otJier 
Followers. 

Jittss. You may do .so ; — but let it be so» 
ha.sted, that supjx;!* l)e ready at the farthest 
by five of the clock. See these lettera de- 
li vertnl : ])ub the liveric.s to making, and 
desire Gratiano to come anon to my lodging. 

\_Exit a Eervcait! 

Lann. Todiim, father. 

Gob. God bless your worship ! 

Lass. Graniercy, Wouldst thou aught 
with me? 

Gob. Here ’s my son, sir, a poor bOy, — 

Lann. Not a poor boy, sir, but the lichi 
Jew’s man, tiMt would, sir, — as' my fatlvrr 
.shall specify, — • 
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f/o&. He hiitli a great infection, sir, as one 
^voulcl say, to sei-ve — I 21 

ZnuH. Indeed, the short and the long is, I 
» serv'e. tlie Jew, and have a. dcsiiv, — jus my 
father slwUl s{X‘cify, — 

(foi. His nnister and he (sj»'ing your wor- 
■ship’s reverence) are scjirce cater-cousins, 

he brief, the veij truth is, thst 
the Jew, having done me wrong, doth cause 
■me,-«-as my i’atlier, being, I hope, an old man, 
»JiaIl frutily unto you, — 

6roi. I have here a th'sh of doves, that I 
would bestow upon your worship; aiicf my 
suit is, — * • i i«» 

Lann. In very brief, tlie suit Is impei'ti- 
^leut to myself, as your woiship shall know* 
by this honest old man ; and, though I say it 
though old man, yot jxoor man, my father. 
Bans. Une speak*for both. — What wouh 
you 1 

Lann. Serve you, sir. 

Oob. That Ls the very (.hdect of the matter 
sir. 

Bass. I know thee well; thou hast obtain’d 
thy suit. 

•Shyloek, thy master, .s[)oko witli me this day, 
•Aiuldiath proferr’d thee ; if it be prefei’inent, 
To leave a rich Jew’s ser\’ice, to become m 
The follower of so pooi- a gentlemaJi. 

Lnwt-. The old pro\ erb is very well parted 
JaitwcHUi my master Shyloek and you, sir : 
you hfive the grace of CJod, sir, and ho Inith 
«uough. 

Bms. Thou speak’st it well. - Go, fitlier, 
with thy son 

Take leave of thy old nuuster, and iiapiire 
My lorlging out. — [7b /jus Fof/ov'f‘ys.] Give 
him a livery 

More guarded than his fellow.s’ : .soo it done, ii'-* 
Bnun. Father, in.- - 1 cannot get a service, 
— no ; f have jie’er a tongue ijj my head. • - 
AV'ell ; ^ookiwj on his pa/w] if any man in 
Italy Inu'e a fairer table, wdiicli doth oiler to 
swear ujkju a look, — I shall Jiave good 
fortune. — Go to ; hero ’s a simjjle line of life-! 
here ’s n small trifle of wives : sdas ! fifteen 
wives is jxothing : eleven widow.s, siml nine 
maids, is a sim])le coming-in for one man ; 
and then, to ’scajw drowning thrice, :ind to 
be in peril of my life witli the «;ilge of a 
feather-bed: — here are simple ’sca[)e8 ! Well, 
if Fortune bo a woimin, she ’s if gootl w«‘nch 
for tin's gear.— Father, come ; I ’ll takt* my 
leave of the Jew in the twinkling of an 
•eye. 

[Exeunt L.vi noelot ami Old Goimo. 
Bass. I pray thee, .good Ix^onardo, think 
on this. • 


Th t?se things being bought, ami orderly be- 
stow’d, 

Return in haste, for I do fea.st to-night 
My be.st-e.stceni’<l iic(|uaintanco : hie thee ; go. 

Leon, My best endciivoni-s shall be done 
herein. 

Enter Gu.vtiano. 

< 

flra. Where is your mastcM-? 

Leon. 0 Yojuhu', sir, he; walks, 

Ora. Signior Bassanio ! 

Bass. Gratiano ! ia> 

Ora. I have a suit to yon. 

Bass. Yon luive obtain’d it. 

Ora. You must not deny me. 1 must .go 
with you to Belmont. 

/.toss. Why, then you jfiust ; but heiu«thee, 
Gratiano. ^ 

Thou .art too wild, too rude, and Ijold of 
voice ; — 

Parts, that*hccome tliee happily ononglj, 

And in such eyC'S Jis ours jipjjciir not faults; 
^lut h'herc thou art not known, why, there 
they siiow 

Something too liberal. Pray tl)e(‘, talce 
pain 

To allay with some cold drops of modesty i*) 
Thy skipping spiiit, lest, through thy wild 
behaviour, 

I be misconstrued in the phitt^ f go to, 

And lose my hoja's. 

Ora. Signior Bas.sanio, hear me : 

If I do not pjit on Ji sober habit, 

Talk with re.spt‘ct, and swear ijut now and 
then, 

Wear jaayer-books in my j)Oi‘ket, look de- 
murely. 

Nay more, while grace is .saying, hoo<I mino 
eyes 

Thus wifh my hat, and sigh, and say amen, 
Tbse all the obser\ ;in< e of civility, 

Lik(* one widl .studied in a sad osteut 100 

To j)Iea.se hi.s grandam, never tru.st mo 
nun’e. 

/htss. W<‘11, wj* shall s<‘e yoni- bearing. 

Ora. Nay, but I bar to-night ; you .shall 
not ga.ge me 

By what we do to-night. 

Bass. No, that were pity. 

I would entreat you r;»ther to put on 
Your boldest suit of mirth, for we have 
fri<‘uds 

That pur[wse men-imeiit. But fare you 
well: 

I liavt! some busines.s. 

Ora. And 1 must to Lorenzo, and the re.st: 
But we will visit you at supper-time. »»» 

[Eve?!nt. 
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Scene III.- - TJio Siirno. A liooiu in 
Suvlock's House. 

Unter .Jessica and Lai;ncelot. 

Jes. I am sorry, thou "wilt leave niy tutli(‘r 
so 

Our house i.s hell, ami thou, a ineriy 
Didst roJj it of some ta.ste of tediousuess. 

Jjut fare tJiee well ; there is a ducat for tliei' ; 
And, Launcelot, soon at suppiT fshalt thou 
see 

Loi'enzo, \vho is thy new master's guest ; 

Give him this letter ; do it secretly 
And so farewell : I w’oultl not hav^^ my father 
See mo in talk with thee. t> 

Laun. Adieu ! -v^lears exhibit my tongue, — 
Mosf bc^autiful pagan, — most sweet Jew ! If 
a Christian <lid not play the knave, and get 
thoe, I am mucli deceivotl. But, adieu ! 
these foolLsh drops do .somewhat di’own my 
manly .sjnrit : adieu ! 

J«s. Farew'ell, good Launcelot. — /. 

LAUXCKLO t^^ 

Alack, what heinous sin is it iu me, 

To be usham’d to be my father’s chiUl ! 

But tliough.l am a daughter to his blood, 

I am not to his manners. O Lorenzo ! 

If thou keep promise, 1 shall end tliis strife, 
Become a Christian, and thy loving wife. 

[JiJjcit. 

Scene IV. — The Same. A Street. 
Elder GR-iTiANo, Lorenzo, Salakino, atul 

SOLANIO. 

Lor. Nay, we will .slink aw'ay iu supper- 
time, 

Disguise us at my lodging, ami return 
All in an hour. 

(Lra. We have not made good prep:mitioii. 
Salar. We have not spoke us yet of tunrli- 
beai’fM’s. 

Suhtn. ’T is vile, unless it niay be rjuaintly 
order’d, 

And better, in my mind, not undertook. 

Lor. ’T is now lait four o’clock : we have 
two hours 
To furnish us. — 

Eatfr Lacncelot, n:ith a httor. 

Friend Launcelot, what ’s the news ? 
Laun. An it sliall please yon to break up 
this, it shall seem to signify, [(riviiuj a htlrr. 
Lor. I know the liand: in mith, ’t is a fair 
hand ; 

And whiter than the paper it writ on. 


1 Is the fair liaml that writ. 

' Lira. Love-new.s, in faith. 

LAtim. By your leave, sir. 

Lor. Wliithor goest thou 'i 
Imhu. Mairy, sir, to bid rny old master, 
th<! Jew, to sup to-night with my new master, 

1 the Christian. 

‘ Aor. Hold here, take this. — Tell gentle 
.Jessica, 

I will not fail her ; — .speak it privately ; 
go. — \^Exit Launcelot. 

I Gentlemen, 

Will you prepare you for this masque to- 
' night ? 

1 am provided of a toivh -bearer. 

S<dar. Ay, mairy, 1 ’ll be gone about it 
.sti-aigbt. 

Solon. Ami .so will I. 

Lor. Meet me, and Graiiano, 

At Gratiano’s lodging some hour hence. 

S<dar. ’T i.s good we do so. 

YE.crnnt .Salarino and SOLANIO. 
dra. Was not that letter from fair Je.s- 
sica. 

Jjor. I must needs tell tiu-e all. She hath 
directed, 

How 1 shall take her from her fathers-’ 
house ; -w 

What gold ami jewels .she is furnish’d with ; ' 
VV'hat page’s suit .she hath in readine,s.s. 

If i‘’er the Jew her father come to Heaven, 

It will be for bis gentle daughter’.s sake ; 

And never dare misfortune cross her foot, 
Unless .she do it under this excuse. 

That she is issue to u faithle.ss Jew. — 

Come, go with me : peruse this, as then 
goest. 

Fair Jes.si<‘it .shall l>e my torch-bearcr. 


Scene V. — Tlie Same. Before Shylock’s 
House. 

Enter Shylock and Launcelot. 

j Shjj. Well, thou slialt see, thy eyes shall 
j be thy judge, 

Tlio dilfi^rence of old Shylock and Baasanio : — 
What, Je.ssica ! — thou shalt not gormandize, 
As thou hast done with me ; — what, J essica !— 
And sleep and snore, and rend appai'el out. 
Why, Jessica, I say ! 

Lmin. Why, Jessica! 

Shy. Who bids tliee call! X do not bid 
thee call. 

Laun. Your wonsliip was wont to tell me, 
I could do nothing withotit bidding. 


10 
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EnUr J KSSicA. , 

Call you % What is your will ? lo 
Shaj. I am bid forth to supper, Jessica : 
Hiere are lyy keys. — But wherefore should 1 
gol *. 

I am not^bid for love ; they flatter me : 

But yet I ’ll go in hate, to feed upoix • 
Tlie prodigal Christian. — .Jessica, my girl, 
Jjook to my house. — I am light lontli to go : 
There is .some ill .a brewing towards, my rest, 
For I did dream of money-bags to-night. 

Lcmn. I beseech you, sir, go : my 
master dotli expect your iv.proach. • -.t 

Shy. So do 1 his. 

Luun. And they have conspired together ; 
— I w'ill not .say, you shall see a masque ; 
but if you do, then it wa.s not for nothing 
that my nose fell a filceding on Black-Moiulay 
last, at six o’clock i’ the morning, falling out 
that year on Ash-Wetlnesday was four y(‘ar 
in the aftenioon. 

Shy. What! aiv there ma.sque.s 1— Hear 
you me, «Iessica : 

Lock up my iloors ; au«l v/hen you hear the 
drum, 

•And* the vile squeaking of the wry-neckM fife. 
Clamber not you up k* the casements then, ni 
•Nor thrust your head into the ]»ublic .street 
To gaze on Christmn fotds with varnish’d faces. 
But stop my lioisse’s tJiirs, 1 nimn my case- 
ments : 

liOt not the sound of shallow foppeuy enter 
]My solxer house. — By Jacob’s statf, I swear, 

I Imvo no miml of feasting forth to-night ; 

But I will go. — Go you before me, sirrali : 

Say, I will come. 

Lam}^ I will golK*fore, sir. — Mistress, look 
out at window, for all this ; u 

I'here will come a Christian by, 

Will be worth a Jewess’ eye. \^Exi1. 
Shy. What says that fool of Hagar’s ofl- 
sjning 1 ha ! 

Jes. His words wei*e “ Farewell, mistress 
nothing else. 

Shy. The |iatch is kind enough, but a huge 
feeder, 

Snail-slow in ]>rotit, and he slee])s by day 
More than the wild-(^t : drones liive not with 
me ; 

Therefore I part with him, and j»art with him 
To one that I would liave *liim help to 
waste 

His bori'ow’d pui-se. — Well, Jessica, go in : 
•Perlmiw I will return immediately. 

Do, as I bid you ; shut doors after you : 

Fast bind, fast And ; • 

A proverb never stale hi thrifty mind. [E.vit. 


Jk8. Farewell ; and if my fortune Ixs not 
, crost, 

1 have a father, you a daughter, lost. \^Exit. 


Scene V’^I. — The same. 

Etitcr GratiAxo an<I Sai.arixo, laasqued. 

Ora. 'lliis is the pentlionsf', nndei- whiclt 
Lorenzo 

j Desir’d us to make stand. 

Sahir. His liour is almost pn.st. 

j Ora. Anditismai'velheoutdwelJsliishour,. 
j For lovers ei er run before the clock. 

O ! ten times f^^mr Venus’ p^cons- 

dy 

To seal love’s bonds neAv-raade, th.-ui thejr arc 
wont 

To keep obliged faith unforfeited I 

Ora. Tlmt m'cr holds ; who r isetli from a 
' feast 

With, that kijpn apjietite that he sits<lown ? 
^Wheni is tlie hoi*se that doth nntreud again lo 
His te«lioHS measure with tlie unbated tire 
That he <lid pace them first ! All thing.s that 
arc, 

Are with more spirit <‘hased than enjoy’d. 
How like a younker, or a prodigal. 

The st^aifed l>ark jaits from her native hay, 

I Hugg’d and embraced by the strumjH4. wiml ! 

! How like the prodigal doth .slu; return, 
j W'ith over-we.atlicr’d rib.s, .‘iiid i'aggc<l sails. 
Loan, rent, and be^ggar’d by tlie strumjiet 
wind ! 

Enter Lorenzo. 

Salar. Here comes Lorciizu :• mure of this 
hereafter. -.'t 

J.or. Sweet friends, your |ialieiiee for lu)' 
long alaxle. ; 

Not 1, but my ati’airs iiave mad'* you wait : 
Wlien you sludl pleast* (o 2 >kiy the thieves for 
wive.s, 

I ’ll watch us long for you tla-ii. — A|)|)rouch ; 
Here dw4.*lls my father J>'w. — Ho ! who’s 
within ! 

Enter Jessica above, in buy' ft duthes. 

. ./e.s*. Who are you 'f Tell me for more 
cei-taiuty, 

Allieit I ’ll swear that 1 dt> know your tongue. 
*/.or. Jjorenzo, and thy love. 

Lorenzo, certain ; and my love, indeed. 
For who love, i .so much i Anil now who 
knows, a» 

But you, jAirenzo, whether I am yours ? 
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Aor. Heav(Mi, and tliy tho^ights are \vitiu's.s 
that thou art. 

t/es. Hero, cateli this casket : it is worth the 
pains. 

I am glad 't is niglit, you do not look (*n me, 
For I am much iusham’d of niy exchange* ; 

But love i.s blind, and lov'^ei’s cannot see 
The pretty follies that themKclves commit ; 

For if they coedd, Cupid himself would 
blush 

To sec me thu.s transformed to a boy. 

Aor. Descend, for you must la? my torch- 
bearer, #» 

./c.9. What ! mu.st I hold a (;audle to my 
shames ? 

They in them.selve_s, gootl .sooth, are too too 
light. 

Why, ’t Is an ollice of discovery, love, 

Ami I should be obsciU’M 

Aor. So are you, sweet, 

Even in the lovely garnish of a boy. 

But come at once ; ^ 

For the close night doth play the runaway, ^ 
And we an* stay’d for at F>a.ssaifio’s fea.st. \ 
./««. I will make fust the doors, and gild my- 
self 

With .some jiion? ducats, jind be with yon 
st i-aight, above. 

(>ra. Now, by my hood, a (jrcntile, and no 
J ew. 51 

Lor. fJe.shrew me, but I love her heartily ; 
For she is wis<*, if I can j>tdg<‘ of her, 

And fair she i.s, if that mine eyes he true. 

Aud true she i.s, as .she hath ])rov’d herself ; 
And therefore, like hensclf, wise, fair, and 
true, 

Shall slie lie placed iu niy constant .soul. 

Enter Jkssu^a. 

What, art thou come? — On, gentlemen; 
away I 

Our rim.s<]uing mates by this time for us stay. 

[/I’.nV, with .Tp:ssica mid Salauixo. 

Euler Antonio. 

Anl. Who’s there? 

< ira. Signior A nton io ? 

Ant. Fie, lie, (jli'atiaiio I where are all tlie 
rest ? 

T is nine o’clock ; our friend.s all .stay for 
you. 

No masque to-night : the wind is come about ; 
Bas.sanio ju'e.sently will goalioard : 

1 ha\e sent twenty out to .siiek for yon. 

f/m. 1 am glad on ’t : 1 desire? no more 

delight, 

Thau to be under sail and gone to-night. 

\hlxe.H.nt. 


ScENK VI f. — Belmont Ait Apartment in- 
Portia’.s House. 

Enter Portia, with the Prince of Morocco, 
and both their Traintt. 

Por. Oo, dr^w aside the curtaitts, and dis- 
cover 

The .several caskets to this noble prince. — 
Now make your choice. 

Mor. The first, of gold, who this inscription 
byars : 

“ Who chooseth me, sliall gain what many meii 
desire.” 

Tlie second, .silver, which this promise omies : 
Who ch(X>soth me, shall get as much as he 
<leserv(?s. ” 

This third, dull lead, with waiTiing all ns 
blunt ; 

“ Who choo.seth me, musi, give and hazard all 
he hath.” 

How shall I know’ if T do choose the right? lo 
]*or. The one of them contains my picture, 
prince : 

If you choose that, then I am yours witlml. 
Mor. Some gotl direct my judgment ? Let 
mt? see. 

I will survey the inscriptions back again*: 
What says this leaden ca-sket ? 

“Who cliooseth me, miust give and liaaird alh 
In? hath,” 

Must gi\e--for what? for lead?, hazard for 
'"lead? 

’riiis casket threatens. Men thi»t Ijaznrd all, 
1\> it in hope of fair advantages : lo 

Ag<ddcn mind .st(M)ps not to shows of dross; 

1 ’ll then nor give, nor hazard, aught for lead. 
What .siiys the silver, with her virgin hue ? 

“ Who chooseth me, shall get as much as he 
tle.serve.s." 

vVs m;ich as lie <leserve.s? — Pause there, 
Morocco, 

And weigh thy value with an even hand. 

If thou Ixj’st rated by thy estimation, 

I’hou dost deserve enough ; and yet enough 
May not extend so far as to the lady ; 

And yet to be afeard of my deserving. 

Were )>nt a weak di.sabling of myself. ao 

As much as 1 desci’V’e ! - Why, that’s the lady : 

T do iu birth deserve her, and in fortunes, 

In graces, and in qualities of breeding ; 

But more than these iu love I do deserve. 

Whsit if 1 l^tray’d no further, but choose 
here ? — 

Let’s see once more this saying grav’d in gfild : 

“ Who chooseth me, shall gain what many.' 
men desii*e.” 

VVTiy, that ’s the lady : all the w’orld desires 
her ; 
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Fi-om the four corners of the earth they conic. 
To kiss this shriue, this mortal - bi’cathing 
saint. 

The Hyrcanian deserts, and tlie vasty wilds 
Of Vf’ild Arabia, are as throughfares now, 

For princes to come view faii*Portia : 

The watery kingtlom, whoB<5 ambitious liead 
Spits in tlie face of heaven, is no liar • 
To stop the foieign spirits, but tliey come, 

As t)’er a lirook, to see fair Portia. 

One of tliese three contains lier heavenly 
picture. 

Is ’t like, tjuit lea<l contains herJ 'Twere 
damnation, * 

To think so base a thoiight : it were too gross 
To lib her cerecloth in the obscui’c grave, si 
Or shall I think in silver .she 's immur’d. 
Being ten times undervalued to trie<l gold '{ 

O .sinful thought ! Never so l ich a gem 
Was set in woi’se than gold. They have in 
England 

A coin, that bears the figure of an angel 

SUimped in gold, but that’s insculp’d upoi 

But here an angel in a golden bed 

Lies all within.- -Deliver me the. key : 

Here ilo I choose, and thiive I as L mav ! 

# ^ * r 

/“or. There, take it, prince ; and if my 

form lie there. 

Then I am yours. [//c nnlockti the tjolde.n 

otsket. 

Jfor. hell ! what have wc here? 

A carrion death, within whose einjity eye 
'riiei-e is a writttm .scroll. J ’ll read the writing. 
“All that glistei’s is not gold ; 

Often have you heard that told ; 
Many a man his life hath sold. 

But my outside to Ixdiold : 

Gilded tombs do worms infold. 

Had you been as wis<^ as bolu 
Young in limbs, in judgimait ohl. 
Your answerhad not been inscroH’tl : 
Fare you well ; your suit is trold.” 
Cold, indeed, and labour lost ; 

Then, farewell, heat ; and, wadcome, 
frost. — 

Portia, adieu. I have too griev’<l a h(*art, 

To take a tedious leave : thus losers part. [AVf/. 
Por. A gentle riddance. — Draw tin* cur- 
.tains : go. 

Let all of hi.s complexion choo.se mo so. 

Scene VI II. — Venice. A Street. 

Enter Sai.abixo and Solanio. 

Solar. Why, man, I saw Bu.ssauio under 
sail : 


With him is Gr.itiano gone along ; 

Ami in their ship, 1 ’m sure, Lorenzo is not. 
Solan. The villain Jew with outcries rais'd 
the duk(% 

Who went with him to soaix;li Biiasanio’s ship. 
Solar. He cauut too late, the ship was umler 
sail : 

But there the duke was given to understand, 
ThaJ in a gondola wtu-c seen together 
Lorenzo and his amorous .b'ssica. 

Beside.s, Antonio certiliisd the duke, w 

They were not with Bassaniu in his ship. 

Solan. I never heard a pa.s.siou so confus’d. 
So strange, outrageous, and so variable, 

As the dog Jew did utter in the streets ; 

“My daughter! — O my ducats ! — (> my 
• daughter I •* • 

Fled with a Christian I — O my Christian 
hicats ! 

Justice! the law! my ducats, and my daughter! 
A sealed l»ig, two sealed bags of ducats, 

Of double ducats, .stol’u from me by my 
daughter ! 

j| And jewels !^wo .stones, two rich and pi’ecious 
* sbjnes, v > 

Stol’n by my daughter ! • J ustice ! find th<* 
girl ! 

She hath the stones upon her, and the (hicats ! ” 
Sa/nr. Why, all the boys in Venice follow 
him, 

Crying, his stones, his daughter, ;iud his 
ducats. 

Solan. Ijct good Antonio look h(' keep his 

Or he shall ]>ay for this. 

I Sahtr. Marry, well retui'mlxu’ 

I roa.son'd with a Frenchman ye.sU'rday, 

Who told im*, in the narrow .seas that part 
The French and Engli.sh, there miscarried 
.-V ve.ssel of our country, lichly fraught. 

1 thought upon Antonio ^\Jlen )u‘ told me, 
And Avish’d in sihmee that it were not his. 
Solan. You were bi^st to (ell Antonio Avliat 
you hear ; 

Yet do not suddenly, for it ma^' grieve him. 
Salar. A kimh'r gentleman treads not the 
earth. 

I saw Ba.ssixnio and Antonio part. 

Ba.s.sanio told him, he would make* .some .sjmsxI 
Of hi.s return : he answer’d — “ Do not .so ; 
SluhlxM' not husim'ss for niy .sake, Bassanio, 
But stay the very riping of the time 
And for the Jew’s bond, which he hath of me, 
Bet it not cntiu- in your mind of love. 

Be merry, and lunploy your chiefost thoughts 
To courtship, and such fair ostenus of love 
As shall conveniently become you tluu'e.” 

And even there, his eye being big with tears. 
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Turning his face, he put liis Jiaiid belniul him, 
And with atfectinu wondrous sensible 
He wrung Bassanio’s hand ; and so they 
parted. 

Solan. I think, lio only loves the world for 
him. j't 

T pray the«i, let us go, and find liim out, 

And «juickon liis embraced heaviness 
With some delight or other. 

Salar. Do we so. \^JCx(‘Aiat. 


ScliXE TX. — Belmont. An Ajiartment in 
Poutia’s House. 

^Enter N Euis's.' , trith a Sr.rcitor. 

Se/t. Quick, rpiick, 1 pray thee, tlmw the 
curtain sti’aight. 

The prince of Arragon hatli ta’on his oath, 
And comes to his ejection ])resent]}. 

Enter the Prince of ARUMiOS, Poktia, a'ml 
their Trahus. Flint ri>sh camels. 

For. Behold, there stand tJie caskets, noble 
prince. 

If you cliooso that whereiji I am contain’d, 
Straight .shall our jiuptial rites b(» solemniz’d ; 
But if you fail, witlunit more speech, my lord, 
'You must be gone from hene<i immediately. 

Ar. I am enjoin’d by oath to observe three 
things : - 

First, never to unfold to anyone lo 

Which c“a.sket ’t was I chose : next, if I fail 
Of the riglit ca.sk<>t, never in my life} 

'I’o woo a maid in way of marriage : 

Lastly, 

If I do fail in fortune of my choice, 
Jmmediattdy to leave you and bo gone. 

Por, To these injunctions every one <loth 
swear, 

I'hiit comes to hazard for my worthless self. 

.Ir. And so have T addre.ss’d me. Fortune 
now 

Tt> my heart’s hojK! ! — Cold, .silver, and base 
lead. I 

“ Who ehoosc'th me, must give aiul hazard all ; 

he hath : ” j 

Von shall look faii’er, ere I give, or hazard, a* j 
What savs the g*>lden chest 1 ha ! let me ! 

.sec;-™ j 

*• Who chooseth me, shall gain what many i 
men desii’C.” 

AVhat many men desire : — that many may be 
nicant 

By the fool multitude, that choose by show, 
Not learning more than the fond eye doth 
teach, 


j WJuch pries not to the interior, but, like the 
! martlet, 

i Builds in the weather on the outwartl wall, 

I Even in the force and road of casualty, 
i 1 will not choose what many men desire, 
Becaase 1 win not jump with common 
Bpiiibs, M 

Aiid rank me with the bai'barous multitudes. 
Why, then, to tht'c, tlujii silver treasure- 
house ; 

Tell me once moi'e what title thou dost bear : 
“ Who cho<}setii me, shall get as much as he 
deserves.” 

j Anti wtdl said too ; for who shall go about 
j I’o cozen foi-tune, and be honourable, 

Without the stamp of merit? Iiet none pro- 
.sume 

To wear an undeserved dignity. 

( ) ! that estates, degrees, and offices, 

Wtjre not dei-iv’tl con’ujitly ! and that clear 
honour jo 

Wei'o j)urch:is'd by the merit of the weai'er ! 
How many then should cover, that stand 
* bare ; 

How many be comniantled, that command ; 
How juuch low peasantry would then be^ 
glean’d 

From tile true .sei'd of lionour; and liow much 
honour 

' Pick'd fi'om the chaff and ruin of the times, 

To Ix} new-varnish’d ! Well, but to iny choice ; 
“ Who chooseth me, sliall get as much as he 
deserves.” 

I I will assume desert. — Give me a key for 
this. 

And instantly unlock my fortunes here. m 
[He opens the. silver rasicet. 
Por. Too long a jiause for that which you 
find there. 

Ar. What’s here ? the portrait of a hlinkiiig 
idiot, 

Pre.senting me a scIkmIuIh ! I will read it. 

! How much unlike .art thou to Portia! 
j How much unlike my hopes, and my de.scrv- 
' ings ! 

Who chooseth me, sliall have as much as 
he deseiwes.” 

f >i«l J deserve no more than a fool’s head ? 

Is that my prize ? are my desoi'ts no better ’? 
Por. To offend, and judge, are distinct 
offices, ^ 

And of opposed natures. 

A r. What is here ? «o 

[lieads.^ “The fire seven times tried this: 

Hevon time.s tried that judgment is 
Tiiat did never choose amiss. 

Some there be tliat shadows ki.ss ; 
Such have but a shadow’s bliss. 
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There l)e fools alive, I wis, , j 
Silver’d o’er ; sind so was this. 

Take what wife you will to bed, 

I will ever be your head ; 

St) bti gone: you are sped.” :» j 

Still more fool I shall appear 
Hy the time I linger liei’e : 

VVith one fool’s head J came to wfto, 
But I go away with two. — 

Sweet, adieu. I ’ll keep my oath. 
Patiently to bear my wroth. j 

[Eoceunf Akragon and Train. ■ 
For. Thns hath the candle sing’d the moth. 
<), those delil>t*rate fools ! wheir ‘they do 
choose, 

They liave the wisdom by their wit to lose. 

Nvr. The ancient saying is no heresy : — nj 
Hanging and wiving goes ly destiny. 

/’(>?•. Come, draw the curtain, Nerissa. I 

Enter a Messenger. 

MexH. Where is my lady ? 


}*or. Here ; wJiat would my lord ? 

Mess. Madam, there is alighted at your 
irate 

A young Venetian, one that comes bcifore 
To signify the ap})roaching of his lord, 

From whom lie briugeth sensible regrebs ; 

To wit, (besides commends, and courteou.s 
breath) 

Cifts of rich value ; yet I have not seen 
So likeljf an aml»as.sador of lovf*. no 

A day in April novel’ came so sweet, 

To show how <-ostIy summer was at hand. 

As this fore-s]»urrer comes b(*fore his lord. 

For. No more, 1 ]>ray thee : I am half^ 
afeard 

Thou wilt say anon lie is some kin to thee. 
Thou spend’.st such higli-duy wit in praising 
him. — • 

(Jome, come, Nerissa ; for I long to see 
Quick Cupid’s ])ost, that comes so mannerly. 
Xer. Uassanio, loril love, if thy will it be! 

[Exeunt. 


A CT 

Scene T. — Venice. A Street. 

Enter Solanio and Salarino. 

Sohtn. Now, what nows on the Kialto 1 
S(dar. Why, yet it lives there unchet:k’d, 
that Aiitonio hath a ship of ri<;h lading | 
wrack’d on the narrow seas ; the (lomlwins, j 
I think they call the place : a very dangeroius I 
Hat, and fatol, where the carcasses of many a 
tall ship lie buried, as they say, if my go.ssip 
Report be an honest woman of her word. o 
Solan. I would she Avere as lying a gossip 
in tha|, as ever knappcfl gingei’, or made her 
neigh bouns believe she Avept for the death of j 
a third husband. But it is true, without any I 
slips of prolixity, or crossing the jilain highway i 
of talk, that the good Antonio, the honest | 
Antonio,- -O; that I had a title good eimugh j 
to keep his name company ! — I 

Salar. Come, the full stop. ! 

Solan. Ha ! — what say’st thou I — Why, the ; 
end is, he hath lost a ship. if I 

Salar. I would it might pro\’e the end of ] 
his losses. i 

Solan. Let me say amen betimes, lest the i 
devil cross my pi-ayer ; for hei-e he comes in | 
Hie likeness of a Jew. i 

I 

Enter Shylogk. 

How now, Shylock ? what news among the 
merchants % * 


IT I. 

Shy. You knew, none so well, none .so Avell 
a.s you, of my daughter’s flight. 

Salar. That ’.s certain: J, for my part, 
kneAV tiie tailor that made the wings she flcAV 
Avithal. 

Solan. And Shylock, for his oavu part, 
knew the bird was fledg’d ; and then it is the 
comjde.xion of them all to leave the dam. .'u 

Shy. She is damned for it. 

Salar. That 's certain, if the devil may be 
her judge. 

Shy. My own flesh aiul blood to rebel ! 

Solan. Out upon it, old carrion ! re)>ei.s it 
at these year.s ? 

Shy. I say, my daughter is my flesh and 
blood. 

Salar. There is more diffeiimce between 
thy fle.sh and hens, than betAveeu jet and 
iA'ory ; more between your bloods, than there 
is between red Aviiie and rhenish. But tell 
us, do you hear whether Antonio have had 
any loss at sea tir no ? vs 

Shy. There I lia\’e another bad match : a 
haiikru])t, a prodigal, Avho dare scarce show 
hi.s lieail on the Rialto ; — a beggar, that u.sed 
to come so smug upon the mart. — Led. him 
look to his bond : lie Avas Avont to call me 
usurer ; — let him look to his homl : he Avas 
Avont to lemUmoney for a Christian courtesy; 
— let him look to his bond. 

Salar. Why, I am sure, if he forfeit, thou 
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Scene IL 


■wilt not Uiko his flesh ; \vh:it ’s that good 
for f ''I 

A7<y. To bait fisli withal : if it will feed 
nothing elsf*, it will feed my rev’enge. He 
liath disgraced me, and liindereil me half a 
million, laughed at my losses, mocked at my 
gains, scorned my nation, thwarted my bar- 
gaiius, cook'd my friends, heated mine en<'mie.s ; 
ami wliat 's his remson ? 1 am a Jcav. Hath 

not a J»'\v ♦*yos^ hath not a J(!W hands, 
organs, dimensions, sensH.s, aflcctidns, pas- 
sions / fed with tho same food, hurt with 
the sfime weaj)ons, subject to the same diseases, 

, healed by the same means, warmed and cooled 
by the Slime winter and summer, as a Christian 
is I If you pi'iok us,<l<> we not bleed 1 if you 
fickle ifs, do we not ningh '( if you jMoisou «.s, 
do we* not <lie'? and if you wrong us, shall 
we not rovengt^ '{ If we are like you iu the 
rest, we will resemble you iu that. If a Jew 
wrong a Christian, what is his humility ? 
revenge. If a (‘hristiau wrong a Jew, what 
.should his sufl'erauce be by ('hristiau (ixamplo I 
why, revenge. I'he villainy you 8^‘ach me, I 
will execute ; aiul it shall go hard but I will 
Ixitter the iustructiou. n 

Knifiv a Serrani. 

AV/'r. fh'utlemen, my master Antonio is at 
his house, and desires to speak with yon both. 

Snlfti'. \Vc have, been up and ilown to seek 
him. I 

.S'oAtn. Here comes am-ther of the tribe : a : 
third cannot be matc‘hc;<l, unless the devil ; 
himself turn Jew. 

SoL.vxio, Sal.-vkin'o, (lilf/ Sn'mut. 

Enfi-r TruAL. 

<S'//J/. How now, Tubal I what news from 
Ceiioa f hast thou found my daughter ? 

y'u/j. I often came where 1 did hearof lier, 
but cauuot find her. 

.S'/i//. Why, there, there, there, there ! a 
diamond gone, eost me two thousand ducats 
in Frankfort. Tlu; curHt^ never fell ui>on our 
jiatiou till now ; I never felt it till now : — 
tw'o thousand ducats iu that, and other 
precious, prt'cious jewehs. — -1 would, my j 
daughter were dead Jit my foot, and the ! 
jew'els iu her ejir ! 'would she were heansed i 
at my fool, and the ducats in hi'i* colliu ! No , 
news of them; -U’hy, so and I know not J 
w'hat ’n sj>cut in the search : wdiy, thou — loss : 
upon loss ! the thic'fgone wdtb so much, and j 
so much to find the thief, and no satisfjiction, j 
no revenge ; nor no ill luck stiritng, but what | 
lights o’ my shoulders ; no siglis, Imt o’ my j 
br<*athing ; no teui-s, hut o’ my shedding. w | 


Yes, other men have ill luck too. 
Anfonio, jis I heard in Genoa, — 

X/Vy. What, wJiat, wliat? ill luck, ill luck ? 
7'///). — hatli Jin argosy ca.st jrway, coining 
from Tripolis. 

»S7/.y. 1 thank Jlod ! I thank God ! Is it 
true ? is it true ? 

1 .spoke w’ith some of tho .sailoi-s tlmt 
escajied the witick. wi 

SAj/. 1 thank thee, gooil Tubal. — Gqod 
new's, good news! ha! ha! — VVJiei*e ? in 
Genoa ? 

Taif. Your daiigliter spent iu Genoa, 'as I 
heard, one night, fourscore ihicjits. ' 

Tliou stiok’st Ji dagger in me. 1 shall 
ne\ er see my gold again. Fuiu'score ducats at 
a sitting ! fourscore iluoats ! 

7’n^j. There came divers of Antonio’s credi- 
tors in my compaii}- to Venice, that swear he 
cauuot cluwse but bn^ak. ns 

Shy. I am very glad of it : I ’ll pljiguo hi”! ; 

I ’ll torture him ; I am glad of it. 

Tub. One of them .showed me a ring, that 
ihe had of your danghtei' for ji monkey, 

' X7/y. (Alt U])on her! Thou torturest me, 

Tubal : it was my turquoise ; I liad it of 
Leah, when 1 was a hjicheJor : I w'ould not • 
have given it for a wilderness of monkeys. i»> 
'I'vb. But Antonio is certainly undone. 

SA;/. Nay, that ’s true, that ’s very true. 
Go, Tubal, fi'i' me jiu ofh’cer, bespeak him a 
fortnight before. I will liave the heart of 
him, if he forfeit ; for w'ere he out of Venice, 

I can luake what morchaudi.se I w’ill. Go, 
I’uhjd, and mei't mi' at our synagogue : go, 
good Tubal ; at our synagogue, Tubal. 

• [Aawni. 


Scene II. — Belmont. An Apurtmeiit in 
Portia’.s House. 

Entfir Bass.\nio, Portia, Gratiano, NerissA, 
and. Attaidants. 

/‘or. I ju’jiy you, tany : jiause a day or 

tW'O, 

Befoi-e you Jiazjird ; for, in choosing wrong, 

I lose your compjiuy ; therefore, forbear 
aw'hile. 

There ’s something tells mo (hut it is not 
love), * 

I would not lose you ; and you know yourself, 
Hate coun.scls not iu such a quality. 

But lest you should not iindonitjiud me well, 
(And yet a maiden hath no tongue but 
thought) 

I would detain y6u here some month or two^ 



Act III. 
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Scene II. 


Eel'ore you A’ciiturc for me. I could teach 
yon •" 

How to choose right, hut then I am forsworn : 
So will I never he : so may you. miss uui } 
Rut if you do, you ’ll make jue wish a sin, 
That l^had b(Km forsworn. Beshvcw your 
eyes, , 

They have o’erlook’d me, and divulcd me : 
0;ie half of me is yours, the other half 
, yours, — 

Mine own, I would say ; hut if mine, then 
yours, • • 

And so all yours ! O ! these nauglil-y times 
Put bars between the owuei's and their rights ; 
And so, though yours, not yours. — Provo it 
so, 

Let fortune go to hell for it, — not I. — 

I .sJK.^ak too long ;^hut ’t is to ])cise the time, 
To eke it, and to dr.iw it out in length. 

To stey you from election. 

Jims. Let mo choose ; 

For, a.s I am, I live upon the rack. 

Poi'. Upon the rack, Rassanio? then con- 
fess I 

What treason there is mingled with youi* lov(‘. 
tjiass. None, but that ugly treaison of mis- 
trust. 

Which makes me fear the enjoying of my 
love. 

There may as well he amity and life y> 

’Tween snow anti fire, as trea.son and my love. 
/*or. Ay, but, I fear, you speak upon the 
mck, 

Where men enforced do s])eak anything. 

Ha.s.'i. Promise me life, ami 1 ’ll confess the 
truth. 

Well then, confess, and liv 
Jims. (^mfess, and lo’i'c, I 

Had been the vtay sum of my eouft‘ssit)n. j 
• O h.-tj^py torment, when rny torturer 
Doth teach me answers for delivcraucti ! 

But let mt! to my fortune and the casket.s. j 
[Curtaitt dravni/rom befors the, ca.sh‘ts. | 
Por. Away then. I am lock’d in one of 
them : 40 

If you do love me, you will find me out. — 
Nerissa, and the rest, .stand all aloof. — 

Let mmsic sound, udiile he doth make his 
choice ; I 

I’lion, if he lose, he makes a swan-like end. 
Fading in music : that the comparison 
May stand more proper, my eye shall be the 
stream. 

And watery death-bed for him He may 
win : 

And what is music then 1 then music is 
Even as the flourish when*triio subjects bow 
To a new-crowned monat*eh : such it is, w 


As arc those dulcet sound.s in break of day, 
That cre<*p into the th'caniing bridegroom’s 
car, 

And summon him to marriage. Now he goes. 
With no less presence, but with much more 
love 

Than young Alcides, whcni ho did redeem 
The virgin tribute paul by howling Troy 
To th(? s<-a-mon.stcr : I stand for sacrifice ; 

The 1‘est aloof are the Dardauian wives. 

With bleared visages, come forth to view 
The issue of the exploit. (Jo, Heretdes ! 

Liv'c thou, I live : — with much, much more 
ilismav • 

I view the light, tluui thou thnt niuk’st the 
• f*ay. 

A Sonff, tvliilst Bas.santo commeats (j/4 the 
caskets to himself. 

Tell me., vJirre is fancy bred. 

(Jr in the heart., or in the. head ? 

How begot, how nonrished '( 

^ Ilephf, reply. 

It is emfcnder'il in the eyes. 

With gazing fed ; and fancy diejs' 
la the cradle where it lies. 

I^e.t ns all rhuf fniwy s knell: :tt 
III begin it, — Ding, dong, bell. 

All, Ding, dong, bell. 

Bass. So may the outward shows be least, 
themselves : 

The world is still deceiv’d with ornament. 

In law, what plea, so tainted and corrupt, 

But, being .sea.son’d with a gracious voice, 
Obscures the .show of evil ? Li religion, 

Wliat damned enoa', Imt some sober brow 
Will ))k‘ss it, ami apju’ove it with a text, 
Hiding the ga’o.ssness with fair oi-nament? 

There is no vice so simple, but sassumes 
Sonae mark of virtue on his outward pai'ts. 

How laiaiiy cowards, whose hearts am* all as 
falst' 

As stairs of saml, we.ar yet upon their chins 
'fhe beards of Hei'cules and frowning Mars, 
Who, inward sesirch’d, have livers white as 
an ilk ; 

Aiad the.se a.ssmaie but V}iloui*’s excrement, 

To lender them redoiabted. Look on beauty, 
And you shall see ’tis purchased by the 
weight ; 

Which tlierein works a miracle iii nature, w 
Making them lightest that wear most of it : 

So ai*e those crisjaed snaky golden locks, 

Which naake .such wanton gam\»ols with the 
wind. 

Upon .supposed faiaaiess, often kaiown 
To be the doway of a second litjad. 
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Thft scull tliat l)m( them, iu the sepulchre. 
Thus ornament is ))ut the j/uiled shore 
To a most dangerous sea ; the beauteous .scarf 
'Veiling an Indian l)eHuty ; in a wonl. 

The seeming truth Avliieh cunning times put 
on 

To entrap th(i wi.se.st. Tliei-efove, thou g.iudy 
gold, 

Hard footl for Midas, T will none of thee ;< 
Nor none of thee, thou pale and [connnou 
drudge 

’Tween man and man : but thou, timn meagr<*. 
lead, 

.-Which rather threat'ne.st tlian chxst promi.se 
aught, 

T)jy plainne.ss moves me more than ehapienco, 
.•Vnd hdte choose J. Joy he the con.se<piencoI 
I*or.» How all the otlier pa.s.sions fleet to 
. air, 

jVs doul>tAd thoughts, and r.ash -embrac'd de- 
.spair, “ 

And shuddering fear, and gre(‘n-ey’d jealoitsy 1 

0 love ! be mod(‘rate ; allay thy eestaey ; m 
In measure i-aiii thy joy ; scant tins excess ; 

1 feel too much thy blessing ; make it les.s. 
For fear I surfeit ! 

Bass, What And I here i 

tht'. h'(ul(ui caslfif. 

Fair Portia’.s counterfeit ! What demi-god 
Hath come s<^ near creation ? 31ove these 
('Ves ? 

Or whether, riding on the balls of mine. 

Seem they in motion 1 He»-e are sever’tl lips, 
Parted with sugar breath ; so swe^et a bar 
Should sunder such sweet friends. Here, in 
her hairs, cj'* 

'file painter plays the sjuder, and hath woven 
A golden m<->.sh to entrap tlie he.-irts of ui'm 
Faster tlian gnats in cobweixs ; but her 
eyes I - 

How cmdd he see to do them i having made 
one, 

^rethinks, it should have power to steal both 
his, 

And leave itself unfurm.sh'd : yet look, how 
far 

The substance of my praise doth wrong this 
si uuUnv 

In tindei-prizing it, so far tliis shadow 
Doth limp behind the suhstunei*. Fierce ’s tlio 
scroll, 

The continent and summary of my fortune, lao 
f^/ieac/s.^ “ Y<m that choo.se not by tlie view, 
Chance ;ih fair, and choose as true I 
Since this fortune falls to you, 

He content, and seek no new. 

If you be well ple.as’d with this. 

And hold youj fortime for your bli.ss. 


Turn you where your lady Ls, 

And claim her with a loving kiss.” 
A gentle scroll. — Fair lady, by your leave ; 

[A^issiuff Iier. 

I come by note, to give and to receive. i«> 
Like one of two contending iu a. pri7.e, 

That thinks be h.ath done well iu people’s 
* eyes, 

Hearing a]>phiuse, and uuivcr.sal shout, 

Giddy in spirit, still gazing, in a doubt 
Whether those peals of praise be his or no ; 
So, tlu'ice fair lady, .stand I, even so, 

As doubtful whether what I see bo true, 

Until confinn’d, sign’d, ratitied by you. 

Por. You see jue, Lord Fktssanio, where I 
stand, 

Such as I am : though for my.self alone is*> 
I wotdd not be junbitious i.i my wish, 

To wish myself much ])ott<‘r ; yet for you 
I would be trebled twenty times my.self; 

A thousand tim(^s more fair, tc‘u thousand 
times more ricli ; 

That only to .stand high iu your account. 

It might in Aurtues, beautie.s, livings, friends, 
Exceed aeeouut : but the full sum of mo 
Is sum of notliing ; which, to term in gi' 0 s,s. 
Is an unle.ssou’d gii’l, unschool’d, unj>racti.s’d ; 
Happy in this, she is not yet so oltl m 

Hut she may learn ; happier than this, 

She is not bred so dull but she can learn ; 
Hai>pie.st of all is, that her gentle .si)irit 
Commits itself to join’s to be direcieil, 

As from Imt lord, her governor, her king. 
Myself, and what is mine, to you, and youix. 
Is now’ converted : but now I Avas the lord 
Of this fair mansion, master of my .servants. 
Queen o’er myself ; and e\ en uoav, but no%v. 
This hon.se, thc.se .ser\’ant.s, and this same 
myself, i'** 

Are yours, my lord. 1 give them Avith this 
ring, 

Which Avlieii you jiart from, lo.se, or give 
aw’ay, 

lA‘t it presage tin; ruin of your love, 

And be my A’autage to e.xclaini on you. 

Jlnss. Madam, you have bereft me of all 
words ; 

Only my blood sjjeaks to you in my veins ; 
And tlici’e i.s such confusion in my [loweiw 
As after some oration, fuii’ly spoke 
By a beloved pi? ace, there doth apjiear 
Among the buzzing pleased multitude ; i'« 

Where e\'ciy soinothing, being blent together, 
Turns to a A\’ild of nothing, save of joy, 
Ex}a’e.s.s’d, and not express’d. But when this 
ring 

Parts fi’om this ftiiger, then jiarts life from 
hence : 
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0 ! then be bold to say, Bas-sunio's dead. ; • 
AW. My lord uud lady, it is now our time, 

That have stood by and seen our wishes 
prosper. 

To cry, good joy. Good joy, my lord and 
la<^ ! 

Gm. >fy lord Bassanio, and iu;v- geutje 
lady, 

1 w^h you all tlie joy that you eaii wish ; 
For, I am sure, you can wish none' trom me ; 
And, when your honours mean to solemnize 
The bargain of your faitl., 1 do beseeeh\vou, 
Even at tha*t time I may be man-i<Ml t^v). 

Bass. With all my heart, so thou csuist g<‘t 
a wife. 

Grn. 1 thank your lordshij), you have got 
me one. 

My eyes, my lord, call look as swift as yours, — 
You .sjiw the inistivss, T bohehl the imdd : 
You lov’d, I lov’d ; for intermission 
No more pertains to me, my lord, than you. 
Your fortune stood upon the caskets then*. 
And BO <lid mine too, as the matter falls ; 

For wooing htu-e, until I sweat again. 

And swearing, till my very roof was tlry 
• 3 .Vith baths of love, at last, if jiromise last, 

I got a j)roniisc of this fair one hen*. 

.To have her hne, provided that youi* fortune 
Achiev’d her mist i'ess. 

Pm', Is this tru(!, Nerissa ? 

AW. Madam, it i.s, .*^0 3*011 stand ph'as’d 
withal. 

Boss. And do 3*011, Gratiano, moan good 
faith ? 

' i}‘m. Yes, ’faith, my lord, 

Bass. Our feast shall be much honour’d in 
your mari'iage. 

Gm. We ’ll play with them the first bov 
for a thousand ducats, 

Abr. * What ! and stake down ? 

Gra. No; wo shall ne'er win at fhatsporl, 
and stake down.— - 

But who comes here 1 Lorenzo, and his 
infidel I 

What I and my old Venetian friend Solanin ? 
Lorenzo, Jnsstc.\, a/a/ Soi.amo. 


i But meeting with Solanio b3' the wav, 

; He did entreat me, past all saying nay, 

; To come with him along. 

Solan. I did, my lord, 

And I have r<*asou fer it. — Signior Antonio 
Commends him to 3'ou. 

\<Ptrf.H B.\ssanio u Jetter. 
Pass. Ere T o})e his letter, ‘.iM 

I pray* you, tell me how m\* goml friend doth. 
Solan. Not sick, my* lord, unless it be in 
mind ; 

Nor M ell, unless in miml : his h'tter there 
Will show you. his e.state. 

[Bassanio /y’fu/.y fkr Irffsr. 
Gm. Nerissa, cheer yon stranger ; bid her 
* welcome. ^ 

A'our hand, Solanio. What’s the u(*ws from 
Venice ? 

.How doth that royal merchant, gooil Antonio I 
I know, he will be glad of our success ; 

Wt^ art! the -iasons, we havi* won vhe fleece, 
j SoUin. I would you had won the fh*ec(* 
j that l;f! hath lost ! -’h 

j| Por. There are sonm shrewd contents in yon 
same papei*. 

That steal the (*olouv from Ba.ssani<»’s cheek : 
Some dear friend dead, else nothing in the 
world 

Could turn so much the constitution 
Of anv constant man. What, worse ant 
woi-se ? — 

W^ith leave, l>a.ssanio ; I am half youi'self. 
And I must freely have the half of anythiiiiy 
Tluit this same jiaper brings y^ou. 

B<tss. 0 sweet Portia! 

Here are a few of the unph'asant’st words ‘j:." 
That <“\(“r lilotted ])aj>er. Gentle ladv. 

When I did tii'.st imjiarf my love to you, 

I freeh' told you, all tin* wealth I had 
Ban in my veins, - -I was a g«‘uth*man : 

.And th(*n 1 told you true, and yet, dear lady, 
R.'iting niys<*lf at nothing. y*ou shall see 
How much 1 was a braggart. \\ hen I told 
you, 

! My* statx! was nothing, T should then have 
j told y'ou, 

! That I was worse than nothing; for, ibdecd. 


Bass. Lorenzo, an«l Solanio, welcome hitluT, 
If that the youth of my new* interi'st h(*r<* •jn‘> 
Have power to bid you welcome. — By* your 
leave, • 

I bid my* very friends and countiymen, 

Sweet Portia, widcome. 

Por. So do I, my lord : 

They* are entirely wcdcome. 

Lor, I thank yoiu* honour. — For my part, 
my lord, ♦- 

My puipose wa^j not to have seen you here ; 


I have engcag'd my*.self to a dear friend, 
Engag’d my* friend to his mere enemy, 

To fceil mv mean.s. Here, is a letter, ladv : 
The pajier as the body of my* fi-i<*nd. 

And every word in it a gaping wound. 
Issuing life-blood. — But i.s it true, Solanio i 
Have all his ventures fail’d'? What, not one 
hit? 

From Tri]iolis, from Mexico, and Engl.-uid, 
Freni Lislion, Baibaiy, .and India? 

And not one vessel '.scape the dreadful tench 
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Of merchant-inarriiig rooks ? 

Solan. Not ono, niy lortl. 

Besides, it sliouM apjKiai*, that if ho had 
The prfisent monoy 'to di.sc}iarge the J<iw, 

He would n‘>t take it. Never did T know 
A creature, that did be^r the shajie of man, 
So keen and ^eedy to confound a man. 

He plies the duke at mornin", and .at Jiii'ht, 
And doth imp<!ach the freedom of the state, 
ff they deny him justice : twenty jnei'ehant.s. 
The duke himself, and the inagnillcoi'S 
< )f greatest port, luivf! all pcnsuiuled with him ; 
But none c:in driv<* him from the envious plea 
Of forfeiture, of justice, and his bomi 

Jes. When I was with him, I have heard 
liim swear 

To Tubal, ami to Chus, his countrymen, 

Thaff he would rather have Antonio’s flesh, 
Than twenty times tlu! vabu' of the sum 
That he did owe him ; and I know, my lord, 
If law, authority", and power dtuiy not, 

It wdll go hard with j>oor Antonio. 

Por. Is it your dear friend t^yit is thus in 
tr<»uble i 

.ffasA The dearest friend to me, tlu' kindest 
man, 

The best-condition’d and unwearietl spirit 
In doing courtesies ; and one in whom 
The ancient Boman honotir mor<‘ appeans, 
Than any that draw.s breath in Italy. 

/*or. What sum owes he the Jew ? 

For me, three thoxisand ducats. 

/'or. What, no imirol 

Par him .six thomsand, ami deface tlu! l>ond : 
Double si.v thomsand, and then treble that, 
Befoi'o a friemi of this deseriptiem so 

Shalt lose a hair through lia.s.sanio’.s fault. 
Fii'st, go w’ith mo to church, and call me wife, I 
And then aw'ay to Venice to your friend ; i 
For never shall you lie by Portia's side j 

With an unquiet soul. You .shall have gold , 
'Po j»ay the petty debt twenty times over : [ 

Wh<!n it is paid, bring your true friend along. 
.^fy maid Nerissa and my.self, mciintirne, 

Will live as maids and widows. Come, away ! 
Fr>r you shall hence upon your wedding-<la\'. j 
Bid your friends wcdcome, show a merry I 

1 "I 

, Ml I 


if your love do not j)ersuado you to come, let 
not my letter.” :is> 

J'or. O love, «le8patch all business, and l>e 
gone. 

/lass, hlince I have your gocsl leave to go 
away, 

T wdll makt' haste ; but till I conic again. 

No bed shall e’er Ixi guilty of my stay. 

Nor rest be interposer ’twixt us twain. 


Scene III. — Venice. A Street. 


! /i'nter Shylock, Sat.arino, Antonio, a>ul 
j ( iaoUir. 

! Sluj. Gaoler, look to him : tell not me of 


! mercy. — 

I * 

; This is the fool that lent out money' gratis. — 
I Gaoler, look to him. 

' Ant. Hear me yet, goo<l Shydock. 

j Sinj. I ’ll have my bond ; .speak not against 

' my bond. 

! I have sworn an oath that I W'ill liai e my 
! bt)ud. 

' Thou eall’dst nm dog biToi'e thou hadst a 
j cause. 


But, since I am a dog, beware my fangs. 

The duke shall grant mo justice. — 1 do wonder. 
Thou naughty giioler, that thou are so fond 
I'o come abroad with him at his request. lo 
Ant. I pray thee, hear me speak. 

Shij. I’ll have my bond ; 1 will not hear 


thee sp<*ak : 

I ’ll have my bond, and therefoi’C speak no 


more. 

I ’ll not be made a soft and dull-ey’d fool. 

To shake the head, relmit, and .sigh, and yield 
To Christian inteix-essors. Follow n<»fc; 

I ’ll have no .speaking : J will have my boml. 
, . [Kxit. 

Salar. It is the most inqjonetrable cur, 
That over kept with men. 

Ant. Let him alone : 

I ’ll follow him no moi*e with bootless prayens. 
He seeks my life ; his reason well I know. 21 
1 oft deliver’d from liLs forfeitures 


Since you are dear Ijought, I Avill love ymti 
dear. — 

B>it let me h(!ar the Ictk-r of your friend. 

JirntK [A'md.t.] “ Sweet Bassanio, my .ships 
have all miscarried, my creditm-s grow cniel, 
my estate is vejy low, my bond to the J<^w is 
forfeit ; and since, in paying it, it i.s im|)os,sible 
J should live, all debts are clcare<l Indween 
you and I, if I might but see you at my 
death. Notwithstsuiding, u.se your jdeasure : ' 


I Many that have at times made moan to mo ; 
i Therefore he hates me. 

Solar. * 1 am sure, the duke 

Will nev'er grant this forfeiture to hold. 

Ant. The duke cannot deny the cotirse of 
law' ; 

For the commodity that strangers have 
With us in Vejiice, if it be denied, 

Will much impeach the justice of the state j 
Since that the tr.ide and profit of the city so 
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Consisteth of all nationfs. Therefore, go : 
These gi*iefs aiul losses have so batetl me, 
'Jliat I shall hardly spare a pound of flesh 
To-morrow to my bloo<ly creditor. - -- 
Well, gaoler, on.— Pray Oodi Ba.ssanio come 
To see i«e pay liis debt, and then 1 care not ! 

SJUxJiAut. 

.Scene IV.- — Belmont. A Room in PoiiTfA’s 
Ilor 

\- 

Eater Pf/hTiA, Nkrissa, Lorenzo, 4k.ssica, 
titul Balthazar. 

TjOV. Madam, although I sjx'ak it in your 
presence, 

You have a noble ^nd a true conceit 
Of god-like amity ; which apjxans most 
strongly 

In bearing tlius the absence of your lord. 

But, if you knew to whom you show this 
honour. 

How true a gentleman you semi relief. 

How dear a lover of my lonl, your hu.sban<l, 1 
1 knpw, y'ou would be j>rouder of tlu; work, 

* Than customary bounty can enforce you. 

Por. I never did repent for <l<)ing good, m 
Nor .shall not now : for in companions 
That do convense and waste (he time togc^ther. 
Whoso souls <Io bear an equal yoke of love. 
There must be n(*eds a like proportion 
Of lineaments, of mann<;r.s, and of spirit ; 
Which makes mo think, that this Antonio, 
Being the bosom lover of any loi’d, 

Must needs bo like any loi-d. If it be .so, 
How little is the cost I liavo bestow’al, 

In purchasing the semblance of nay soul 
Froan out the stab* of hellish cruelty ! 

This ejunea too near the praising of myself ; 
'riiorcfore, no more of it: here other thiaigs. — 
Lorenzo, I commit into yoair hamls 
The husbandry and manage of my house, 
Until m}^ lord’s return : for mim; own part, 

I have towanl heaven breath’d a .secret vow 
To live in j)rayer and contemplation. 

Only attended by Norissa here. 

Until her husband and my lord’s return. »' 
There is a monastery two miles off. 

And there we will abide. I do desin* you 
Not to <leny this imposition. 

The which my love, and .some*necessi(y. 

Now lays uixm you. 

Lor, Madam, with all ’my heart : 

I shall obey you in all fair commaiids. 

Par. My ]teople do already know my mind. 
And will acknowledge? you g,nd .fessicji 
In jdaco of Lord Bassanio and myself. 

So fai-e you well, till we shall meet again. 


Lor. Fair thoughts, and h!ip[iy hours, 
attend on you ! 

Jcis. I wish your ladyship all heart’s con- 
tent. 

Par. 1 thank you for your Avish, and am 
Avell jdcas’d 

To wi.sh it back on you : fare you well, 
Jes.siea. — 

• '[K.r.cniit Jessica and Lorenzo. 
Now, Balthazar, 

As I have ever found the<? hom‘st-true, 

So let mo find thee still. 'fiik*' this .same 
k;ttf*r, 

• Ami use tlion all the endeavour of a juan 
In s])Oed to Padua : .see thou r<’mli‘r this 
lirto iny cousin’s hand, xloctor I»<dlarit»»; 

And, look, what notes and garim*iit.s htf dotli 
give thee, 

P>ring them, 1 pray tlu'e, with imagin’il speed 
T'nto th(?#tra ject, to the common ferry 
Which trades to Venic<*. Wast*? no time in 
wcu’ds, 

But got thX? gom? : I shall he thei-e before 
thee. 

B(iJ. Madam, I go with all convenient 
.speed. [K.rif. 

1*07'. Come on, Nerissa : I have work in 
hand, 

That 3 ’ou yet know not of. Wc Jl s(‘e our 
liushamls, 

Before they think of us. 

Acr. Shall th<‘V se(‘ us? 

J\>7'. They .shall, Nerissa ; hut in such a 
habit. O' 

That they shall think w'c are accomj'lished 
With that we lack. I ’ll Imld thci* any Avagei-, 
When wc are both accoutred like young men^ 
I’ll prove the prettier fellow of tin* two ; 

And w<‘ar my daggc'r with the lira\cr grace ; 
.'\n<l speak between the chang<‘ of nian and boy. 
Witli a reed voice ; and turn two mincing steps 
Into a manly stride ; and .sjanik of frays, 

Like a tine bragging youth ; and tell quaint 
lies, 

How hononraldo hnlies sought my love, 70 
Which 1 denying, they fell sick and died ; 

J could not do withal then I ’ll repent. 

And wish, for all that, that I had not kill’d 
them. 

And twenty of thc'sc puny lies I ’ll tell, 

That men shall swear, 1 have discontinued 
school 

Above a twelvemonth. 1 have within my 
mind 

A thousand raw tricks of these bragi'ing 
•Tacks, 

Which I Avill practise, 

Ner. Whv, shall we turn to men 1 

V ^ 
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Por. Fio, wliat a question’s that. 

If thou wert near a lewd interpreter ! »" 

But come : I H tell thee all my whole device 
When 1 am in my cmioh, which stay.s for us 
At the park gate ; and thereft)ro liaste away, 
For we must measure twenty miles to-ilay. 

ScKNE V. — Tlie Same. A (ravden. 

Enter La.cncelot luid Jessica. 

Lnnn. Yes, truly ; for, look you, the siu,s 
of the father are to be laid upon the ehildi'ou ; 
therefore, I ju’omise you, I fear you. .1 was 
ill ways plain with you, and so now I .s]K!ak 
my agitation of tlie ihatt(‘r : tlmrefore, be of 
good •cheer ; for, truly, I think, you are 
damned. Thoi'e is but one hope in it that 
can do you any good, .and tluit i.s but a kind 
of bastard hope neitlier. 

Jes. And what hope is that, I pr.ay thee? 

Lanu. M.arry, you may partly hope tliat 
your father got you not, that yoA are not the 
Jew’s dauglitt*r. n 

Jes. That were .i kind of bastard hope, iti- 
loed : so the .sins of my mother should be 
visited upon me. 

Ijuun. Truly thou 1 fear you arc damnc<l 
both by father and mother : thus when 1 .shun 
Scylla, your father, I fall into Charybdis, your 
mother. Well, you are gone both w.ay.s. 

Jes. I shall be saved by my luisbaiul ; he 
liath inaile me a Christian. n* 

Lanu. Trulv, the more to blame he : v.'e 
were Christians enow before ; e’en as many as 
could well live one by another. This rn.aking 
of (.'hristitins will raise the ])rice of hogs : if 
we grow all to be pork -eaters, we shall not 
.shortly have a raslnu* on the co.als for money. 

Jes. I ’ll ttdl my husband, Launcelot, what 
you say : here lie come.s. 

Enter Lorenzo. 

Lor. I shall grow jealous of you shortly, 
Launcelot, if you thus get my wife into 
eornei-s. w 

Jes. Nay, you need not fear us, Lormizo : 
Launcelot and 1 are out. He tells me flatly, 
there is no mercy for me in heaven, because 1 
am a Jew’s ihaughter : and he .says, you are no 
good nuunber of the commonwealth, for, in 
converting Jews to Christians, you raise the 
price of pork. 

Lor. I shall answiu* that bett(.*r to the com- 
monwealth, than you can the getting up of tlie 
negro’s belly : the Moor is with child by you, 
Launcelot. 

Laun. It is much, that the Moor should 


lie 'hioi'c than reason ; but if she be less than 
an honest woman, she is, imleed, moro than I 
took her for. « 

Lor. How every fool can play upon the 
word ! I think, the best grace of wit M’ill 
shortly tarn into silence, and discourse grow 
covimeudable iu none oidy but parrots. — Go 
in, sirnih ; bid them jn-epare for dinner. 

Laun. That is done, sir ; they have , all 
stomachs. 

Lor. G<x»dly Lord, what a wit-suappor arc 
you ! *11011 bill them prepare dinner. 

LanUi That is done too, sir ; only, cover is 
the word. so 

Lor. Will you cover then, sir ? 

Laun. Not so, .sir, neither; 1 know my duty. 
IjOt. Yet more quarrelling with occasion ? 
Wilt thou .sliow the whold wealth of thy wit 
in an instant ? I pray thee, unih'rstand a plain 
man in his plain meaning : go to thy ff ’iow.s, 
bid them cover the table, .serve iu the meat, 
and we will come in to dinner. 

Laan. For the table, sir, it shall be served 
h in ; for the moat, sir, it shall be covered ; for 
your coming iu to dinner, sir, why, let it 1 k{ius 
j humours ami conceits shall govern. {F.cit. 

Lor. O dear discretion, how his woirls ai*e. 

I suited ! 

The fool hath planted in hi.s memory 
An army of good words ; and I <lo know 
A many fools, that .stand in better place, 
t laruish’d like liirn, that for a trick.sy woiii 
Defy the matter. How cheer’st tliou, Jessica? 
And now, good sweet, say thy opinion : 

I How dost tliou like the Lord Ba.ssanio’s wife? 
Jes. Pa.st all expressing. It is very meet, 
The Lord Bassanio liv’-e an upright life, n 
For, having such a bhissiug in liis lady, 

-He finds the joys of heaven hei’o on earth ; 
And, if on eartli he do not mean it, tllbn 
I In reason he should never come to heaven. 
Why, if two gods should play some heavenly 
match. 

And on the wager lay two earthly women, 
And Portia one, there must be something else 
Pawn’d with the other, for the poor rude world 
Hath not her fellow. 

Tjor. Even such a husband •w 

Hast tliou of me, as .she is for a wife. 

Jes. Nay. but ask my opinion too of that. 
LjOT. I will Anon ; fii*8t, let us go to dinner. 
Jes. Nay, let me praise you, while I have 
a stomach. 

Lor. No, jiraythee, let it serve for table-talk ; 
Then howsoe’er thou sjieak’st, ’mong other 
thinjTs 

I shall digest it. 

Jes. Well, I’ll set you forth. [Exeumi. 
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A C T 

Scene I. — Venic«‘. A Court <)f Justice.* 

Elder the Duke ; the Maijni/u'oee ; A.ntonio, 
Bassanio, Guatiano, Salarino, SOLANIO, 
and others. 

liuJce. What, is Antonio here? 

Ant. Ready, so ])iease your grace. 

Dtdcc. I am sorry for <^heo : thou ai‘t come 
to answer \* 

A stony advor.sary, an iuliumau wrct-<ih, 
Uncapable of pity, vokl and empty 
.Fi’om any drain of me rcy. 

ArU. I heard, 

Your grace liath ta’en gre.at pains to (jualify 
His n’gorous course*; but since lie staiuls ol)- 
durate, 

And that no lawful means can carry me 
Out of his envy’s rcaf;h, 1 do oppose 
My jiatience to his fm-y, and am arm’d 
To sufler witli a quietness of spirit. 

The very tyranny and rage of his. 

Dvkfi. Go one, and i;all the J(!W into the 
. court. 

tSufor. He ’s ready at the door. Ho eomc.s, 
mv lord. 

Enter iHuyuxuc. 

Dn,ke. IMake mom. and let liim stand be- 
fore our face. 

Shylock, the wox'ld thinks, and T think so too, 
That thou but lead’st this fasliiou of thy malice 
'lo the last hour of act ; and then, ’t is 
thought, 

Thou ’It show thy mercy and remorse more 
strange, 

Than is thy sti*ange apparent cruelty* ; 

And wfiere thou now oxact'st the, jwmalty. 
Which is a pound of this jxjor merchant's tiesh. 
Thou wilt not only loose the forfidtun*, 

But touch’d with human gentleness and love. 
Forgive a moiety of the pi-incipal ; 

Glancing an eye of pity on his losse.s, 

That have of late so huddled on his back, 

Enow to press a myal memhant down. 

And pluck commiseration of his state .•>•) 
Prom bi'assy bosoms, and rough ln*art.s of Hint, 
From stubborn Turks and Tartars, never 
train’d • 

To offices of tender courtesy*. 

We all ex])ect a gentle answer, Jew. 

Shy. I have possess’d your grace of what I 
purpose ; 

And by our holy Sabbath have I sworn, 

To have the due and forfeit ot my bond : 

If you deny it, let the dangel* light 


XV. 

IJjion your charbir, and your city*’s frfsedom. 
You ’ll ask me, why I luther choose to have «• 
A weight of <-arrioii llc-sli, than to receive 
Three thousand ducats? I ’ll not answer that: 

■ Hut, say, it is my luiniour : is it answer’d ? 
What if rgy* house bo troubh'd with a rat, 
And 1 l>e •pleased to give ten thousand ducats 
’I’o have it baned ? What, are you answer’d 

I 

Some men there are love not a gajting pi; 
Some, there are mad if th<?v behold a oat ; 
And other-s, when the Ixagpipe sixjgs i’ the nose, 
CaiMiot contain their urijie : for ail’eeti(gi, 
Master of jjassion, sways it to tlu? niood^ 

Of what it likes, or loathes. Now, for your 
answer. 

As tlu're i^ no firm reason to be render'd, 
Why 1 le cannot abide a gaping j)ig ; 

W'Jiy he, a harmless necessary cat ; 

Why h(*. a \VJoIlen bag])ipe ; but of force 
jfMiist y ield to .such inevitable shame, 

As to olfeiul himself, Ix'ing oJfended ; 

So can T give no reason, nor I will not. 

More than a lodg'd hate, and a certain loath- 
ing, 

T Ikmii' Antonio, that I fidlow thus 
A losing .suit against liini. Ax*e vou an- 

O O V 

swer’d i 

Hass. Tins is no answci-, tliou unfeeling 
man, 

'I'o excuse the current of thy ci-mdty. 

Shy. i am not bound to 2 >iea.se thee with 
juy ansv t*r. 

/hfss. Do all meji kill the things they do 
not love I 

Shy. Hates any man the thing In? would 
not kill? 

/iV/sfr'. Fvery o/T'ence is not :i. hate at til's!. 
Shy. Wiiat I wouhlst thou have a sOi]»cnt 
sting thee twice ? 

Anf. 1 }>ray' you, think you question with 
the Jew. Tit 

You may as well go stand njion the beach. 
And bid the main flood bate his usual lieight ; 
You Tuay as well usi^ question with the wolf. 
Why h<‘ liath made the ewe bleat for the lamb ; 

I You may* as well forbid the moiuitaiu pines 
j To wag theii' high tops, and to make no noise, 

I Wluui they* are fretted with the gusts of 
heaven ; 

Vou may* as well do anything most h:U’d, 

As .seek to soften that (than which what ’s 
harder ?) 

His Jewish heart. — Tlierefore, I do beseech 
you, 
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Make no nioiv <>fl<‘rs, use no furtlier means ; 
Rut witli all lu'icf and pluiii convenieiK^y, 

Lot me have judgment, and the Jew his will. 
Jidxn. For tiiy tlut!e thousand ducats h«*«5 

IS SJX. 

sill/. If <*vory «lucat in six thousand ducats 
AVei-(* in six parts, and every jwirt a <lucat, 

1 wouhl not draw thetn,---! would have my 
hond. 

Duke. How .shalt thou hojx' for mercy, 
reiideritig none i 

Shy. What judgment shall 1 dread, doing 
no wrong ! 

Vou have among you many a purcha.sM slave, 
AVhich, like your asses, and your <logs, and 
*• mules, I i'l 

You,use in ahject and iii slavish jKU'ts, 
Because you hought tlaun ; ■ -shall I say to you. 
Let them he free ; many tlnau t^) your heirs ? 
Why sweat they uinler burdens! let their IhmIs 
made as soft as yours, and let their })alates 
Be season’d with such viands! You null 
{insw<*r : • 

The .slavi's an* ours. — So <lo I answer you : i 
The ])o<ind of flesh, which 1 domaml of him. 

Is «learly bought, ’t is mine, and I will have it. 
If you deny me, lie upon your law ! in 

Then; is no forei* in tlm ilecrees tif Venice. 

I stand for judgment; answer ; shall 1 luiveit f ] 
Duke. Fpon luy [lower 1 may di.sniiss this 
<M)tn't, 

Fnless Rellario, a learned doctor. 

Whom 1 have sent for to determine (his. 

Come lu're to day. 

SnJar. .My loi’d, here stays without 

A nu'ssenger with h-tteis from tlu^ doidor, 

New come from Padua. 

Duke. Rnng us the letters : call the. mes 
senger. j 

Jhinn. (Jood cheer, Antonio ! What, man, j 
courage yet 

The Jew shall have my tlesh, blood, bones, 
and all, 

Kre thou shalt lose for me one <lro]» of 
blood 

.[iif. I am a tainted wether of the Hock, 
Meetest for (hvith ; the weakest kind of fruit 
Drops eailiest t<i the grouml, and so let me. 

You cannot better be (•mploy’d, J)a.s.sanio, 

Than to live still, ami write mitie epitaph. 

Enter Neuissa, itrenaett like, n hurycr'.'t clerk. 

Dttke. (^ame you from P;;,dua., from Bel- 
lario! im 

Xer. From both, my lord. Rellario greets 
your grace. [ PrrHeuU n letter. 

DfifiS. Wiiy dost thou whet thy knife so 
earnestly ? 


Shy, To cut the forfeiture from that bank- 
rupt there. 

Ora. Not on thy sole, but on thy. soul, 
hai-sh Jew, 

Thou mak’st th/ knife keen ; but no metal can. 
No, nut the hangman’s axe, bejir Inilf the 
e keenness 

Of thy shai'p envy, f^an no prayers pierce 
thee ? 

Shy. No, none that thou hast wit enough 
to make. 

O'rH, (), b<' thou damn’d, inoxonibhj dog, 
And for thy life hd. jtistice be accus’d ! 

Thou almost mak’st me waver in my faith, iso 
'I’o hold opinion with Pythagoras, 

'Phat .soids of fiuimals uifusii themselves 
Into the trunks of men : tliy currish spirit 
Ooveru’d a wolf, who, hang’d for human 
slaughter. 

I Even fi'om the gallows did liis f(;ll soi ’ fleet, 
i And whilst thou lay’st in thy uuhallow’d dam, 
j Ijit’us’d itself in thei* ; for tliy desires 
Are wolfish, bloody, starv’d, and ravenous. 

Shy. Till tbou canst rail the, .seal from otP 
iny bond. 

Thou but oft’eud’st thy lungs to sjieak so Jond'. 

! Repair thy wit, good youtli, or it will fall m 
To cureless ruin.- -I stand lua-e feu- Jaw. 

Duke. Tliis letb r from Jkdlario doth com- 
mend 

young and learned doctor to our court. — 
Where is he:! 

Xer. Tie attemletli here In-ml by, 

T<» know your answer, whether you ’ll admit 
him. 

Dnke. With all my h< •art : — some three’or 
four of yon, 

Do give liim courteous t;onduet to this place, 
^leuntime, tin; court shall hear Bcllario’s 
letter. u;» 

Clerk. [Jieada.^ “Yonrgi’ace shall nnder- 
.staud, that, at the receipt of >o\ir letter, I am 
very sick ; but in the instant that your ines- 
.senger came, in loving visitation wa.s with me 
a. young doctor of Rome ; }ii.s name is Bal- 
tha/.a)‘. I ae(]uaint,ed liim with the cause in 
controversy between the Jew and Antemio, 
the merehnut : we turned o’er many books 
togethf )- : lie is fnrnish’il with my opinion ; 
wJiich, better’d with his own learning, the 
gnuitne.ss wht'reof I cannot enough coiunu*nd, 
comes with him, at my ini[)ortunity, to fill up 
your gracffs r('f]ue.st in my stead, 1 beseech 
you, let his hack of yeiu’s be no impediment to. 
let him lack a revereml estimation, fori never 
knew so young a bexly with so old a head. I 
leave him to yciur gracious acceptance, whose 
trial .shall better' jmblish his commendation,” 
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Duke. Voii htiar tlie learu’<l Bellario, wlmi 
lie writes : * 

And here, I take it, is the doctor coine. — 

Mufer POKTIA, flressmi like a doctor of law^. 

<jrive me yoiir hand. Oami^ you Irom oUl 
liellaiio ? 

Pot. I did, my lord. « 

Duke. You are welcome : take your 

, place. 

Are you acquainted with the dillerence iro 
That holds this jiresentuuestion in the court 'i 
Par. 1 am informed thoroughly the 

cause.- 

Which is the merchant here, and which the 
Jew 1 

Duke. Antonio and ohl Shylock. hoih stand 
forth. 

J’or. Is your naiile Shylock ? 
ahy. Shylock is my name. 

J*Oi\ Of a strange nature is the suit yoit 
follov." ; 

Yet in such rule, that the Venetian law 
Cannot impugn you, as you do juoeeed. -- 
[To Antonio.] You stand ^^'ithiu his danger, 
do yon not. i 
• Aii't. Ay, so ho says. 

Por. i)o you confess the hond ? ;«i 

Anf. 1 «lo. 


Shy. My deeds upon my head ! I crave 
the law, 

The penalty and foi'feit of my bond. 

Por. Is he not able to discharge tlie money ? 
Bass. Yes, hen,* 1 tender it for him in the 
court ; 

Yea, twice the sum : if that will not sullic.-, 

1 will he bound to }<ay it ten times o’<jr, *’i<> 
(.)n forfeit of my hamls, my head, my heart. 

If this wiy not sutHc«‘, it must apjiear 
Tliat malice bears down trutli. And I bt- 
seeeh you, 

Wiest once the law t<.) your authoj ity • 

IV) do a great right, do a little wrong. 

And curb this cruel d*wil of his will. 

l‘or. It must not be. Tlu'i’cis iio jif.wci" in 
• Vciuice , ^ 

Can altera decree estaVdished : 

’T will be recorded for a precedent, * 

And many an error, by the same example, 
Will rusJi into the state. It cannot be. 

Shy. A’Daniel come to jndgnicnt ! 

Daniel ! — 

O wi.se youi^ judge, how I do honour tlicc ! 
J*or. I pray you, let me look upon the bond. 
Shy. Here 't i.s, most reverend doctor ; hen* 
it is. 

Por. 81iylock, there ’s thrice thy money 
offer’d thee. 


Por. Then must the .Jew be merciful. 

Sity. On what eoinpulsiou must I ? tell me 
tliat. 

Por. The quality .of mercy is not .sti-jiin’<l. 
It droppeth as tlu; gentle rain from heaven 
XJ])on tlie place beneath ; it is twice blessed 
It blesseth liim that gives, iind him thattiike.s. 
’Tis mightiest in th(! mightiest, it becomes 
The thrjjiied monarch better than his crown : 
His sceptre shows tins force of tcm]>oriil power. 
The attribute to awe and majesty, i!** 

Wherefti doth sit tin; <lr<*ud and fesir of kings : 
But mercy is above this seeptr<*d sway, 

It is enthroned in the heai'ts of kings, 

It is an attribute to God hiniHelf, 

And earthly j»ow<!r doth then .show like.st 
Gotl’s, 

When mercy .sea.sons justice. 'I'herefon*, .Jew. 
Though justice be thy plea, i^ousider this, — 
That in the course of justice non*) of us 
Sliould see salvation : we do jiray for mt'rcy. 
And that same ])ra,yei* doth teach ns all to 
render • »«. 

The deeds of mercy. I have spoken thus much. 
To mitigate the justice of thy plea. 

Which if thou follow, tliis strict court of 
Venice 

Must needs give sentence ’gainst the mcj chant 
there. 


Shy. An oath, an oath, I have an oath ni 
I heaven. 

i 8ha.ll I lay pcrjui*y upon mv soul 1 
j No, not for Vcnii.*e. 

I'or. WJi}', this boial i.s forh'it. 

And lawfully Ity this the Jew may i-Jaim 
j A pound of llesli, to he by him cut off 
i Neare.st the m< reliant s heart.— -Be merciful ; 
j Take thrice thy mom'v : hid 'uc tear the 

! hond. 

I Shy. When it is paid according to the 

; tenour. - 

I It tloth appear you are a worthy juflge 
Y^on know the law, your exposition 
Hath been mo.st soiuul ; J charge you by the 
law 

Whereof you are a well-deserving jiillar. 
Proceed to judgment. .By my soul 1 swear, 
'J’here is no power in the btngue of man 
'fo alt(!r me. I stay here on my bond. 

Ant. Most h('artily 1 do beseech the coiii t 
'I'o give the judgment. 

Por. Why then, thus it is 

Von uiu.st prepare your bosom foy his knife. 
Shy. O noble judge ! (> excellent young 

man ‘ 

Por, For the intent and purpose of the I- 
Hath full I'clation to the jieiialty, 

Which here ajipearcth <lue upon the bond. 
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Act IV. 


TIIK MERCHANT OF VENICE, 


fckjEXE I. 


S/ty. ’T is very tnu*. O wise and upright 
judge ! 

How much more elder art thou than tliy 
look.s ! a>« 

/*OK Therefore, lay bare your bosooi. 
jSViy. Ay, his breast ; 

So says the bond ; — doth it not, noble judge 1 — 
Neaix^st his heai*t : those are the very words, 
/‘or. It is ,so. Are there balance here to 
weigh 
The flesh I 

' »>'//>/. I have them ready. 

J*or. Hava; by .some surgeon, Sh> Iock, on 
your eharg<‘. 

To stop his woumis, le.st lu’ do bleed to death. 
#S7i-i/. Is it so nominated in tin’ l>ond ? 

Poj; ft is not .so. ex[)ress’d ; but what of 
that I 

’T were jjood von do so mnch for ch.aritv'. 

/S7i;//. I eaimot find it : ’t is not in the boxnl. 
Por. Vou, merehant, have you qjiy thing to 
say ? 

Juf. ihit little : I am arm’d, and well pre- 
parM. — 

(live me your hand, Bassanio : fare you w(*ll. 1 
Gj’ieve not that I am fallen to this for yon ; 
For hercun Fortune shows hei’self morci kind 
Than Is her custom : it is still her use. 

To let the wrotclnsd man outlive his w<*alth, 

'fo view with hollow eye, and wrinkled brow. 
All age of poverty ; from which lingei’ing 
penance iffi 

Of such iuis(.’ry doth she eut me off. 

Commend me to your liononnible wife ; 

'Pell her the process of Antonio’s end ; 

8ay how I lov’d you, .speak me fair in death ; 
And, when the tale is told, bid her be judge, 
Whether Bas-saaio had not once a love. 

Reiient not you that you .shall If».se your friend, 
And he repents not that he pays your debt ; 
For, if the Jew do cut but deep enough, »• 

1 ’ll pay it instixntly with all my lu^art. 

Antonio, 1 am married to a wife, 
Which is as dear to me as life itself; 

But life itself, my wife, and all tin? world, 

Are not w ith me esteem’d above tliy lif<* : 

1 would lo.se all, ay, sacrific(.‘ them all, 

Here to this devil, to deliver yoit 

Po7’. Vour wife would give you little thanks 
for that. 

If .she were by io lujar you make the offer, 

6Vrt. I ha\<’ a w'ife, w'hom, I protest, I 
lov<i ; 2«o 

T would she werti in heaven, .so she could 
Entreat .some [)ow4’r to (;hfiuge this currish 
Jew'. 

’T is w'ell you otf(;r it behind luT back; 
The wish wouhl make else an iimpiiet hou.se. 


,*>'// 1 /. These lie the Christian husbands ! I 
hav e a daughter ; 

'Would any of the stock of Bai'rabas 
Had been her husbuml, rather tlian a 
Ohri.stian ! 

We trifle time ;vl pray thee, pursue sentence. 
Por. A pound of that same merchant’s 
• flesh is thine : 

The court awards it, and the law doth give it. 
>S7<y. Mo.st rightful judge ! ■ .toi 

Por. And you must cut this flesh from off 
his breast ; 

The h»w allows it, and the court awards it. 
AViy. ' Most learned judge ! — -A sentence ! 
(.!ome, prejtare ! 

Por. Tariy a little ; there is something 
else. — 

This boml doth give thee here no jot of blooil ; 
The words e.vprc.ssly are, a pound of flesh : 
Take then thy bond, take thou thy |)Ouud of 

tlcsii 

But, ill th(‘ cutting it, if thou <lost shed 
One drop of Christian blood, thy lauds and 

goods 3J0 

Are, by the laws of Venice, eontlscate 
Unto tin? state of Venice. 

t/'w. O upright Judge !- -Mark, Jew:* — O' 
learned judge ! 

S/i//. Is tliat the law ? 

Par. T])y.Helf shalt see the act ; 

F’or, as thou urgest justict.*, be ji.saur’d, 

Thou shalt have jusliec*, more tlian tijou 
desirest. 

0'r<e. O learned judge ! — Mark, Jew ; — a 
learned judge I ' 

Shy. L take this otFer then: pay the bond 
thrice, 

And let the Christian go. 

Bms. Here is the money. 

Por. Soft ! .'»» 

The Jew .shall li.avc all justice; — soft! — no 
haste : — 

He .shall have nothing but the penalty. 

(irn. O J<‘w I an upright Judge, a learned 
judge ! 

Por. Therefore, prepare thee to cut off the 
flesh. 

Shed thou no blood ; nor eut thou le.ss, nor 
more, 

But just a pound of fle.sh : if thou tak’st more, 
Or less, than a ju.st pound,— -be itVjutso much 
As makes it li^’bt, or heavy, in the substance, 
Or the division of the tw'entieth part 
Of one poor scrujile, nay, if the scale do turn 
But in the estimation of a hair, 3#i 

Thou diest, .and all thy goods are confiscate. 

(Jra. A .se(,‘ond Daniel, a Daniel, Jew ! 

Now, infidel, J have thta* on the hip. 
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iPortia. Nay, if the scale do turn 

But in the estimation of a hair. 

Thou dicst. and all thy goods are confiscate. 

“Merchant of Venice/' Act IV Scene /. 
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Act IV. 


THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. 


Scene I. 


Pot. Why <loth the Jew jMiiiae { take thy 
forfeiture. 

Shy. Give me my principal, and let me go. 
Bti88. I have it ready for thee ; here it is. 
For. He hath refus’d it iivthe open court : 
He shall have merely justice, and his l>ond. 
Ora. ‘A Daniel, .still say I ; a sectju<l 
Daniel ! — •'«" 

I thank thee, Jew, for teaching mo that 
* word. 

* Shy. Shall [ not have barely my principal % 
For. Thou shalt havt iiothing but tlu; for- 
feiture. 

To be so taken at thy peril, Jew. 

Shy. Why, then the devil givt^ him gootl of 
it ! 

I ’ll stay no lt)ngr‘r fpie.stion. 

For. • J’iii'i'yj Jew: 

The law hath yet another hold on you. 

Jt is enacted in the law.s of Venice, 

If it Ik 5 prov’d against an .alien. 

That, by dii’cct or- indirect attempts, :»» 

He seek the life of any citizen. 

The party, ’gainst the which he doth contrive. 
Shall seize tme Iialf bis goods : the. other 
, half 

Conies to the i)ri\'y coder of the .state ; 

And the ofl'eud<‘r’s lift^ lies in the mercy 
Of the <luke only, ’gainst .all other voice. 

In which predicament, J .say, thou stand’st ; 
For it appeal’s by manifest proceeding. 

That, indirectly, and tlirectly too. 

Thou ha.st conti’iv’d against the very life »» i 
Of the defendant, an<l thou hast incun-’d 
The danger formerly by me rehears’d. 

Down, therefore, and beg mercy of the duke, i 
Ora: Beg, that thou may'st have leavt^ to I 
fiang thyself ; ! 

And yet, thy we.’dth being forfeit to the .state*, I 
Tliou hast not left tlu* value of a cord ; j 

Therefore, thou must bo bang’d at the state’s | 
charge. ; 

Duke, That thou shalt see the diflerence of ■ 
our spirit, 

1 pardon thee thy life before thou ask it. 

For half thy wealth, it is Antonio’s : s’o | 

Tlie other half comes to the general state, I 

Which humblene.ss may drive unto a tini.*. \ 

For. Ay, for the state; not foi’ Antonio. | 
Shy. Nay, take my life and all ; jiardou ^ 
not that: • 

You take my house, when you do take the | 
prop " j 

Tliat doth sustain my house ; you take* my 
life, I 

When you <lo take the means whereby [ live. ' 
For. What, mercy can you render liiiu, 
Antonio t . 


(>ra. A halter gratis; nothing else, for 
Coil’s sake ! 

Aiit. !So please my lord the duke, and all 
the crourt, 

To quit the lino for half of his goods 
f am oontoiit, so h(‘ will let me have 
The other half in use, to render it, 

Upon his deatli, unto ih (5 gentleman 
TliJift lately stole his daughter ; 

Two thii^gs provided more, — tlint, for this 
fa\'oiii*, 

Ho presently become a Christian ; 

The otlier, tliat he do n'cord a gift, 

Here in the court, of all he dies possessed, 
Unto his son Lorenzo, and his daughter. .to 
Qiikp. lie shall do this, or else 1 do rt^eaiit 
The pardon, that 1 late pronounced here. 
l\)t\ Art thou contented, Jew ? wlial <lost 
thou say # 

Shf/. I am content. 

Par, * Clerk, di*aw a deed of gift 
Shtf, 1 pray you, give me leave to go from 
henc^. 

I am not wofl. Send tlie deed after mo. 

And 1 will sign it. 

Duke. Get tlu^e gone, hut do it. 

(h'u. In cliristeiiing thou shalt have two 
godfathers ; 

Had f lK?en judge, Ihou shouldst have had ten 
more, 

To bringithee to tln^ gallows, not the font. 4 »>v 

[A’.riV Shylock. 
Duk'p, Sir, I entieat you liome with me to 
dinner. 

Por, 1 humbly <lo desire your gi’ace of 
pardon : 

1 must away this niglit toward Padua, 

And it is meid J presently set forth. 

Duke. I am sorry, that your leisure serves 
you not. 

Antonio, giatity tliis gentleman, 

For, in niy miml, you arc* much bound to 
him. 

\^P.ceuuif Dukk, Mufjttlfiroes., and Train. 
Dtrss, Most wortliy genthuiian, 1 and my 
friend 

Have by your wisdom been this day acquitted 
Of grievous {wuialtic^s ; in lieu whereof, 

Three thousand ducats, due unto the Jew, 

We freely cope your courteous pains withfd. 

Ant. And stand indebted, over and abovi*, 
Fn love and service to you (wermortx 

Por. He is well ])aid, that is well satisticMl ; 
And I, delivering you, am satisfied. 

And therein do account myself well paid : 

My mind was never yet more mercenaiy. 

I pray you, know me, when we meet agiun : 

J wisli you well, ami so I take niy leave. 


27 



Act V. 


THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. 


Ii(i8a. Dear sir, of force 1 umst attein]>t you 
fiirthcr : 

Take some ix*nieinl>rance of us, jw a tribute*, 

Not as a fee. Cinint me two tilings, I juuy 
you; 

Not to deny !.ie, ami to jiardoii me. 

l*or. You press me far, »uid therefore I will 
yield. 

Give mo your gloves, 1 ’ll wear them lor your 
sake; ; 

Ami, for your love, T ’ll take this ring from 
you. — 

Do not draw back your hand ; 1 ’ll take no 
more ; 

And you in love sh.all not deny me this. 

Bosh. This I'ing, good sir I — alas, it u 
trifle ; is" 

I wiH not shame myself to give you this. 

Por. I will have nothing else but only 
this ; 

And now. methinks, I have a minU to it. 

Bans. There's m(»re depends on 'this than 
on the value. , 

The dearest ring in Venice will* I give you, 

And tind it out by jintchimation ; 

Only for this, T jiray you, jiardon me. 
l^or. I see, sir, you arc liberal in offers. 

You taught me first t<j beg, and now% lue- 
thinks. 

You teach rne how a beggar should l>o 
answer'd. «<> 

Bass. Gootl sir, this ring was given me by 
my wife; 

And, when .she put it on, she imule me vow, j 

'That I should neither sell, rxor give, nor lose j 
it. i 

Por. That ’scuse serves many men to save | 
their gifts. 

An if your wife be not a mad-woinan. 

And know how well 1 have deserv’d this 
ring. 

She would not hold out enemy for ever, 

For giving it to me. W(d], )K;:u;e lie with you. 

Toktja and Nerissa. 

A lit. My lord Dassaiiio, hit him have the 
ring; 

Let his deseiA’ings, and my love withal, 4m 


SCESB I. 

Ik valued ’gainst your wife’s commandment. 
Bass. Go, Gratiano; I'un and overtake 
him ; 

('live him the I'ing, and bring him, if thou 
caust, 

Unto Antonio’s liouse. — Away 1 make haste 

Gratiano. 

Como, you and 1 will thither presently. 

And in the morning early will we both 
Fly towaivl IJelmont. Come, Antonio. 

\Exeuni. 

Sci:XE If. — The Same. A Street 

Enter Poktia awl Nerissa. 

Por. Inquire tlie Jew-’s house out, give him 
this detnl. 

And let him sign it. We’ll away to-night^ 
And lie a day belbve our huslmnds home. 

'rhi.s t'ced wi_’ lai well weicome to Lorenzo. 

EHte.r Gratiano. 

(!ra. Fair sir, you are well o’erta’tm. 
iMy lord Bas-sanio, upon more ailvice, 

Hath sent you here tliis ring, and doth «m- 
treat 

Your compuny at dinner. 

Par. Tiiat cannot be. 

His ring I do acctqit most thankfully. 

And so, I )>ray you, t<dl him : £urth<‘nnoi*e, n> 
I pray you, .show my youth old Shy lock’s 
house. 

(Ira. That will I do. 

Xer. Sir, I would speak with you. — 

[7’o Portia.] 1 ’ll see if I can get my hus- 
baiid’s ring. 

Which I did make him swear to keep forever. 
Por. 'J'hou may'st, 1 warrant. We sliall 
have old .swearing. 

That they did give tl)p I'iugs away to men ; 
But we ’ll outface them, and outSAvear tliem 
too. 

Away ! make haste : thou know’st where I 
will tarry. 

Ner. (kiue, good sir ; will you sliow me to 
this house 1 [ExevviU. 


ACT V. 


Scene I, — Belmont. The Avenue to Portia’s 
House. 

Enter Lorenzo and Jessica. 

Lor. The moon shines bright. — In such a 
night as tliis, 

When the sweet wind did gently kiss the trees. 


And they did make no noise, in such a night, 
Troilus, methinks, mounted the Trojan walls, 
A ml sigh’d his soul toward the Grecian tents, 
Where Cressid lay that night. 

Jes. In such a night 

Did Thislje fearfully o’ertrip the dew ; 

And saw tlie lion’s shadow ere himself. 
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Act V. 


THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. 


Scene I. 


And ran dismay’d away. • 

Lor. In such a night 

Stood Dido witJt a willow in her hand lo 
Upon the wild sea-banks, and wav’d her h>ve 
To come again to Carthage. ^ 

Jes. In such a night 

Medea ^ther’d the enchanted herbs ^ 

That did renew old Ailson. 

Lor. In such a niglit 

Hid «re.ssicH steal from the wealthy Jew, 

•And with an unthrift love . did run from 
Venice, 

As far as Belmont. 

.fes. In such a niglit 

Did young Ltirenzo swear he lov’d her well, 
Stealing her soul with many vows of faith. 
And ne’er a true one. 

Loi'. • In such a night 

Did pi’etty Jessica, like a little shrew, 

Slander her love, and he forg-ave it her. 

Jes. 1 would out-night you, did no body 
come ; 

But, hark, I hear the f<X)ting of a man. 

Enter Stephano. 

, Lor. Who comes .so fast in silence of the 
night 1 

Steph. A friend. 

fjor. A friend ? what friend ? 3 'our name, I 
pray you, friend 'I 

Steph. Stephano is my name ; and I bring 
word. 

My mistress wdll before the break of day 
Be hei’e at Belmont : she doth stray about ») 
By holy cros.ses, whei'e she kneels and prays 
For happy wedlock Iwmrs. 

Aor. Who comes with her? 

Steph. None, Init a holy hermit, and herraaifl. 

I pray you, i.s my master yet return’d ? 

LoTm He is not, nor we have not heard from 
him. — 

But go wo in, I pray thee, Jessica, 

And ceremoniously let us prejjare 

Some welcome for the mistreas of the house. 

Enter Launcelot. 

Laitn. Sola, sola ! wo ha, ho ! .sola, sola ! 
Lor. Who calls? 

Lavn. Sola ! did you see Master Lorenzo, 
and Mistress Lorenzo ? sola, sola ! 

Lorr. Iieave halloing, man ; 

Lawn. Sola ! where ? where '? 

Lor. Here. 

Laun. Tell him, there’s. a jKJst come from 
my master, with his horn full of good news : 
my master will be here ere morning. [Art/. 
Lor. Sweet soul, let ’s in, and there expect 
their coming. 


And yet no matter ; — why should we go iii ? 
My friend Stephano, signify, I pmy you, si 
Within the house, your mistress is at hand ; 
And bring your music forth into the air. — 

[Exit Stephano. 
How .sweet the moonlight sleeps ujxjn this . 
bank ! 

Here we will sit, and lit the sounds of music 
Crui‘p in our ears; soft Ktillne.sa, and the night, 
Become iflie touches of sweet harmony. 

Sit, J cssica : look, how the floor of heaven 
Js thick inlaid with [latines of bright gold. 
There ’s not the smallest orb, which thou be- 
hold’st, 

But in his motion like an angel sings, 

StUl (juiring to the young-oy’d cherubius ; 

Such harmony is in imiliortal .souls ; " 

But, whilst this muddy vesture of decay 
Doth grossly close it in, wc cannot hear it. 

, Enter n.^irian.s. 

Come, ho ! and wake Diana with a hymn : 
With sweefjist touches pierce your mi.stre.ss* 
ear. 

And draw her home with music. [Music. 
Jes. I am nevei- merry when 1 hear sweet 
music. 

Lor. The reixsou is, your spirits arc atten- 
tive ; JO 

For do but note a wild and wanton herd, 

Or race of youthful and unlumdled colts, 
Febdiing mad bounds, Ixdlowing ami neighing 
lou 

Which is the hot condition of their blood ; 

If they but hear jH;rchauce a trumpet .sound, 

Or any air of music touch theii* cal’s. 

You shall perceiv'e them make a mutual 
stand. 

Their sixvage eyes turn’d to a mode.st gaze. 

By the sweet jiower of music : therefore, the 
poet 

Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, stones, 
and floods ; 

Since nought so .stockish, hard, and full of 
rage. 

But music for the time doth change his nature. 
The man that hath no music in himself. 

Nor is not mov’d with concord of sweet 
sounds. 

Is fit fo)’ ti'casons, stratagems, and s^xiils ; 

The motions of his .spirit are dull as night. 

And his .affections dark as Erebus. 

Let no such man be trusted. — Mai’k the 
music. 

Enter 1*011X1 A and Nerissa, at a distance . 

Por. That light we see is burning in my 
hall. 
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Act V. 


THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. 


SCKNB 1. 


How far tliat little candle throws his beams ! 
fcio shines a /?ood «leod in a nauf'hty Avorld, 
A’er. When the moon slione, wtf did jiotsee 
the candle. 

/*or. So <loth the gmiter gloiy dim the les.s ; 
A .sul>stit»ite shines bnghtly a.s a king. 

.Until a. kin.g be by ; and then his state 
Empties itself, as doth an inland brook 
into the main of water.s. Music ! h.-irk ! , 
.AVr. It i.s your iniisic, nuulani, of the 
lions 

/*or. Nothing is good, I see, without iv- 
spect. 

Methinks, it sounds much sweeter than by 
tlay. Kio 

iVer. Kilence bestows that virtue on it, 

’ madam. 

7*0/. The crow doth sing as .sw»,etly as the 
lark, 

When neither is attended ; and, 1 think, 

'ITm nighting.ih*, if slie should sing‘'’<)y day, i 
When every goose is cackling, wouhl be 
thought , 

No l)etter a innsieiau than the w^vii. 

How many things by sifason season’d are 
To their right ]»raise. and true perfection !- 
Peiwi', ho ! the moon .sh'eps with Emlymion, 
And would not b(s awak'd I 

//or. 'fhat is the voice, no 

Or I am much deceiv’d, of Portia. 

/*<??•. He knows me, as the bliiul man 
know's the cuckoo, 

I-Jy the bad voice. 

Aor. Dear lady, \v<dcomo home. 

J^or. We Juive been praying for onr hius- 
bands' welfare, 

Which spet'd, w^e hope, the better for our W'ords. 
Are they ivturu’d ? 

Lor. .Madam, they are not yet ; 

But there is come a messenger ijefore, 

To signify theii* coming. 

/\>r. Go in, Nerissa ; 

Give order to my siTvants, that thi*y take 
No note at all of our being alismit henct? ; — - i») 


If you would walk in absence of the sum 
y^or. Let me give light, but let rne not be 
light; 

Foy a light wife doth make a heavy husband. 
And nevrn- be Ba.ssanio so for me : i»i 

But God sort all ! — You are welcome home, 
my lor<l. 

f thank you, madauu Give welcome 
to my friend ; 

j This is the man, this is Antonio, 

To whom I am so iulinitely bound. 

yw. You should in all sense be much bound 
j to him, 

[ For, as 1 hear, he was much bound for you. 
ji Ht, No more than 1 am well acquitted of. 
Por. Sir, you are veiy welcome to our 
house : 

: It must appear in other ways than words, w<i 
[ Therefore, 1 scant this breathing courtesy, 
f/m. [7’o Neukssa.] By yonder moon, 1 
swear, you do me w'roiig ; 

In faith, 1 giu e it to the judge’s clerk : 

’W’ould he were gelt that had it, for my part, 
Since you do take it, love, so much at heart. 

• I ‘or. A quarnd, ho, already ! what ’s the 
matter '{ 

iira. Alwmt a hooj) of gold, a paltry ring 
That .she did give mo ; whose jiosy was 
For all the world like cutlers’ jau^try 
UjHm a knife, “ Love im.*, and leave me not.” 

I AV/*. What talk you of the posy, or the 
value i '■<1 

You swore to me, wIkmi 1 did giv'c it you, 
Tliat you would w'ear it till your hour of 
i death, 

I .Vnd that it should lie \vith you in your grave : 

\ Though nut for im.', yet for your vehement 
; oatlis, 

I You should have licen respective, and ha\ e 
‘ kept it. ^ 

Gave it a judge’s clerk ! no, God ’s my judge. 
The ch'i'k will ue’or wear hair on his face, 
that had it. 

(ira. He w’ill, an if he live to be a man. 


Nor you, Ijorenzo - Jessica, nor .you. 

[yl tuckf't aonmlrxJ. 

.Lor. Vonr husband is at haiul : I hear his 
trumpet. 

We arf‘ no tell-tales, madam ; fear you not. 

For. Tliis night, methinks, is but tlie day- 
light sick ; 

It looks a little paler : ’t is a day, 

Such a.s tlie day is when the sun is hid. 

Enter Bassanio, Antonio, Guatiaxo, and 
ihi'.'ir Folloo'erH. 

liasH. We should hold «lay with the Anti- 
podes, 


! AVr. Ay, if a woman live to be a man. no 
! G ra. Now, by this haml, 1 ga^e it to a 
; youth, 

j \ kind of boy, a little scrubbeil boy, 
i No higher than thy.self, the judge’s clerk ; 

! A jirating boy, that begg’d it as a fee : 

I could not for my heart deny it him. 

Por. You w'ere to blame, I must be plain 
with you, 

To part so slighBy with your wife’s fimt gift ; 
A thing stuck on with oaths upon your finger, • 
' And so rivetwl with faith unto your flesh. 

1 gave my love a, ring, and made him swear 
Never to jiart with it ; and here he stands : 
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I dare be sworn for him, he wouhl not leave*it, 
Ncr jiluck it from his finger for the wealth 
That the woi’ld musters. Now, in faith, (Jra- 
tiano, 

You give your wife too unliind a cause of 
grief : 

An ’t wore to me, T should be mad at it. « 
Bass. [Aside.^ Wliy, ] were best to cut my 
loft liand off. 

And sw-ear [ lost the ring tlefending it. 

* Gra. My lord Bassanio gave- his ring away 
Unto tlie judge that begj^’d it, and, indeed, iw» 
Deserv’d it too; and then the boy, hip clerk. 
That took some pains in writing, he begg’d 
mine ; 

And neithei* man, nor master, would takfi 
aught 

Blit the two rings. 

JW. What ring gave you, ray lord 1 

Not that, I hope, which you receiv’tl of rae. 

Bass. If I coidd adtl a lie unto a fault, 

I would deny it ; but you see, my linger 
Hath not the ring upon it : it is gone. 

Por. Even so void is your false heai*t of 
truth. 

..Jly heaven, I will rarer coira> in )’our bed iw> 
Until I see the ring. 

Ner. Nor I in yours, 

'1^1 1 again see mine. 

^Bass. Sweet Portia, 

If you did know to whom 1 ga\'e the ring. 

If you did know for whom I gave the ring. 
And wouhl conceive for what f gave the ring, 
And how unwillingly I left the ring. 

When nought w'ould Ixs accepted but the ring, 
You would abate the strength of your dis- 
pleasure. 

Par. If you luul known the virtue of the 
ring, 

Or halfdier w'orihine.ss that gave the ring, ax' 
Or yrnir own honour to contain the ring, 

\ ou would not then have pai’ted with the ring. 
Wliat man is theix) so much unre:vsonable, 

If you had pleas’il to have defended it 
With any terms of zeal, w'anted the modesty 
To urge the thing lurid as a ceremony ? 

Nerissa teaches me wdiat to believe 
I’ll die for’!, Imt some woman had the ring. 
Bass. No, by mine honoui*, madam, by my 
soul, 

No woman 'had it ; but a civil (doctor, am 
Which did refuse three thousand ducats of me, 
And begg’d the i ing, the which I did deny him, 
And suffer’d him to go disjileas’d aw ay,' 

Even he that had held up the \ ery litb 
Of my dear fi’iend. What should 1 say, sweet 
lady! 

I was enforc'd to send it after him ; 1 


I was heset with sliame and coUrtesy ; 

My honour would not let ingmlitude 
►So much besmear it. Pardon me, good lady. 
For, by the.so blessed candles of the night, 2 ?« 
Had you been there, I think, you would have 
begg’d 

The ring of me to give tlu' worthy doctor. 
Por. L(!t not that doctor <i’er come near my 
hoy.se. 

Since he hath got the jew^el tliat T lov’d, 

And that which you did swear to keep forme, 
1 will In^comc as libei’al as you : 

1 ’ll not <leny him any thing I have ; 

No, not my body, nor my hn.sband’s ])ed. 
Know him I shall, F am well sure of it : 
Lie«not a night fi-oin home ; watch nuf like 
Argns ; _ srio 

If you do not, if I be left aloiu’ 

Now, by mine honour, which is y(>t mine owm, 
1 'll have that doctor for my b(!dfellow\ 

Afrr. Aral I his clerk ; therefore, be well 
advis’d, 

How you tlo ^ave lra^ to mine own protection. 
6'm. Well, do you .so: let not luc take him 
then ; 

For, if £ <lo, [ ’ll mai‘ the young clerk’s pen. 
Ant. I am the unhaj)py su))j(?et of these 
«]uavr*‘l.s. 

Por. Sir, grieve not you ; you are w'eloonie 
not w i tl 1 stara lii »g. 

Bass. PoHia, forgive me this enforced wrong ; 
And in the hearing of the.se many friends su 
1 swear to thee, even by thine own fair eye.s, 
AVherein I sc'o mystdf, — 

J'or. ^Fark you but that ! 

In both my eyes he doubly sees himself ; 

In each ey(‘, ora* .sw(*ar by your <louble self, 
And there ’s an oatli of credit. 

liass. Nay, but bear me. 

Pardon this fiinlt, and by my .soul I swear, 

I nev(‘r more will break an oath with thee. 
.liif. 1 once did lend my body for bis 
wealth. 

Which, but for him that had yoiir husband’s 
ring, 

Had (piite miscarried : I dare he bound again, 
jM.y sonl u])on the forfeit, that your lord 
Will never more break faith advisedly. 

Por. Then you shall be his .surety. Give 
him this. 

And bid liim keej> it better than the other. 

A id. Hert>, Lord Bassanio ; swear to keep 
this ring. 

Bass. By heaven ! it is the .same I gave the 
doctoi-. 

Por. I had it of him : pardon me, Ba.s.sanio, 
For, by this ring, tlu; doctor lay with me. 

Yer. Aral pardon me, my gentle Gratiano. 



A(rr V. 


THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. 


SCEXB I. 


Fov that same .scriibli’d boy, the doctor’s 
clerk, ati 

Ju lieu of this last night did lie ■with me. 

(t'/'a. Why, this is like the mending of 
high ways 

In summer, wlicro the ways an* fair enough. 
What I arc we cuckolds, ere we have de- 
serv’<l it 'l 

/'(jr. Speak not so grossly. ^ — Ypu ai’c all 
amaz’d : 

1 1 ere is a letter, read it at your leisun* ; 

1 1 comes frotu Padua, from Rellario : 

'I’here you shall lind, that Portia was the 
lootor ; 

Norissjv there, her clerk. Lorenzo here 270 
Shall .witness, 1 .set forth as soon as you, , 
And even but now return’d ; 1 have not yet 
Enter'd my house. — Antonio, you are wel- 
come ; 

And I have better news in store foi* you, 

'L’lian you e.xj>*ct : unseal this letter soon ; 
rhe>-e you sliall fiiwl, three of your argosies 
•Vre richly eou)e to harbour sud<J\!nly. 

You shall not. know by wliat sti’ange accident 
I ehancetl on tliis lelt>‘r. 

Ant I am dumb. 

hosts. Were you the doctt)r, and I knew 
you not ! 

(h'n. Were you the clei'k that is to make 
me cuckold ? 

Ni>r. Ay ; but the clerk that never means 
to do it, 

Unle.ss he live until he be a man. 


hoss. 8 weet doctor, you shall be ray bed- 
fellow ; 

When » am absent, then lie with my wife. 
Ant. Sweet lady, you have given me life 
and living, 

For here I i*ead for certain that my .ships 
Are safely come to road. 

/Vr. How now, Lorenzo ? 

My clerk hath .some good comforts too for 
you. 

Xer. Ay, and 1 ’ll give them him without 
a fe (\ — 200 

Thei-e dp I give to you ajid Jessica, 

From the rich Jew, a special ileed of gift, 
After his death, of all Ixe dies possess’d of. 

Lo7'. Fair ladies, you drop mauna in the 
way 

Of stai-ved people. •• 

hor. It is almost morning. 

And yet, I am .sui'e, yoxi are not satisfied 
Of these events at full. Let us go in ; 

An<l charge us there upon inter’gatories. 

And we will answer all things faithfully. 

frive. Let it be so : the first inter’gatory, 

Tliat rny Nerissa shall be .sworn on, is, 
Whethei- till the ne.xt hight she had i-atlicr,,. 
stay, 

Or go to bed now, being two hoiu*s to day : 

But Vere the day come, I .sbotild wi.sh it da^ 
Till I were coucJiing with the doctor’s cler 
W<*11, while I live, I ’ll fear no other thing 
So sore, as keeping .safe NerLssa’a ring. 

[A'rretmi. 



A MIDSUMMER-OTGHT’S DREAM. 


DRAM Alls rEltSOXJJ. 


Theseus, Duke of Atheius. 

Egel^s, Father to Herniia. 

LySANDER, ) 

Demetrius, ) 

Philo.strate, Master of the R&oels to Tlieseus. 
Quince, a Carpenter. 

Snug, a Joimr. 

Bottom, a Weaver. 

Flute, a Jiellows-mender. 

Snout, a Tinker. 

Starveling, a Tailor. 

lIiFPOLYTA, Queen of the Amazons. 


Hriimia, ill love with Lysander. 

JIelkna, in love with Demelriv^. 

Oberon, Kiitg of the Fairies. 

Titania, Qibeen of live Fairies. 

Puck, or Robin Qoodfelhw. 

Pease-Blossom, ^ 

Cobweb, } 

Motii, \ 

Mustard-Skkd, J 

Other Fairies attending their King atid Queen. 
Attendants gn Theseus and Ilippohjta. 


]■ Fairies. 


SCENE — Athens, and a Wood not far from it. 


A CT 


Scene 1 .-— Athens. A Room in the Palace 
of Theset^s. 

Euler Theseus, Htppolyta, Puilostrate, 
and Attendants. 

The. Kow, fair II ippolyta, our nuptial hour 
Draws on apace : four happy days bring in 
Another moon ; but, O, methinks, how .slow' 
This old moon w'aiies ! she lingci’S my desires, 
Jjikft to a .step-dame, or a dowager, 

Long withering out a young man’s revenue. 
Hip. Four days will quickly .steep them- 
selves in nights ; 

Four niglits wdll <juickly dream awray the time ; 
And then the moon, like to a silver lx)W' m 
New-l)ent in heaven, shall behold the night 
Of our .solemiiitiesi. • 

Tlw. Go, Philostrate, 

Stir up the. Atheuiau youth to merriments ; 
Awake the pert and nimble spirit of mirth : 
Turn melancholy forth to funerals ; 

The j)ale companion is not for our pomp. — 

[Exit Philostrate. 

Hippolyta, I woo’d thee with my sword, ' 
And won thy love doing thee in^iries ; 

But I will wed thee in another key, «9 

With pomp, with triumph, and with revelling. 

Enler Egeus, IIrrmia, Lysander, and 
Demetrius. 

Ege. Happy be Theseus, •our renowned 
duke I . 


The. Tlianks, good Egeus : what ’s the 
new's with thee 1 

Ege. Full of vexation come J, w'ith 
plaint 

jigainst my child, ray daughter l lermia. — 
Stand forth, Denietriu.s. -My noble lord. 

This man hath my consent to marry hei-.- - 
Stand forth, Lysamler ; — and. my gracious 
duke, 

This man hath bewiteli’d the IxivSom of my 
child : 

Thou, thou, Lysander, thou hast given her 
rhymes, 39 

And interchang’d love-tokens with my child ; 
Thou hswt by moonlight at her w'indow sung, 
With feigning voice, vei'ses of feigning love ; 
And stol’n the impre^sslou of her fantasy 
With biut^elets of thy hail’, rings, gawds, con- 
ceits. 

Knacks, tritle.s. no.segays, sweetmeats (mes- 
.sengers 

Of strong prevailment in unharden’d youth) ; 
With cunning hast thou filch’d my daughter’s 
heart, 

Turn’ll her obedience, wdiich is due to im^, 

To stubborn harshness. — And, my gracious 
duke. 

Be it so she will not here before your grace 
Consent to marry with Demetrius, 

I beg the ancient privilege of Athens, 

As she is mine, I may dispose of hor ; 

Which shall be either to this gentleman, 
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Or to her dei^tli, Jiccoitling to our law 
Immediately jirovided in that case. 

The. Wlifit «ty yon, Herinia? Ih; advi.sVl, 
fair maid. 

To you your father should he as a god ; 

One that coin]io.s’d your beauties ; yea, and 

OlUi 

I’o whom you are but as a form in wax, m 
By him imprinted, and within hi.s power 
To hjave the figui*e, or disfigure it.* 

Oometrius is a worthy gentlemsui. 

Her. So is Ly.sauder. 

T/ie. In hiimself he is ; 

But, in this kind, wanting your fiither’s voice, 
Tlic other must be held th(! worthier. 

Her. I would, my father look’d but with 
my eyes I 

The. Rjithcr your eyes mu.sl with his 
judgment look. 

Her. I do entn.-at your grace to pardon me. 

I know not by what pow(‘r J am made bold. 
Nor how it may concern my modesty, 

In such aiuvsonce h<*rc, to plead iny thoughts ; 
But I beseech vour grac(*, that 1 may know 
'ITie woi’St that may Ix'fall me in this case, 

If T refuse to w'ed I)emetriu.s. 

The. Either to «Ue the <lcath, or to abjure 
For ever the soeic'tv of men. 

'Fhei-efore, fair Hermia, <piestion your desires j 
Know of your youth, examine well your blood, 
Whether, if you yiehl not to your father’s 
choice, M 

Vou can endure the livery of a nun. 

For aye to be in .shady »;loist'er mew’d, 

To live a barren .sister all your life, 

Dhanting faint hymns to the cold fruitle.ss 
moon. ■ 

Thrice blessed they, that master so their 
blood. 

To undergo sucli inai<len |>ilgrimage: 

But cartbli(n- ha]>i)y is the rose distill’d, 

Than that wdiich, withering on the virgin j 
thorn, 

(Jrows, lives, and die.s, in single b]e.ssediu‘.s.s. 
Hur. So will I grow, so live, so die, my j 
lor<l, 1 

Eve I will yield my^ virgin patent up 
iJnto his lordship, wdiose nnwhshed yoke 
My soul eonseiAs not to give sovereignty. 

The. Take time to pause : and by the next 
new moon. 

The sealing-day bt;twixt my love and me 
For everlasting bond of fellowshij), 

Upon that day either j)repare to die, 

For disobedience to yamr father’s will, 

Or else to wed Demetrius, as he would ; 

Or on Diana’s albir to protest, !«> 

For aye, austoi*ity and .single life. 


i • Dem. Rfdent, sweet Hermia ; — and, Lysan- 
der, yield 

Thy ci’azed title to my certain light. 

. Zye. You have her father’s love, Demetrius; 
Let mo have Hermia’s : do you many him. 

; H^e. Scornful Lysander ! true, he hath my 
, love, 

And what is mine iny love sliall render him ; 
And sln^ is mine, and all my right of her 
I do estate unto Demetrius. 

Li/.f. I am, niy lord, as well deriv’d as he, ioo 
As well jiosscss’d ; my love is more than his ; 
My foi-tunes every way as fairly rank’d 
(If not with vantage), as Demehius’ ; 

And, which is niQre than all these boasts can 
bo, 

j I am beloved of beauteous Hermia. 

Why should not J then prosecute luy right? 
Demetrius, I il avouch it to Ids head, 

Matle love to Nedar's daughter, Helena, 

I And won her .soul ; and she, sweet lady, doto.s. 
Devoutly dotes, dotes in idolatry, im 

Ujion this .s])ott<id and inconstant maiL 

7Vu'. 1 must coiife.ss, that I have heard so 
much, 

vVnd with Demctiius tliought to have spoko 
thci'eof ; 

But, being over-full of self-affairs, 
i My mind did lose it. — But, I)emetriu.s, come ; 

! And come, Egeus : you shall go with me, 

1 I have some ])rivate schooling for you 
both. — 

For you, fair Hcrtniji, look you arm youi'self 
To fit your fancies to your father’s will, 

Or else the law of Athens yields you up i» 
(Which hy no means we may extenuate) 

To death, or to a vow of single life. — 

Como, my Hippolyta : what cheer, my lov'e? 
Demetrius, and Egous, go along : 

I must em])loy yo\i in some business • 

; Against our nuptial, and confer with you 
Of something nearly that concerns yourselves. 
H^e. With difty and desire wo follow you. 

\Exewrd Tiies., Hip., Ege., Dem., 

and Train. 

Lys. How now, my love ? Why is your 
ch(5ek .so pale ? 

How chance the roses there do fade so fsust ? 
Her. Belike, for want of rain, which I 
* could well 

Betcem them .^rom the temjiest of mine eyes. 
Lys. Ah me ! for aught that ever I could 
read, 

Could ever hear by tale or histoiy, 

The course of true love never did run smooth ; 
But, either it was diflerent in blood, — 

Her. O cross ! too • high to be enthrall’d to 
low ! 
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Lys. Or else misgi'a.flTed, iu res 2 >eet qf 
years, — 

Her. O spite ! too old to l)o engag’d to 
• young ! 

J/yg. Or else it stood upon the choice of 
friends, — ' •<> 

Her. O hell ! to clioose love by auotlier’s 

I • 

eyes ! 

Zyg. Or, if there were a symi>athy in 
• choice, 

War, death, or sickness did lay siege to it, 
Making it momentary as ( sound, 

Swift as a shadow, shoi-t as any dream, 

Brief as the lightning in the collied night, 
That, in a sidecn, unfolds both heaven and 
earth, * 

And ere a man hath power to say, — liehohl ! 
The jaws of darkness \Jo devour it uj) : 

So quick bright things come to confusion. i.-> 
//cr. Jf then true, lovers have la3cn ever 
cross’d, 

Tt.stiinds as an edict in dc-stiny : 

Then h't us teach our trial jmticnce, 

Because it is a customaiy cross. 

As due to love as thoughts, and dreams, and 
righs, 

wishes, and tears, jxiov fancy’s followers. 

J/yg. A g(K)d jM'rsuasion ; therefore, hear 
' me, Ilennia. 
f liave a widow aunt, a ilowager 
Of great revenue, and .she hath no cliild : 
From Athens is her house rciu(Ae .seven 
leagues ; joo 

And she res].)ects me as her only sou. 

'Hiere, gentle Jlermia, may J marry thee. 

And to that place the sharp Athenian law 
Oannot pur-sue us. ff thou lov’sit me then, 
StCid' ft>rth thy father’s house to-morrow 
night. 

And in the wood, a l(*aguc without the town 
(Where I did ineet thee once with Helena, 

To do observance to a morn of May), 

There will I stay for thee. 

My good Lysjvndor ! 

I swear to thoe by Cujiid’s strongest bow, iro 
By his best arrow with th<* golden head, 

By the siinidieity of Venus’ (]ove.s, 

By that which kuitteth souls, and [)rosj)ers 
loyes, 

And by that tire wliich bnrn’d tlu3 (.'arthage 
queen, 

When the fjilse Trojan under .sail was seen, 

By all the vows tliat e\'er men hath bioke, 
bi number more than ev(*r women spoke : 

In that same j>l!ice tliou hast apjx>intcd me, 
To-mon’ow truly will I meet witli thee. 

/yyg. Keep i»romise, love. lioqk, here comes 
Heh 'lilt* 


/fjifer Heleka. 

Her. God .speed fair Helena ! VVhithei' 
away ^ 

//el. Call you me fair? that fair again 
unsay. 

Demetiius love.s your fair : O hapj>y fair ! 
Your eyes are IcKle-star.s, and your tongue’s 
, sweet air 

More tuneable than lark to .sheplioi-d’s ear, 
WJien wheat is green, when hawtliorn buds 
ap[)ea)’. 

Sickness is <;atchiug : O, were favo\u’ so, 
Yours wouhl 1 eatch, fair Hermial ere I go; 
My ear should catch yoiii- voice, my e>X! your 
^ eye. 

My tongue slioidd catch your tongue’s .s(tect 
melody. • inti 

Were the world mine, Demetrius being bated, 
The rest 1 ’ll give to be to you translated. 

O ! teach moiliow you look, and with what art 
You sway the motion of l>en)etrius’ heart. 
J/er. 1 frown ujk)!! hijii, yet he loves mo 
still. • 

• //el. O, that your frowjis would teach my 
smihis such skill ! 

Her, I giv<3 him curses, y(?t he gives me lova 
//e/. O, that iny prayers could such al’*ec- 
tion move 

//et'. The more J hate, the moie he follows 
me. 

//el. The more I love, the more he hateth 
mo. ax) 

//er. His folly, Helena., is no fault of mine. 
//el. None, but your beauty : ’would tliat 
fault w('re miiu! ! 

//er. I’ake comfort : ho no more .shall see 
my face ; 

Lysaiider anti my, self will fly tins place,— t- 
Before the time 1 tlid Ijysander see, 

Soem’il Athens as a jiaradise to me : 

O tlien, wliat grime.s in my love do dwell. 

That he h.atli turn’d a heaven unto a hell I 
Lf/g. Helen, to you our mintls we will un- 
fold. 

To-morx’ovv night, when Pluebe doth behold 
Her silver vksagti iu the wat’iy glass, sii 

Decking with litpiiil jn^aii the bladetl giuss, 

(A time that lovers’ flights doth still conceal) 
Through Athens’ gates have we devis’d to steal. 
//er. And iu the wood, where often you 
and I 

ITpon faint jirimrose-beds were wont to lie, 
Em(>tying our bosoms of tlieir counsel sweet, 
There iny liysander and myself shall meet ; 
And thence, from Athens, tmn away our eye.s, 
To seek new friends and stranger companixs. 
Farewell, sweet jxlayfellow : pmy thou for us, 
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And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius ! — sa 
Keep word, Lj'sauder: we must starve our 
sight 

From lovers’ food, till mori’ow <leop midnight. 
Lys. I M'ill, my Hermia, [Exit Hejim.] — 
Helena, adieu : 

,\.syou on Jiirn, Demetrius dote on yon ! [Exit. 

lid. Jlow happy some o’er other some can be ! 
Through Athens I am thought us fair as she ; 
But wliat of that % Demet rius tHlnks not so ; 
He will not know what all but he do know ; 
And .‘IS he errs, doting on Ilermia’s eyes, ‘i"i 
So r, admiring of Ids qn.alitics. 

Things base and vile, holding no quantity, 
Love c.an transpose to form and dignity. 

Love looks not with the eyes, but wi^h the 
miml, 

Atfd therefore is wiug’il Cupid painted blind. 
Nor hath Love’s mind of any judgment ta.ste j 
Wings, and no eyes, figure unheedy haste : 
And therefore is Love said to bt^a child. 
Because in choice he is so oft beguil’d. 

As waggish boys in game themselves forswear, 
So the boy Love is perjur’d every where ; 

For ere Demetrius look’d on Hennia’s eync," 
He hail’d down oaths that he was only mine ; 
And when this hail some heat from Hermia 
felt. 

So he di.ssolved, an<l showers of oaths di<l melt. 
[ will go tell him of lair Hermia’.s flight : 
Then to the wood will he, to-morrow night, 
Puimie her ; and for this intelligence 
If I have thanks, it is a dear expence : 250 

But herein mean I to enrich my pain, 

To have his sight thither, and back again, 

[Exit. 


Scene II. — The S-ime, A Room in Quince’s 
House 

Enter Quince, Snuc, Bottom, Flute, Snout, 
and Starvelino. 

Quin. Is all our company here ? 

Bot. You were best to call them generally, 
man by man, according to the scrij). 

Qnin. Here i.s the scroll of every man’s 
name, which is thought fit, through all Athens, 
to play in our interlude before the duke and 
duchess on his wedding-tlay at night. 

£ot. First, good Peter Quince, .say what the 
play treats on ; then rea<l the names of the 
actors, and so grow to a point. 10 

Quin. Marry, our play is — The most la- 
mentable comedy, .and most cruel death of 
Pyramus and Thisby. 

Eot. A very good piece of work, 1 assure 


you, and a meiry. — Now, good Peter Quince, 
call forth your actoi’s by the scroll. Masters, 
spread yourselves. 

Quin. Answer, its I call yoiu — Nick Bot- 
tom, the weayer. 

Bot. Ready. Name what part I am for, 
/uid proceed. 

Quin. You, Nick Bottom, are set down for 
Pyramus. 

Bot. What i.s Pyramus ? a lover,' or a 
tyrant? , ' »> 

Quiu. A lover, that kills himself moet gal- 
lantly for lo\ e. 

Bot. That Avill ask some tears in the true 
performing of ^t : if I do it, let the audience 
look to their eyes; I will move storms, I will 
condole in .some measure. To the rest ; — ^yet 
my chief humour is for a tyrant : I could play 
Ercles rarely, or a part to tear a cat in, to 
make all .split, 

“The raging rocks, 

And sliivering shocks, 

Shall break the locks 
Of prison gates : 

And Phibbus’ car '' 

Siiall shine from far, 

And make and mar 
The foolish Fates,” 

This was lofty 1 — Now name the rest of the 
pliiyei's, — This i.s Ercles’ vein, a tyrant’s vein ; 
a lover is more condoling. 

Quin. Francis Flute, the bellows-mender.^o 

Flu. Here, Peter Quince, 

Quin. Y ou must take, Thisby on yoiL 

Flu. What is Thisby? a wandering knight ? 

Qu,in. It L^the lady that Pyramus must love. 

Fhi. Nay, faith, let me not play a woman : 
I have a heard coming. 

Qttin. That ’s all one. You shall play it in a 
mask, and you may speak as small as you will. 

Bot. An I may hide my face, let me play 
Thisby too. I’ll s))eak in a monstrous little 
voice : — “ Thisne, Thisne,” — “ Ah, Pyramus, 
my lover dear ! thy Thisby dear, and lady 
dear ! ” s> 

Quin. No, no ; you must play Pyramus, 
and, P’lute, you Thisby. 

Bot. W(di, proceed. 

Quiu. Robin Starveling, the tailor. 

Star. Heive, Peter Quince. 

Quin. Robin Starveling, you must play 
Tliisby’s mother.— Tom Snout, the tinker. 

Snout. Here, Peter Quince. «o 

Quin. You, Pyramus's father; myself, 
Thi.sby’s father, — Snug, the joiner, you, the 
lion’s part ; — und, I hope, here is a play fitted. 

S 7 iug. Have you the lion’s part written,'? 



Act II, 


A MIDSUMMER-NIGHT’S DREAM. 


SCKNB 1. 


pray yoti, if it be, give it me, for I am slo)v \ Jtut. Well, 1 will undertake it. AVlmi beai’d 

of study. * ! were 1 best to play it in 1 

Qiun. You ma}’" do it extempore, for it is Quin. Wljy, wluit you will. 

• iiotbing but rowing. j Ao<. I will diseliai*ge it in either your stmw- 

Bot. Let me i>lay the lion too. I will : colour beard, your orange-tawny beai'd, your 

roar, that I will do any man’s*'heart good to , jmi-ple-iu-grain bc'ard, or your French-crown- 
hear me : d will roar, "that I will make the j colour beard, your ])erfect yellow. pi 

duke say, “Let him roar again, let him roat j Quin. Some of your Frencli crowns Imve 
again.” ‘‘ hair at all, and then you will ]>lay bare- 

Qtmji. An you should do it too terrildy, faced. — But, mastcr-s, Jjore are your parts; 
yoja would fright the duchess and the iadie.s, ^ and I am to entreat you, rcciuest you, and 
that they would shriek ; a d that' were enough ; desire you, to con them by to-moi row night, 
to hang us all. ■ and meet me in the palace wood, a mile with- 

.dW. That would hang us, every mothei’s son. out the town, by moonlight: there will wc 
Bot. 1 grant you, friends, if that you slmuld rcliearse ; for if we meet iii the city, we shall 
fright the ladies out of their wits, they would be dogged with com[»any, and our devices 
have no more discretion but to hang us ; hut kiiow’n. In the meaiitiuv: 1 will draw it bill 
I will aggi’avate my yoice so, that I w'ill I’oar of propeiiies, such as our play wants.., I 
you as gently as any sucking dove : I will pray you, fail me not h i 

rear you an ‘twerc any nightingale. so j Bot. We will meet; .and there we may re- 

Qu,in. You can play no part hut Pyramu.s ; , hearse moiv^ olxscenely, and courageously, 
for Pyranius is a sweet-faced man ; a projK^r Take pains ; be j)erfect ; adieu, 
man, as one shall see in a .summer’s day ; a j Quin. At the duke’s oak we meet, 

most lovely, gcntlemau-likc man; tlierefore, 1 Bot. Enough ; hold, or cut howsti’ings. 

you uuist needs play Pyramu.s. \^Ejceunt. 


ACT II. 


ScEXE 1. — A Wooil near Athens. 

Bidt’.r a Fainj am! Vvcvi/rdin, opposite sith's. 

Puck. How now, .sjiirit ! whither wander 
you ? 

Fai. Over hill, over dale. 

Thorough bush, thorough brier, 

Over j)ark, o\'er ])ale, 

Thorough flood, thorough fire, 

I do wander every where, 

Swifter ^han the moon’s sphci’c ; 

And 1 .serve tlie fairy queen, 

To dew her orbs Uf>ou tlio green : 

The cowslips tall her pensioners be ; 

In their gold coats spots yon see ; 

Those be rubies, fairy favours, 

In those freckles live their savours : 

1 luust go seek some dew-ilrops here, 

And hang a |x?.arl in every cowslip s ear. 
Farewell, thou lob of spirits : I ’ll be gone ; 
Our queen and all her elves come here anon. 
F'uck. The king doth keep hij^ revels here 
to-night. 

Take heed, the queen come not within his 
sight ; 

For Oberon is passing full and wrath, 

Because that she as her attendant hath 
A lovely boy; stol’n from an Indian king : 

She never h^ so sweet a chaj^geling ; 


i And jealous Oberon would have the child 
Knight of his train, to tinco th<( forests wild; 
. But she, perforce, Avith holds the lovutl boy, 
Crowns him with flowers, and makes Jiim all 
her joy. 

And now they never meet in grove, or green, 
By fountain clear, or sjiangled .starlight sheen. 
But they do .square ; that all their el ve.s, for 
fear, »j 

Creep into acorn cups, and hide tliem there. 

Fai. Either J mistake your shape and 
making (juite, 

Or else you are that .shiuwd and knavish 
sprite, 

Call’d Robin Good-fellow. Are you not he, 
'I'hat frights the maidens of the vilhtgery ; 
Skim milk, and sometimes labour in the 
(pteru, 

And bootless make th(‘ breathless housewife 
churn ; 

And sometime make tlte drink to bear no 
barm ; 

^Mislead night-wauJerei-s, laughing at their 
harm < 

Those that Hobgoblin call you, and sweet 
, Puck, "> 

You do their AV(|j‘k, and they shall have good 
luck. 

Are not you he '1 
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Puck. Tliou speak’st aright ; 

I am that mtn ry waudeixn* of the night. 

I jest to Oheroii, and make him smile. 

When I a fat and bean-fed horse beguile, 
Neighing in likeness of a filly foal ; 

And .sometime lurk T in a go.ssii)’.s lx>wl, 

In very likeness of a roastc’d crab ; 

And, when she drinks, agaiirst her lips T bob. 
And on her wither’d <lewlap ])Our the a’e. 5 
The wisest aunt, telling the satldest tale, 
Sometime for three-foot .stool mistaketh me ; 
'Phen slip I from her bum, down topples .she, 
And “ tailor ” cries, and falls into a cough ; 
And then the Avhole cpiire hold their hip.s, an<. 
laugh, 

And waxen in their mirth, and neese. am 
swear * 

A Jfierrier lioiir was never wasted there.— 
But rcx>m, faii-y ; hei’e e()me.s Oberon. 

Fai. Anti here my mistress. — 'Would that 
he were gone ! * 


Sokxp: II. 

Euler Obeuon from our sole, vjith his Train, 
and Titania from the other, tcith hers. 

Ohe. Ill met by moonlight, proud Titania. 
Tita. What, jealous Oberon ! Fairies, skip 
htmee : 

I have for.sworn his bed aiitl company. 

Obe, Tai’jy, rash wanton. Am not I tliy 
lord I 

Tita. I'heii 1 must be thy lady; but I 
know 

Wlion thou hast stol'n aw’ay from fairy land, 
And in the shape of Gorin .sat all tlay, 

Playing on pipes of corn, and vei'sing love 
'Po amorous PJiillida. Why art thou hei'e, 
(■ome from the farthest steep of India, 10 
Put that, fonsooth, the bouncing Amazon, 
Your bu.skin’d mistress and your warrior 
lov'e. 

To Theseus must be wedded ? and you come 
To give their bed joy and ]>rosf)enty. 

Ohe. How canst thou thus, for shame, 
'Pitania, 

Glancfi at my credit with Hij)j)olyta, 

Knowing I know' thy love to 'Pheseus? 

Didst thou )if)t lead him through tlie glimmer- 
ing night 

From Perigenia, whom he ravished ? 

And make him with fair ./Egle break his 
faith, 20 

With Ariadne, and Antiopa^ 

Tita. These are the forgeries of jealousy ; 
And never, since the middle .summer’s spring. 


Jlet we on hill, in dale, forest, or mead, 

By paved fountain, or by rushy brook. 

Or in the beached margin of the sea. 

To dance our ringlets to the whistling wind. 
But with thy })rawls thou hast disturb’d our 
sport. 

'J’hereforc the wiiid.s, piping to us ui vain. 

As in revenge, have suck’d up from the sea a. 
Contagious fogs ; which, falling in the land, . 
Have every pelting river made so prouu, 

That they have overborne their continents : 
TliQ ox hath thei-efore stretch’d his yoke in 
vain. 

The plouglnnaii lost his sweat, and the green . 
corn 

Hath rotted, ere his youth attain’d a beard : 
The fold stands empty in the drowned field. 
And crows are fatted with the muiTain flock ; 
The nine men’s morris is fill’d up wutli mud ; 
And the (piaint mazes in the wauto^' gi'een « 
For lack of tread are uiidistingui.shable : 

The human mortals w'ant their winter here : 
No night i.s now with hymn or carol blest ; — 
Therefoi'c the moon, the governe.ss of floods. 
Pale in her anger, w'ashes all the air. 

That rheumatic diseases do abound : 

And thorough this distemperaturc we .sec 
The seasons alt<*r : hoary -headed frosts 
Fall in the fresh lap of the crimson rose ; 

And on old Hiems’ thin and icy crown, «« 
An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds 
Is, JUS in mockery, set. The .sjiring, the 
sumnmr, 

The childing autumn, angry w'int(;r, clijuige 
I'heir wonUid liveries ; and the nuizcd world, 
By their increase, now knows not which w 
which. 

Ami this same progeny of evils comes 
From our debate, from our dissension ; 

W(‘ jire their pjurents and original. • 

Ohe. Do you Jiinend it tlioii ; it lies in you. 
Why should Titania cross her Oheroii ] 

I do but beg a little changeling boy,. 

To be my henchman. 

Tita. (Set your hcjii t at re.st. 

The fairy land buys not the child of me. 
lis mother was a votare.ss of my order : 

And, in the spiced Indian ah', by night, 

Full often hath she go.ssip’d by my side, 

And sat with me on Neptune’s yellow sands, 
larking the«embarkod traders on the flood ; 
When wo have laugh’d to see the sails conceive. 
And grow bi.g-bellied, with the wanton wind; 
Yhicii she, with pretty and with swimming 
gait n 

Following, (her womb then rich with my 
young s,ijuire) 

Would imitate, and sail upon the land, 
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To fetch me .trifles, and return again, ^ 
As from a voysige, rich with mci’chaudise. 
But she, being moital, of that boy did die ; 
And for her sake I do rear up her boy, 

And for her sake I will not part with him. 
Obe. How long within thi# wootl intend 
you stay “I 

Tita. Perchance, till after Theseus’ we(J- 
ding-day. 

If yop will patiently dance in our ix)und, 

And see our moonlight revels, go with us ; 

If’ not, shun me, and I will spare’ your haunts. 
Obe. Give me that boy, and I will go with 
thee. 

Tita. Not for thy fairy kingdom.— Fairies, 
away 1 

We shall chide <lowuright, if I longer stay. 

\E'xit Titan lA, irith her Trmu. 
Obe. Well, go thy way : thou shall not 
from this gi-ove, 

Till I torment thee ft)r this injury. — 

My gentle Puck, come hither : thou re- 
meinber’st 

Since once I sat tipon a promontory, v> 

And heard a mermaid on a dolphin’s back 
Uttering such dulcet and hswmonious bri*ath, 
Tliat the rude sea grew civil at her song, 

And certain stars shot madly from their 
spheres, 

To hear the sea-maid’s music. 

Puck. 1 remember. 

Obe. That very time I saw (hut thou 
couldst not), 

Flying between the (rold moon and the earth, 
Cnpid all arm’d : a certain aim Iwj took 
At a fair vestal throned by the west, 

And loos’d his love-shaft siiiartly from his 
hoiv, (oi> 

As it shmdd pierce ;t lunxdi-ed thousane 
hearts. 

But I mi^ht see young Cupid’s fiery shaft 
Quench’d in the chaste beams of the wat’ry 
moon. 

And the imperial votaress pa.ssed on, 

In maiden meditation, fiincy-free. 

Yet mark’d I where the bolt of (.hipid fell : 

It fell upon a little western flower, 

Before milk-white, now purjde wi;h love’s 
, wound, 

And maidens call it Love-in-idleness. 

Fetch me that flower ; the herb I show’d thee 
* once : • no 

The Juice of it, on sleeping eyelids laid. 

Will make or man or woman madly dote 
Upon the next live creature that it sees. 

Fetch me tliis Iierb ; and be thou here 
again. 

Ere the leviathan can swim a league. 


Pack. J ’ll j)ut a girdle round about tht'. 
earth 

In forty minutes. [^Eaeit. 

Obe. Having once this juice, 

I ’ll watch Titauia when she is asleep. 

Ami drop the liipior of it in her eyes : 

The Jiext thing then she waking looks upon 
(Bt.* it on lion, l^eur, or wolf, or bull, i*i 

On metldling monkey, or on busy ape), 

She shall pwrsue it with the soul of love. 

And eiv 1 take this charm otf from her sight 
(As I can take it with anotlier heib), 

T ’ll make her render up her page to me. — 
But who comes here ? I am invisilde, 

And I will overhear their confei-ence. 

Entfir DExMetriits, Helena Jhllowiny hyn. 

Deia. 1 love the(* not, therefore pui-sue.*me 
not. 

Whei’e is J^ysander, and fair Hermia'l isn 
The one I ’1^ slay, the other slayeth me. 

Thou toldst me, they weiv stol’n into this 
wood ; 

And here am V and wood within this wood, 
Because. I cannot meet my Hermia. 

Hence ! get thee gone, and follow me no 
more. 

Ilel. You draw me, you hard-hearted jvda- 
mant : 

But yet you draw not iron, for my heart 
Is tnie as steel : leave you yoin- power to 
<li’aw. 

And I shall have no power to follow you. 
Dcm. Do I entice you \ do I speak you 
fair ? iw 

Or, rather, <lo 1 not in plainest tXTith 
Tell you I do not, nor J cannot love you 1 
IleJ. And even for that do J love you the 

IIIOIV. 

! T am your spaniel ; and, Demetrius, 

I The more you beat me, J will fawn on ycni ; 
j Use me but as your s[)aniel, sjnirn me, stnko 
me. 

Neglect me, lose me : only give m<^ leave, 
Unworthy as 1 am, to follow you. 

W^hat w'orser place can 1 beg in your love 
(And yet a place of high respt^ct with me), iso 
’Ihan to be used .as you use your dog 1 

Dem. T’empt not too much the hatred of 
my .spirit, 

For I Jim sick when I do look on thee. 

Ifel. And I am .sick whexi I look not on 
you. 

Dem. You do impeach your modesty too 
much, 

To leave the city, and coixunit youi-self 
Into the hands of one that loves you not ; 

To trust the opportunity of night. 
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And the ill counsel of a desert place, 

With the riel) worth of your virginity. Jw 
Htl. Yoiii- virtue is iny piivilegc for tliat. 

.It is not night, when I do see yonr face, 
Therefore I think 1 am not in th«! night ; 

Nor <loth tl)i.s wood lack worlds of company. 
For you, in my respect, are all the world : 
Then how' c!an it he said 1 am alone, 

When Jill the woi'ld is hei'e to look on me? 
Dem. 1 ’ll run fi'om thee, and hide me in 
the brakes, 

And leave thee to the mercy of wild beasts. 

The wildest hath not sucli a heart as 
you. 170 

Run when you will, the .story shall bo 
chang’d ; 

Apollo flies, and T]aphne holds the cha»‘ ; 

Thp dove pursues the grifUn ; the mild hind . 
Makes speed to catch the tiger. Rootle.ss * 
speed, 

When cowardice pursues, and valour flies ! 
Defli. I will not stay thy questions : let me 
go; 

Or, if thou follow me, do not Relieve 
But T shall do thee mischief in the wootl. • 
//e^. Ay, in the temple, in the town, the 
field. 

You do me mischief. Fie, Demetrius ! 

Your M'rongs «lo set a scandal on my sex. 

We cannot fight for love, as m«*u may do ; 

We should be woo’d, and were not made to 
woo. 

1 ’ll follow thee, and make a heaven of Indl, 

To <lie upon the hand I love so well. 

Demkteuu.s am/ Helexa. 
Oifj. Fare thee well, nyrnph ; ere he do 
leave this grove, 

Thou shalt fly him, and he .shall .seek thy 
love.. 

I 

Re~enUr Puck. 

Hast thou the flower there? Welcome, 
WHudei-ta*. 

Ay, fliere it i.s. 

Obfi. 1 ]>ray thee, give it me. isa 

I know a Vniuk where the wild thyme blows, 
Where oxlips, and the liodding violet 
grows ; 

Quitt* over-canopied with lu.scious wootlbine, 
With sweet musk -roses, and with eglantine : 
Thei’e .sleeps I’it>inia, soiutf titue of the night, 
LuU’il in these flowers with dances and <le- 
light ; 

And there the snake throws her enamell’d 
skin, 

Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in : 

And with the juice of this 1 ’ll streak her eyes, 
And malce her full of hateful fantasies. 


Take thou some of it, and seek through 

grove. WB 

A sweet Athenian lady is in love 
With a disdainful youth : anoint his eyes ; 
But do it, when the next thing he espies 
May bo the l^ly. Thou .shalt know the niau 
By the Athenian garments he hath on. 

Effect it with .some care, that he may prove 
Aloro fond on her, than slie upon her love. 
And look thou meet me ere the flfst cock 
crow. 

PwcA ^ Fear not, my lord, your seiwant .shall ' 
do so. \ExQimL 


Scene III. — Another part of the Wood. 

jpnter Tit.inia, v)ith Jm' Train. 

Tita. (’omc, now a roundel, and a fairy 
song ; 

Then, for the third part of a minute, lientfe : 
Some, to kill cankens in the musk-i'ose buds *, 
Some, war with rear-mice for their leathern 
wings, 

To make my small elves coats; and .some, 
keep back 

The clamoj’ous owl, that nightly hoot.s, and 
womlers 

At our quaint .spirits, f'ing mo now asleej 
Then to your otiices, and let me rest. 

FAiriiE.s’ Song. 

1 Fai. Yoa, rytoUrd srvakeH^ vr’dli doable toHijiK., 

Tltorny hr,dye-JuKjs, he not seen; lo 
Femfs, and bliiubworms, do no lorony ; 
Come not mar oar fairy qaeetu 

Chorus. 

Philomel f with melody 
Sing in oar sweet lallahy ; 

LiUla, hdln., lullaby ; IttMa, IvlUit 
lullaby : 

Fever harm, 

For spell nor charm. 

Come our lovely Indy nigh ; 

So, good night, vnth hdlahy. 

II. 

2 Fai. Weaving spiders, come not here . 

lienee, yon hngdegg'd spinners, 
henxe ; ao 

Beetles black, approach not near ; 
Worm, nar snail da no offence. 

01 101*11 .s. 

Philomel, with melody, dsc. 





oiSERON AND TITAN lA. 


Obcron, What thou see'st when thou dost wake 
Do it for thy true love take. 

iMidsummkr Night's Dkkam/' ^ct // , Scene III, 
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1 /Vt/, Hence, away ! now all is Avell. 

One, aloof, stand sentinel. 

\ExeAint Fairies. Titania slee/ts. 

Fitter Obekox, aitd sqmeze^ tJieJlovier on 
Titania’s eyelias. 

Oht. WMuit thou seest, when thou <lo»»t 
wake, 

Do it for thy true-love take ; 

Love, and languish foi’ his sake 
lie it ounce, or cat. or bear, I 

Pard, or boar witu bristle<l hair, . so ; 
In thy eye tliat shall appear ' 

When thou wak’.st, it is thy dear. , 
Wake when some vile thing is near. | 

[Exit, j 

Ent> r LvSANliER and llKUMrA. [ 

Lys. Fair love, you faint with wandering j 
in the wootl ; j 

And, to speak troth, I have forgot our way : ^ 
Wo ’ll rest US; Herinia, if you think it goofl, 
AjkI tarry for the coinfoi’t of tlu^ «lay. 

Her. ikj it so, Lysiiuih'r ; lind you out a 
bed, 

JiOi- l^ujiou this bank will rest my heatl. 

Lite, One turf shall s«*rve as pillow for us 
. both : 40 

One heart, one bed, two bosoms, and one 
troth. i 

Ifi'i'. Nay, good Lysander ; for my .sake, 
njy dear. 

Lie further off ^ et : do not lie so near. 

Ijjfs. < >, take the sense, .sweet, of my inno- 
cence ! 

tiovc takes the meaning in love’s conference. ! 
1 mean, Unit my heart unto youi’S is knit, | 
♦So that but ou(‘ heart we can make of it : 

Two )a)soms intrirchained Avith an oath ; 

S!o then,*t\vo bosoms, and a single troth. | 
Then, by your side no be«l-rooni me deny, so j 
For, lying so, Hermia, I do not lie. 

Her. Jjysamler riddles very prettily. 

Now luut'it beshrew my maniters and my 
pride. 

If Hermia meant to say Lysander lied. 

But, gentle friend, for love and courtesy 
Lie further off; in human moiiesty 
•Such sejmratiou as may well be said 
Hecomes a virtuous bachelor and a maid, 

.So far be distiint ; and good ilight, swj'ct 
friend. 

Thy love ne’er alter till thy sweet life end I eo 
Jrys. Amen, Amen, to that fair prayer say I; 
And then end life, when I ©nd loyalty ! 

Here is my bed : sleep give thee all his lest ! 
Her, With half that wish the wisher’s eyes 
be press’d! • • [Tfiey sleep. 

21 


Enter Pu('K. 

Pack. Through the forest have I gone, 

But Athenian found I none, 

On who.se eyc.s 1 might approve 
'I'hi.s flower’s force in stining love. 

N ight .'tud .silence 1 — Wlio is here t 
Weeds of Athens lie doth wear : 

’rhis is he, my master said, 

DL*fij)ised the Atlu'uian maid ; 

And here the maidiui, sleeping sound 
On the ilank and dirty ground. 
Pretty soul ! she dui-st not lie 
Near this lack-love, this kill-courtcsv, 
(.-’hurl, upon thy eyes T throw 
^ All the power this charm doth owe. 
When thou wak’«t, let love forbid 
Sleep Jiis seat on thy eyelid, • .sn 
So awake when 1 am gone- ; 

For r must now to Oheron. \^Exit. 
• 

Enter Dkjietrii'S ami Helkna, running. 

I/el. Stay, ^ongh thou kill mo, sweet De- 
metrius. 

iJem. 1 charge thee, hence, and do not 
haunt me thus. 

He!. O ! wilt thou darkling leave me ? do 
not .so. 

Dem. Stay, on thy jxu’il ; I alone will go. 

[AnV. 

Hel. O ! 1 am out of breath in this fond 
chase. 

'fhe more my prayt‘r, the le.sser is my grace. 
Happy is Hermia, wlu'resoe’er she lies ; 

For she hath Messed and attractii’c eyes. « 
How came her eyes so bright ? Not with salt 
te:irs ; 

If so, my t^ye.s are oftener wa.sh’d than hers. 
No, no, r arn as ugly as a bear ; 

P’or beasts, that meet me, run away for fear; 
Thei'efore, no marvel, tRougli Demetrius 
Do, as a monster, fly my pi’csence thus. 

What wicked and dissinnbling gla.ss of mine 
Made me compare with lieriuia’.s sphery 
eyne ? — 

But who is here Lysander ! on the ground ? 
Dead, or asleep ? — I see no blood, no wound. - 
Lysander, if you live, good sir, awake. mu 
Lgs. \^Awakivg.'\ And run through fire 1 
will, for thy sweet sake. 

Ti*ansi>arent Helena ! Nature here shows art, 
That through thy bosom makes me sec thy 
lieai’t. 

Where is Demetrius ? O, how fit a word 
Ts that vile name to perish on my sword ! 

Hel. Do not say so, Lysander ; say not so. 
What though he love your Hermia ? Lord ! 
what though 1 
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Yet Hermia still loves you : then he content. 
■Lys. Content with Hermia 1 No : I do 
I’epeut 110 

Tlio tedious minutes I with her have spent. 
Not Hermia, but Helena T love. 

Who will not change a raven for a dove ? 

TJie will of man is toy his reason .sway’d, 

And reason says you are the worthier maid. 
Things growing are not ripe until their season; 
»So I, being young, till now ripe iiot> to rtjason ; 
And touching now the ])oint of human skill, 
Reason becomes the wiarahal to ruy will, 

And leads me to your eyes; wJiere I o'er- 
look ii» 

IjOvo’s .stories, written in love’s richest book. 
Il^l. Wherefons visis I to thi.s keen mockery 
born ? 

When, at your hand.s, did I dc.serv’e this scorn ? 
Is ’t not enough, is ’t not enough, young man. 
That I did nt'ver, no, nor never (‘|in, 

Deserve a .swffet look from Demetrius’ eye, 
But you must flout my insufficiency 1 
<jrOO<l troth, you do me wrong, gootl .sootli, 
you do, , 

In such disdainful manner mo to woo. 

Butfam you well : perforce I must confess, i 
I thought you lord of more true gentleiu'ss. 

O, tliat a huly of one man refus’d 


ACT 

Scene I. — ^The Same. Titania lying asleep. 

£nf.rr Qi;ince, Snug, Bottom, Fltjtk, 
Snout, and Starvhlinij. 

fioL Are we all met? 

Quin. Pat, j>at ; ami here 's a marvellous 
conveuiout place foi- our reluyii’sal. This 
gr^Nin plot shall be qur stage, this hawtlioru- 
brako our tiring-liouse ; and we will do it in 
action, as Ave will do it before tiio duke. 

/Jot. Peter Quince, — 

Qniu. What .s^iy'st thou, bully Bottom ? u 

Hot. There ai-o things in this comedy of 
“ Pyinmus and Thisby,” that will never pleti.se. 
First, Pyramus iiuist draw a swor<l to kill 
iiirasclf, which the ladies cannot abide. How 
answer yon that ? 

Snout, By ‘r lakiu, a parlous fear. 

Star, I l>elieve, we must hiave the killing 
out, when all is done. 

Bot. Not a whit : I have a dtjvice to make 
all well. Write me a prologue; and let tlio 
prologue se<an to stiy, wo will do no harm 
with our swoi'ds, and that Pyrarnus is not 
killed indeed : and, for the more l>etter as- 
surance, tell them that I, Pymmus, am not 


SlTould of another therefore be abus’d ! [JPa.'if. 
Lys. She sees not Hermia. — Hermia, sleep 
thou there ; 

And never may’st thou oome Ly.sander near. 
For, as a surfeit of tlio sweetest things 
The deepest loathing to the stomac^ brings ; 
dr, as the heresies, that men do leave, 

Ai*e hated most of those they did deceive ; 

So thou, my surfeit, and my heresy, i-w 

Of all be hated, but the most of me. 

And, all my -powers, address your love and 
might 

To honour Helen, ,and to be her knight. [Exit. 
Her. [Aviaking.^ Help me, Lysamler, help 
me ! do thy best, 

To pluck this crawling serpent from my bi-east. 
Ah me, for pity ! — what a dream was hex*e! 
Ly.sander, look, how I tlb quake with fear. 
Methought a serpent eat my heart away, 

And you sat smiling at his cruel pi ^y . — 
Lysander ! what, i-euiov’<I ? Lysaiider ! lord ! 
What, out of hearing? gone? no sound, no 
word ? c.i 

Alack ! where are you ? speak, an if you hear ; 
SjKjak, of all Ioa'os ! I swoon almost with fear. 
No? —then I well perceive you are not.nigh.: 
Either death, or yon, I ’ll find immediately. 

[Exi{. 


nr. 

pyramus, but Bottom the weaver. This Avill 
put them out of fear. 

Qui}i. Well, we will have such a prologue, 
and it shall be written in eight and six. 

Bot. No, make it two moi-e let it lx* 
wi*itt(in ill eight and eight. no 

Snont. Will not the ladies be afeard of the 
lion ? • 

Star. I fear it, I promise you. 

; Dot. Mastei-s, you ought bi consider with 
i youi-selvos ; to bring in. Cod shield us ! a lion 
among ladies, is a most dreatlful thing ; for 
there is not a moi-e fearful wild-fowl than 
your lion living, and we ought to look to it. 

Snout. TJiercfore, another prologue must 
tell he is not a lion. 

Bot. Nay, you must name liis name, and 
half his fjtce must be seen tlu-ough the lion’s 
neck ; and ‘lie himself must spovk through, 
.saying thus, or to the same defect; — “ Ladie.s,” 
or, “ Fair ladies, I would wish you,” or, “ T 
would request you,” or, ‘‘ I would entreat 
you, not to fear, not to tremble ; my life for 
yours. If you think I come hither as a lion, 
it were pity of my life ; no, I am no such 
thing: I am a man as other men are;” and 



Act III. A MIDSUMMER- 

there, indeed, let him name liis name, «n<f tell 
them plainly he is Snug, the joiner. 

• IQtmi. Well, it shall be so. But there is 
two hal'd things : 'that is, to bring th(i moon- 
light into a chamber ; for y«u know, Tyramua 
and Thisby meet by moonlight. m 

Snug. Both tlio moon shine that nighf we 
play our play ? 

JSot A. calendar, a calendar ! look in tlur 
almanac ; find out moomshino, find out moon- 
‘shine. 

Quin. Yea, it doth shine that night. * 

Hot. Why, then you may leave a casement 
of the great chamber^ window, where we play, 
open ; and the moon may shine in at the 
casement. ' w 

Quin. Ay ; or else one must come in with 
a bush of thorns and a lanthorn, and say, he 
comes to disfigure, or to present, the i)crson 
of Moonshine. Then, thei*e is anotheu* thing : 
we nmst have a wall in the great chamber ; 
for Py ramus ami Thisby, says the story, did 
talk through the chink of a wall. 

Snug. You can never bring in a wall. — , 
What say you, Bfjttom ? 

* Jiot. Some man or other must pi'esent 
Wall; and let him have some plaster, or some 
loam, or some rough-cast about him, to signify 
wall ; and let him hold his fingei*s thus, and 
through that cranny shall Py ramus and 
Thisby whisper. 

Quin. If that may Ije, then all is well. 
Come, sit down, every mother’.s .son, and re- 
hetu’se your ])arts. Pyramus, you begin. 
When you have spoken your speech, enter 
inte that brnke ; and so every one according 
to his c<ie. 


BREAM. «cknu f,; 

[ undorstaiid, he goes but to see a noise that he 
heard, and is to come agaiii>* 

77ij.s-. “ Most i-iidiant Pyramus, most lily- 
white of lum, 

Of coloxir like iho red rose on triumphant brier, 
Most brisky juvenal, and eke most lovely Jew, 
As true as truest horse, that yet would never 
tire. 

I’ll mccfittliee, Pyramus, :it Ninny’s tomb.” 

‘Ninus’ tomb, man. Why, you must 
not s|x‘ak that yet; that you answer to Py- 
ramus, You speak all your ]»artatoncf?, ciu's 
and all. — Pyramus, enter : your cue is jaist ; 
it is “ never tire,” 

H^-nUer Puck, ntul Bottom, imth ro* nsn'a 
h'cdd. 

• 

This. O • — “ As true as truest horse, thaf 
yet would never tire.” 

Pgr. “^If I were fair, Thisby, I were only 
thine.” — 

Quin. monstrous ! O stiange ! we arc 
hauivbed. 

Pi'ay, mastei's ! fly, niiistcrs ! help ! 

\^Exennt Clowntt. 

Puck. I ’ll follow you, I ’ll lead you about 
u round. 

Through l>og, through bush, through brala'. 
through brier : 

Sometime a horse I ’ll lx?, sometime a hound. 
A hog, a hesidless bear, sometime a fire ; m 
And neigh, and baric, and grunt, and rojir, 
ami burn. 

Like hom% Jiound, hog, bear, lire, at every 
turn. [Exii. 

Hot. Why do they nm away ? this is a 
kiiavery of them, to make me afeard. 


Enter Puck behind.. 

Puck. What hempen home-spuns nave M'e 
swaggering here. 

So near the cradle of the fairy queen ? 

What, a play toward ? I ’ll be an' auditor ; 

An actor too, ])ei*ha|>s, if I see cause. 

Quin,. Speak, Pyramua — ^Thisby, stand 
forth. 

Pyr. “ Thisby, the flowers of odious sav'ours 
sweet,” — 

Quin. Odotirs, odours. 

Pw- — “ odours sav'ours sweet : 

So hath thy breath, my deareslf Tliisby, deai*. 

But, hark, a voice ! stay thou but here 
awhile, 

And by and by 1 will to ^lee appear.” [Exit. 

Puck. A stranger Pyi-amus than e’er play’d 
here ! ^ \Exit. 

This. Must I speak now I oj 

Quin, Ay, many, must you ; for you must 


lie-eidrr Snout. 

Snout. O Bottom ! thou art changed : what 
<lo 1 .sec on thee? [Exit. 

Hot. What do ycu see l you see air «Ss- 
head of your own, do you nu 

Re-erUer Quinck. 

Quin. Bless thee, Bottom ! bless thee ! thou 
n't translated. [Exit. 

Hot. I see their knavery. This is to make 
an as.s of me. to fright me, if they coidd. 
But I will not .stir from this place, do Avhal 
they can. 1 will walk up and down iH^n*, 
and I will sing, that they shall hear I am not 

afraid.' [Singe. 

The ouselrcock, so black of h ue, ' 

With orange-tauniy bill, 

The throstle with his note so true, 

Tikx wren wiih little quUL iw 
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A MIDSITMMER-NIOHrS DRKAK. 


.S<?ENB Tt- 


Tita. \A\oaki'ng.^ Wluit angel wakes me from 
my flowery be<l ? 

Rot. The Jinch, tJie H 2 )arrow, and the lark, 
The phnn-sonr/ cuckoo (fra if, 

Whose note Jiill many a man doth mark, 
And dares not answer, imy ; 
for, iinloed, wlio would set his wit to .so fool- 
i.sh a bird ! who would give a biitl the lie, 
though h<j cry “ cuckoo ” never so 1 « 

Ttta. I [U’tvy thee, gentle mortal, sing again : 
3Iine ear is much enamour’d of thy not<} ; i-so 
*So is mine eye enthral hxl to thy .shape ; 

And thy fair virtne’.s force, perforce, dotli 
move me, 

On the first view, to .say, to swear, I .1oa*< 
"thee. 

jffoh Methinks, mistress, you should have 
little reason for that : ami yet, to say the 
truth, rea.son and love keep little company 
together now-a-days. The mon^ ^the l>ity, 
that some honest neighbours will not mak(‘- 
ihem frioiuls. Nay, I can gleek ujwn oc 
eusion. o 

'fita. Thou art as wise as thou .art betiu- 
tiful. 

Hot Not so, neither ; but if I had wit 
enough to get out of this wood, I have enough ! 
to servo mine own turn. 

TitO: Out of this wood do not desire to go; j 
Tliou shalt remain here, whether thou wilt or ! 

I 

no. i 

T am a spirit of no common rate ; j 

T’he summer still doth tend upon ray state ; 
And I do love thee : therefore, go with me ; j 
J ’ll give thee fairies to attend on thee. 

And they shall fetch thee jewels from the 
deep, !«* 

And sing while thou on pressed dowel's dost j 
sleep : 

And I will purge thy mortal grossness so, 

That thou shalt like an airy spirit go.- 
Pease-blossom ! Cobweb I Moth! and Mustard- 
seed ! 

Enter Four Fairies. 

1 Fai. Ready. 

2 /Vo. Andl. 

3 Fai. And I. . 

4 Fai. When} .shall we gol ' 

Tita. Re kind and courteous to this gentle- 
man : 

Hop in his w.alks, and gambol in his eyes ; 

Feed him with aprioocks, and dewbciTies, 

With purple gi’ajies, green figs, and mul- 
berries. 


To have my love to bed, and to arise ; 

And pluck the wings from painted butterflie.s^ 
To fan the moonbeams fi'om his sleeping eyes.. 
Nod to him, elves, and do him courtesies. 

1 Fai. Hail, ifiortal ! 

2 Fai Hail! 

Fai Hail! 

4 Fai. Hail ! 

Hot. I cry your worships mercy, heartjly- 
— I beseech your worship’s name. 

Cob. Cobweb. 

Hot. 1 shall desire you of more acquain- 
i tance, good Master Cobweb. If I cut my 
linger, I shall make bold with you. — Your 
name, lionest gentleman t 
Peas. Pease-blossom. 

j Bot. I pray you, commend me to Mi.stress 
I .Squa-sh, your mother, and "to Master Peascod, 

1 j'^our father. Gootl Master Ptsasc-blossom, 1 
j shall desire you of more ucquaintancf too.^ — 
Your name, I Ixiseech you, sir 'l 
Mus. JMustard-seeil. 

Bot. Good Master Mu.stai'd-seed, I know 
j your patience well : that sam':; cowardly, 
giant-like oxlxjcf hath de\oun!d many st 
gentleman of your house. I jn'omise you, 
your kindred hath made my eyes water <‘if 
now. I desire you moi-e acquaintjince, goodi 
Master Mustai*d-seed. 

Tita. ( Vjino, wait upon him : lead him 
mv bower. 

The moon, methinks, looks with a watery 
eye; . •.’*» 

And wheix she weeps, weeps every littlo 
flower, 

Lamenting some enforced chastity. 

Tie uj) my love’s tongue*, bring liim silently. 

\^Exeun(. 


Scene II. — Another Pai*t of tlie Wood. 

Enter Oberox. 

Obc. I wonder, if Titania be awak’d ; 

Then, wliat it wa.s that next came in her eye. 

Which .she must dote on in extremity. 

Enter Puck, 

Here comes my messenger. — How now, mad 
spirit?* 

What night-rule now about this liaunted 
grove ? 

Puck. My mistress with a monster is in 
love. 


The lioney-bags steal from the huinble-la«s, ire Near to her clo^* and wnsecrat'xl bower, 
And for night-taiKjra crop their waxen thighs, Wliilo she was in her dull and .sleeping hour 
And light them at the fiery ghnv-worm's ♦yes, A crew of patche.s, rude meelianicals, 
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A MIDSTTMMER-NIGHT’S DREAM. 


Tlmt work for brea<l ujKwi Atheuiaii stall.*?, i<> 
Wei’e met together tt) reheai-sc a play, 
Intended for great Theseus’ nuptial day. 

The shallowest thick-.skin of that baiTcn .sort, 
WJio Pyi’ainus presented in |heir sjmrt, 
Eoi*sook his scene, and enter’d in a brnke, 
When I*did him at this advantage take ; • 

An aas’s nowl I fixed on his head : 

Anon, his Thisbe must be answeitsl, 

And forth my mimic comes. When they 
• him spy. 

As wild geese tluit tlie Cieejmig fowler eye, » 
Or nisset-imtcd choughs, many in sort, 

Rising and cawing at the gun’s i*eiK)rt, 

Sever themselve-s, and madly sweep the .sky ; 
So, at his sight, away his fellows fly, | 

And, at our stam]), here o’er and o’er one falls : j 
He murder cries, aitd helji from Athens calls. 
Their sense thus weak, lost with their fears 
thus strong, 

IVIade .senseless things l>egin to do them Avrong ; j 
For briers and thorns at their ai)parel snatch ; j 
Some, sleeves, .som<;, hats, from yielders all ; 
things catch. 

I led them on in this distracted f(*ar, 1 

„„A*mI left sweet Pyrsimus translated there ; 
When in that moment (so it came to pass) 
Titania wak’d, and straightway lovM an a.ss. 
06e. Tliis falls out better than I could 
devist;. 

But hast thou yet latch’d the Athenian’s eyes 
With the love-juice, as I did bwl thee do? 
/*ucL I took him sleeping, (that is finish’d 
too) 

And the Athenian woman by his side, 

That, Avhen he wak’d, of force .she must bo 
ep^’d. w 

Euler Demetrius nnd Hehmia. 

Ohe. i^tand close: this is tint .same Athenian. 
Puck, 'rhis is the woman ; but not this the 
nnui. 

Dem-. O ! why rebuke you him that loves j 
you .so 1 I 

Lay breath .so bitter on your bitter foe. j 

/fer. Now I but chide ; but I should use 
the*; woi-se. 

For thou, I fear, hast given me cause to cui'sc. 
if thou hast slain Lysander in his sleep, 

Being o’er .shoes in blood, plunge in the deep, 
And kill me too. * • 

'Die sun was not so true unto the day, «> 
jVs he to me. Would he have stol’n away 
From sleeping Hermia 1 I ’ll believe as soon, 
•This whole eai-th may be boil’d, and that the 
moon 

May thi'ough the centie creep. And so displea.se 
Her brether’s noontide with the Antipodes. 


It cannot Ik? but thou hast miUTler'd him ; 

.So .should a murderer look, so dead, so grim. 

Dem. So should the mHrdei*’d look, and ho 
.should i. 

Pierc’d through the heart with your stern 
cruelty ; 

Yet you, the murd<n’<'r, look as bright, as 
clear, <to 

As yonder Venns in her glimmering sphere. 

Jler. What’s this to my Lysander I where 
is he 1 

Ah, good Demetrius, Avilt thou giA-e him me V 

Dem. I had rather give his caiA'ass to my 
hound.s. 

Her. Out, dog! out, cur! thou driest me 
« )»ast the IxMinds 

Of maiden’.s patience. *Hast thou .slain him 
then ? 

Henceforth l>e neA-c*r numbered among men ' 
<_) ? once tell true, tell true, e’eu for my .sake 
Durst thoifhav'e ltx>k’d upon him,l)eing awake,. 
Anti hast thou kill’d him sleeping ? O VtraA** 
tOUcl)?! 7ft 

Could not a woi'in, an adder, <lo so much ? 

An julder did it ; for with doubler tongue 
Than thine, thou sov|)cnt, never atld<*r stung. 

Dem. You sjiend your passion on a mis})ris’d 
mood ; 

1 am not guilty of T^ysander’s blood. 

Nor is he dea<l, for aught tliat 1 can tell. 

Her, I pray thee, Udl mo then, that he is 
Avell. 

Dem. An if I could, what .should I get there- 
fore ? 

He,r. A piivih'ge, never to .see me more.- - 
And from thy halt'd pre.senee part I so ; t© 
See me no more, Avhetlu;r he be dead or no. 

[AatV. 

Dem. Diere i.s no following her in this fierce 
A fin : 

Here, (lierefore, for a while T Avill remain. 

So .soi'row’s heaviness doth heavier grow 
For debt that bankrujtt .sleep doth sorrow owe ; 
Which now in .some slight measure it xVill pay. 
If for his temler here I make some stay. 

\IAe& (lowiu 

Ohe. What hast thou done ? thoit hast mis- 
taken quite, 

And laid the love-j«nce on some true-loxe’s 
sight : 

Of thy mi.sprision nnest pt'rforce ensue «"> 
Some true-love turn’d, and not a false turn’t! 
true. 

Puck. Then fate o’er-rules, that, one nwin 
holding troth, 

A million fail, confounding oath on oath. 

Obe. AboJit the Avootl go swifter than the 
Avind,' 
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Aiul .Hclciiit I't' Atlu'iis look thou liiul : 

All fancy-sick slio is, and i)alc of ch<*pr : 

NVitU sighs of love, that cost the fresh blood 
dear. 

By sotiie illusion see thou bring her Jiere 
J ’ll cJi;i rin his eyes against she do aj>j)ettr. 

i'ucL I go, I go ; look how 1 go ; , iw 

s^vil‘t(‘r than arrow from the Tartar’s bow. 

\lCxit. 

r%r. Flower of this purple <li<',' 

Hit with Cupid’s anflutry, 

, . Sink in apple of his eye. 

When his iov(? he doth espy, 

JLet her shine ns gloriously 
As the Veiius of lIh^ .sky. — 

• When thoii wak’st, if she Ikj bvj 

• Beg of her for remedy. 

Ji’r-cnter VrcK. 

Puck. Captain of our fairy baiiji, 
lielenn is here at hand, 

. . And the youth, mistook by me, 

I ‘leading for a lover’s 
Shall we their fond pageant 
Lord, what fools these mortals bc' 

Ohe. Stand asidi; : the noise they make 
Will <.‘ause Demetrius to awake. 

J*iicl:. Then will two at once woo oiut ; 

That must needs Ihj s[>orb alone : 

And those things do best please iije. 
'J'hat bfdall 2jre|)0.st<;rou.sly. 

Pntci' Lvsaxukr and Helena. 

Lt/.'i. Why should you tliiuk that I should 
woo in scorn? 

.. Scorn and derision never come in teal's ; , . .• 
Look, wlien I vow, f weep ; and vows so born 
,rn their nativity xill truth appears. 

How can tlie.se things in im? seem sconi to you, 
l^iiriag the badge of faith to prove them 
true '1 

Hal. You do advance your cunning moix: 

, , ^ and more. 

.W’heii truth kills truth, O devilish-holy fray ! 
'I’he.sc! vows are Herinia’.s : will you give h<5r 
o’er? »»' 

AVeigh oath with oath, and you will notjiing 
weigh : 

. vows, to her and me, jmt in two s<?ale.s, 

W'ill (;von weigh, and )x>th as light as talas. 
Ay.v, I had no judgment, wlien to lier f 
swore. 

lid. Nor none, in my mind, now you give 
her o’er. 

A//». Demetrius loves her, and he loves not 

\AwakivAj^ O Helen, godde.ss, nyiupli, 
i>erfect, divine.' 


1^0 what, my love, shall I compare thine oyne ? 
Cryatid is muddy. O I how ripe in show 
Thy li^w, those kissing cherries, tempting , 
grow I iKi 

Tliat pure congealed white, high Taurus’ snow, 
Fanit’d with the eastern wind, turns to a crow, 
Wluiu thou hold’st up thy liand. O, let me 
kiss 

This priuc(!ss of imre white, tliis seal of bliss 1 
J/el. O spite ! O hell ! 1 see, you ah arc 
bent 

'To sot ogiiiust me, for your uierriment : 

Jf y®u*\i"ere civil and knew courtesy, 

You would not do me thus much injury. 

Can you not hate me, as I know you do, 

But you inu.st join in soids to mock me too ? iw 
If you were men, as men you are in show, 

You •would not use a ge\itle lady so ; 

'To vow, and swear, and superpraisii my parts. 
When, I am sure,you hate mo withy .mr hearts. 
You both are rivals, and lov<i Hcrmia, 

And now I.K)th rivals, to mock Helena 
A trim cxjdoit, a manly enteiprise, 

'J’o conjure tears uj) in a poor inuid's eyes 
W iUi your derision ! nom; f>f noble soi't 
\Yould so offend a virgin, and extort , wo 
A poor soul’s patience, all to make you sport. 

L'ifs. You ai'(* unkind, Demetrius; be not so^ 
For you love Hcrmia; thi.s, you know, 1 
know : 

And licrc, with all good will, with all my heart, 

Jn Hermia’s love I yield you uj) my part ; 

And yours of Helena to jue b<?(pieath, 

Who«» I do love, and will do till my death. 

Hd. Never did mockers wsiste* more idle 
brcatli. 

Dcm. Lysauder, k«i<^2) thy Hcrmia; I will 
none : 

rf e’cir I lov'd her, all that love is gone. w 
My heart to her but as giiest-wi.se sAjourn’d, 
And now to Helen is it home return’d, 

'There te remain. 

Lys. Helen, it is not so. 

Dem, Disparage not the faith thou dost not 
know, 

ficst to thy i)eril thou aby it dear. — 
ijook, where ti»y love comes : yonder is thy 
dear. 

£n(er Hermia. 

ffer. DaVk night, that from the eye hfe 
function t^es, 

Tlie ear more tpiick of njiprehensioii n^kes; 
Wherein it doth impair the seeing sense. 

It pays the heai’ing double recompense. — lao 
'Thou art not by mine eye, Lysauder, found; 
Mine ear, I thank it, brought me to thy sound. 
But why unkindly didst thou lef'ivomc so'l 
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SCENK II. 


Act 111 . 


Ayjf. Why Hhoiikl he stay, whom love (lotli 
press to go ? 

Her. What love could press Lysander from 
my side ? 

Lys, Lys.'inder’s love, that would not let 
hkii hide, , ^ 

Eair Helena, who more engilds the night 
Than all you heiy O’s and eyes of light. 

Why seek’st tliou me ? could not this make 
thee know, 

T'he hate I bear thee mad< me leave thee so? i»» 
//er. You speak not as you think : it ‘can- 
not 

JM. Lo ! she is one of this confederacy. 
Now I j>erceivo they have conjoin’d all three, 
To fashion thi.s fals<j sjjort in spite of me. 
Injurious Hermia ! most ungrateful maid ! 
t la\'e you conspir’d, have you with these t!on- 
triv’d 

To l>ait me with this foul derision i 
is all the coun.sel tliat we two luwo shar’d, 
The sisters’ vows, the hoursthat wc have sp<^!nt. 
When we have chi<l the hasty-footed time a«i 
^'V>r j)arting u.s,-— O ! is all forgot? 

All school-tlay.s’ friendship, childhootl inno- 
cence ? 

We, Hoi'inia, like two artificial gotls. 

Have, with our needles createtl Imth one flower. 
Both on one sampler, .sitting on one cushion, 
Both warbling of one song, both in one key, 
As if our hands, our sides, voic®.s, and minds, 
Hatl been inwiTorate, So we grew together, 
liike to a double cherry, seeming pjirted, 

But yet an union in partition j aio 

I’wo lovely berrie.s monlde<l on one shun ; 

So, with two seeming bodu‘S, but one heart ; 
'IVo of the first, like coats in heraldry, 

Due but to one, ami crowned with one crest. 
And will you rend our ancient love asumfer, 
To join A?ith men in scorning your |)oor frieml ? 
It is not friendly, ’t is jiot maidenly ; 

Our sex, jis well as I, may chide you for it, 
Though I alone do feel the injury. 

Her. t am amazed at your passionate w'ords. 
i’seorn you not: it .seems that you .scorn me. asi 
Uel. Have you not set Lytsinder, as in 
scorn, 

To follow me, and praise my eyes and face, 
And made your other love, Demetrrus, 

(Who even but now did spurn me with his 
foot) • 

To call me goddess, nymph, divine, and rare, 
Precious, celestial ? Wherefore speaks he this 
To her he hates ? and wherefoi'e doth By sander 
Deny your love, so rieh within Ins sotd. 

And tender me, forsooth, afTection, »» 

But by your setting on, by ymjr consent 1 
VVliat though I be not. so in grace as you. 


So hung upon with love, so fortunate. 

But miserable mo.st to lovo unlov d. 

This you .should j>ity r:ither than despise. 

Her. I under.st:iml not what you mean by 
this. 

//e,/. Ay, do, perse vei-, counterfeit sad Ipoks, 
Make mouths nixm im^ wlnn I turn my back ; 
Wink at each other ; liold the sweet jest up : 
: This sport,* well (uirried, .shall be chronicled. «« 
j If you have any pity, grace, or mannei-s, 

I You would not make me such an a)-gumcnt. 

I But, faro ye well ; ’t is j)artly mine own 
I fault, 

I Which death, or alwence, soon shall remedy. 
Zyjj. Stay, gentle Helena I hoar my excuse: 
My love, my life, my soul, fair Helena f 
HH. O excellent ! 

//er. Sw’eet, do not scorn her so. 

I I)eni. If she cannot entreat, I can comjH)!. 
Lys. Thttu canst com])el no nunx; than she. 
entreat : 

Tliy thnaits lyive no Jiiore. stixuigth than her 
weak pmyers. — sao 

•Helen, I love thc(f ; by my life, I do : 

I swear by that whicli I xvill lose for tliee, 

'Po prove him false, that .says I love thee not. 
Dem. I say, I love thee more than he can 
lo. 

Lys. If thou .say so, witlidniw', and prove it 
too. 

Dem. Quick, come, — 

Jfer. Lysandc^r, wlicr<;to tends all this t 
Jjys. A way, you Kthiop 
De.ni. No, no, sir: — 

Seem to bn*ak loose ; take on, as you wouhf 
follow' ; 

But yet come not. You are :t. tiina> man, go! 
Lys. Hang oil", thoii eat, thou burr ! vile 
thing, let loose, anu 

! Or J w'ill shake thee from me Iik(! a serpent, 
i Her. Wliy are yon grown .so rude? wh:j,t 
I change is tliis, 

I Sw'eet love ? 

Ijys. Thy lo\-e , '( out, taw'ny Tartar, out ! 
Out, loathed medicine ! O hated potion, hence J 
Her. Do yon not jest ? 

Hel. Y (‘s, sooth ; and so do you. 

Lys. Demetrius, I w ill k«’ej) my word with 
thee. 

Dam. .1 wouhl, I hud )'our bond ; for, 1 
perceive, 

A weak bond holds you : I ’ll not trust your 
word. 

Lys. What ! should J hurt her, strike her, 
kill her dead ? 

Although I hate her, I’ll not harm her so. 

Ifei\ What ! can you do me greater harm 
than hate i 
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A MIDSUMMER-NIGHT’S DREAM. 


Sf!KXK IT. 


Iluto irte ! wiiovc-'fort' I O au; ! whut news, my 
lo\'c ? 

Am not I I [praiia ? An,* not yon Ly.siin<lci* 1 
I am JUS fair now, as I was erewliilt*. 

Since ni^ht you lov’d me ; yet, since night you 
left me. 

Why, then yon left me (O, the goils forhid !) 
In earne.st, shall 1 say'l 

/>//*’• Ay, hy iny life ; 

And never did dc.sire to s»“e thee more. 
Therefore, Ixj out of hope, of cpiestion, of doubt; 
Bo certain, nothing truer ; ’tis no jest, sn' 
That 1 do hati' thee, and love Helejia. 

//e?*. O me ! -you juggler! you canker- 
, blossom ! . 

You thief of love ! frhat, ha\"e you come by 
night. 

And stol’n my love’s heart from him ? 

/A;/. Fine, i’ faith ! 

Have you no mo<lestv, no maideu^shaim*, 

No touch of ba.shbdness ! What, will you 
tear * 

lm]>atieut answ('r.s from my gentle tongue '1 
Eit*, lie ! you countri’feit, you puppet you ! 

/A 7*. Puppet I vvhy so ? Ay, that way 
goes the game. 

Now I [)em*ive that she hath made compare 
Between our statures ; she hath urg’d her 
- height, •*“.>! 

And with her pci*sonage, her tall personage, 
Her Ju'ight, forsooth, she hath pi’evail’d with 
him. — 

And are you grown so high in his e.stcem. 
Because I am .so dwarfish, and .so low ? 

How low am I, thou painted mayj)olc ? speak ; 
How low am 1 '? 1 am not yet .so low. 

But that my nails can micli unto thine eyes. 
J/ef. I jatiy you, though you muck im*, 
gentleihen, 

her not hurt me : I was nev»n- curst ; ."■<« 

I diave no gift at all in shrewislme.ss ; 

I am a light maid for my cowardice : 

Let her not .strike me. You, perhaps, may 
think, 

B(‘cause she is somefhijig lower than myself. 
That I can match lier. 

//r?'. Lower ! hark, again. 

//e/. < lood IRrnnia, do not lx* .so hitter with 
me. 

I evermore did love yon, Ileriuia, 

Did ever keep your counsels, never wrong'd 
you; 

.Save that, in love unto Demetrius, 

I told him of your stealth unto this wo<xl. ;jio 
H e follow’d you ; for love, 1 follow’d him ; 

But he liath chid mo hence, and threaten’d 
me 

To strike me, .spurn me, nay, to kill me too : [ 


And now, so you will let me quiet go, 

To Athens uill I bear my folly back, 

And follow you no further. Lot me go : 

You see liow .sin;i>le and how fond 1 am. 

Ue.f. M'hy, got you gone. Who is 't that 
hindei’s you? 

llel. A foolish heart, that I leave here 
hell it id. 

Her. What, with Lysander ? 

I I el, Vvith Demetrius. 

Ltfit. Be not afraid ; she shall not harm 
thee, Helena. 

Dem. No, sir ; she .shall not, though yon 
take her jiart. 

Ilel. D ! when she is angry, she is keen 
and .shrewil. 

8he was a vixen, when sLo winit to school ; 
Ami, though she be but little, slui is li(*rc(;. 
Jler. Little again? nothing but low ami 
little ?- 

Why will you suffer her to flout me thus? 

Let me come to her. 

Ljfs. Get you gone, you dwarf . 

Yon minimus, of hindering knot-grass made , 
You beml, yon ueorii. „ 

JJe.in, You are too officious :-> 

In her behalf that scorns your services. 

Let her alone ; speak not of Helena ; 

Take not her j>art, for if thou dost inteiul 
Never so little^ show of love to her, 

Thou slialt aby it. 

Z///.V. Now she hohls me not ; 

Now follow, if thou dar’st, to try who.se right, 
Of thine or mine, is most in Helena. 

Dem. Follow? nay, I’ll go with thee, 
cheek hy job*. 

Lysandeu and Demrtriu.s 
Her. Yon, inistrcs.s, all this coil is long of 
yon. 

Nay, go not back. 

Hel. I will not tni.st yoti, 1, •■«■> 

No longer stay in your curst eonipaiiy. 

Your hands than mine are quicker for a fray ; 
My legs are longer though, to run away. 

[Exit. 

Her. I am amaz’d, and know not what t(» 
say. yExit. 

Obe. This is thy negligence : still thou 
ini.stak’st, 

Or else coniiuitt’st thy knaveries wilfully. 
Euxk. Believe m<?, king of shadows, I mis- 
took. 

Did not you tell ino, T should know the man 
By the Athenian garments lie liad on ? 

And so far blameless proves niy enterprise, 
That 1 have 'ilointetl an Athenian’s eyes ; 

And so far am* I glad it so did sort. 

As thi.s their jangling I esteem a sjxirt. 



Act III. 


A MIDSlJMMER-NKJirrs DREAM. 


Scene IT. 


Ohe. Thou Kcest, thc.so iovers seek a j»laco 
to tight : 

Hie therefoi'o, Rohin, ov'M'fa.'st the uight ; 

'fhe starry welkin ct)ver thou anon 
With drooping fog, as blacky as Acluiron ; 

And lead these testy rivaJ.s so astray, 

As one boine not within another's way, ^ s-vj 
Lik(! to Lysander .si)nietinie frame thy tongue, 
Then stir Demetrius up with bitfor wrong ; 
And sometime rail thou like Dem<;lri\is ; 

And from cacdi other look thou le.ul them 
thus, 

Till o ’er their brows death-eon nba feiting 
slee]> 

With leaden legs and batty wings <loth 
creep : 

Then crush this herb into Dysainh'r’s eye ; 
Whoso li(pior hath»this virtuous property, 

To take from thence all error with his might. 
And make his eyeballs roll with wonted 
sight. 

.When they next wake, all this (h'rision srn 
Shall seem a <lreani, aiul frnith\ss vision ; 

And back to .Athens shall the lov<irs wend, 
Vv’^ith league whose date till death shall ne\er« 
end. 

Whiles 1 in this atlair do thee euiplo}', 
f ’ll to my queen, and beg luu- Tmlian boy ; 
And then I will her eharm<‘d eye relc'ase 
From monster’s view, and all things shall be 
peace. 

Park. My fairy lord, this uuist be done 
with ha.ste. 

For night’s swift «lragons cut the clouds full 
fast, 

And yonder shines Auroi-a’s harbinger ; :»*> 

At who.se approach, ghosts, waialering h<‘re 
Mid there. 

Troop home to churchyards : dainnc*! spirif.s | 
^all. 

That in crossways and floods have burial, 
Already to tluur w'ormy beds are gon<; ; 

For fear lest tlay .shouhl look tlieir shames 
upon, 

Th<‘y wilfully themselves (!xile from light, 

Aiul inu.st for aye consort with black-brow’d 
night. 

Obe. But w’e arc spirits of anotimr sort. 

I with ,the morning’.s love have oft nuule 
s])ort ; 

.And, like a fore.ster, the groves may trea<l, •tii" 
Evmi till the eastern gite, .all tmry-red, 

0]X‘ning on Neptune with fair bles.sed 
beams, 

Turns into yellow goM his salt green .streams. 
But, notwithstanding, haste ■, make no <lelay : 
We may effect this busine.s.s yet ei*e day. 

■ [A'.wV. 


T^p and downi, up and down ; 

1 will lead them np and down : 

1 am fear’d in held and town ; 
Gohlin.'lead them U]) and <lown. 
Here comes one. 

« 

Jlr.-rnhu' LvsaNDER. 

Ltjti. Where aid lliuu, proud Demetrius ] 
, .speak thou now. 

Puck. 4tere, villain ! drawn and ready. 

Where art thou i 
Lytt. 1 will he witli thei* sti-idght.. 

Puck: Follow me then 

'I'o plaiiK')' ground. 

^hjUl IjA’S. (l{< ii<) t/ir rci'cc. 

I • lk:-t'nti'r DEMKrrtll’s. 

Ly.sunder, speak again. • 

Thou rumuvay, thou coward, art thou fleil ? 
Speak ! In some Imsh 1 When' do.st tin lu hide 
tli^’ head ? 

Puck. Thou coward ! art thou bragging to 
the lilars. 

Telling the l»u.shes that thou look’st for waiv, 
.And wilt not come? (’ome, recreant; come, 
thou child ; 

1 ’ll whip thee with a rod : he is defil’d, 4;() 
'flint draws a sword on th(*e. 

Ih'ui, Y('a ; art thou there? 

I'uck. Follow my voice : wt* 'll try no 
manhood here. [A’.-v /'//j*. 

R' -c liter r.vsANnKa. 

////.S'. lie got's before me, and .still d.i.ns 
nu* on ; 

When I eniiK* wdiere he calls, then he i,s 
gone. 

The villain is much lighter-heel ’d than I : 

1 follow’ll fa.st, but faster he did fly ; 

'Hiat fallen am 1 in dark uneven tv'ay, 

.Ami here will rest me. [Ai’/.s* (luu:u.\ Come,, 
thou gi'iith* day ! 

For if hut once thou .diow iiu* thy grey light, 

1 il find Demetrius, ami revenge this spite, var 

[Sleeps^ 

Re eutcr PrcK and Demetrius. 

Ruck. Ho ! ho I ho ! Coward, why com’st 
thou not ? 

Rein. Aliiile me, if thou dar'st; for well 1 
wot, 

Thou ruiin’st before me, shifting every ]>lace, 
.•\nd dar'.st not .stand, nor look me in the face. 
Where art thou now ( 

Puck. Come Iiithcr : I am heie. 

Rciii. Nay, then thou iiiock'st me. 'J'hou 
shalt buy this dear, 

If ever T tliy face by day-light see*. 



Act IV. 


A MIDSUMMER-NIGHTVS BREAM. 


Scene I. 


Now, go tJiy way. FivintneBS coiiHtraiiioth 
mo 

To measuro out my kuigth on this cold IkmI : 
[iy day’s ai)i)roach look to be visited. 

^Lies (loum mid sleeps. 

Re-enter Helena. 

IfeL O weary night, (.) long and tedious 
night, 

Abate thy hours : shine, comforts,, from the 
east, 

That I may back to Atlnuis, by day-liglit, 
I'’roiu these that my poor conumny detest. 
An<l sleep, that sometimes shuts up sorrow’.s 
t^ye, 

.Steal I'ue awhile from mine own comjainy.. 

[tSleeps. 

Ruck. Y(it but tlu'ee ? (.’oine t»iU5 more ; 
Two of both kinds make up four. 
ilei-(.* she comes, curst and sad. 

Oupid is a knavish lad, ’ no 

Thus to make j)oor females mad. 

Re-rnler Heumia. ' 

lier. Never so weary, m'ver so in woe, 


ACT 

Scene I. — The Same. 

Enter Titania (md Bottom, Fiuries attemlhuj : 
Oueron behind unseen. 

Tita. Come, sit thee down u|)on this flowery 
bed, 

While T thy amiable t'heeks do coy, 

And stick musk-roses in thy sh^ek smwth 
head, 

-Vnd kiss thy fair large ears, my gentle joy. 
Jtot. Where’s Pease-blossom 
Peas. ll(;ady. 

Bot, Scratch my h(*ad, Pcase-l>hjssom. — 
AVhero’s Monsieur Cobweb ? 

Cob. Ready. . « 

Hot. Monsieur Cobweb ; good monsieur, 
get ytmr weapons in your hand, and kill me 
a re<l-hipped humble-be«*, on the toj) of a 
thistle ; and, good monsieui’, bring me the 
honey-bag. Do not fr<^t yo»irself too much in 
tlu‘ action, monsieur ; and, good monsieur, 
hav'c a care the honey-bag break not : 1 

would be loatli to hav(! you over-flowii with 
a honey-bag, signior, — Wln.-re s Monsieur 
.Mustard-seed ? 

Must. Ready. 

Rot. Give jne your neif. Monsieur Mustai-cl- 
seed. 

Pray you, leave your courtesy, good monsieur, j 


Bedal>ided with the dew, and torn with briers: 
I can no further crawl, no further go ; 

My legs can keep no pace with ray desires. 
Here will 1 rest mo till the break of day. 
Heaven shield hysandoi*, if they mean a fray ! 

\IAes down. 

Puck.. On the gi*ound 
Sleep sound ; 

I ‘11 apply 're 

To your eye, 

(ientle lover, remedy. 

[Sqiceeziug the juice on Lys.’s ct/c. 
When thou wak’st, 

Thou talk’st 
True delight 
In the sight 

Of thy former lady’s eye : 

And the country 'proverb known, 
That every man should take his own, 
In your waking shall be si 'iwn : 'i*-* 

Jack shall have Jill ; 

Nought shall go ill ; 

The man shall have his mare again, 
And all shall la? well. 

[Exit Peck. — Demetrius, Helena, dee. sleeji. 


1 V. 

Must. What 's your will ? 

Rot. Nothing, good monsieur, but to helj) 
Cavalery ('obwob to scratch. I mu.st to the 
barber’s, immsieur ; for, methinks, I am 
marv'cllous hairy about tlie face ; and I am 
such a. binder ass, if jny hair do Imt tickle me, 
1. must scratch. 

Tita. What, wilt thou hear some musif, 
my sweet lo\ e ? 

Rot. I have a reasonable good ear’ ill music : 

let’s have the tongs and the bones. •« 
Tita. Or, say, sweet love, what thou 
desir’st to eat. 

/Vo/. Truly, a p(?ck of pj’ovemler : I could 
munch your good dry oats. Methinks, I laivo 
a great <lesire to a bottle of hay : good hay, 
sweet hay, hath no fellow. 

7'Un. I have ‘a venturous fairy that shall 
seek 

The squirrel’s hoard, and fetch thee new nuts. 

Rot. I liad rather have a Inmdfitl or two of 
rlrifirl pe.is. •But, I pray you, let none of 
your people stir me : I liave an ex|X>sitiou of 
sleep come upon me. 

Tiin. Sleep tliou, and I will wind thee in 
my arms. 

Fairies, l>o gone, and be all ways away. 

[Exf 'imt Fairies. 
So doth the wot>dbine tlm sweet honey-suckle 



Act tv. 


A MIDSUMMER-JSIIGHT’S BREAM. 


Scene T. 


(iently eutwist ; tlio femalo ivy ho 
E nrings tlt«i barky fingers of tbe elm. 

O, how I love fclicH^ ! how 1 <loto ou thee ! 

[7%cy sleep. 

Enti’.r PccK. 

Ohe. \Adoamimf.'] Welr.oinc, good Robifr,. 
Seest thou this swetst .sight? 

Her (lotjjge now I do begin to pity ; 

Por, ’meeting her of lat»^ behind the worsl, 
Seeking swt'ct savours for tliis liatefnl fool, 

I did upbraid her, and fan out with her «<> 
bor she his hairy temphis tlion ha«l rounded 
With coronet of flesh aiul fragrant flowers ; 
And tliat .sjiine dew, which sometime on tlie 
biul: 

Was wont to swell like round and orient 
jx'arls, • 

St<X)d now within the pretty flowiaets’ eyes, 
Like tc'ars that di<l their own disgrace bewail. 
Wlieu 1 had at my pleasure tauiitiHl her 
.'\liuI :ih(i ill mihl terms liegg’d my patience, 

1 then did sisk of lier her changeling child ; 
Which straight she gave me, and her fairy 
sent w* 

To Vxjar him to my bowi'r in fairy land. 

And now 1 liaxe the boy, I will undo 
This hateful i in peril -etiou of lier eyc,s : 

And, gentif' Puck, take this f ransformed scalp 
From oft' the heatl of this Atheuiau swain, 
That, ho awaking wlicn the other do. 

May all to Atliens back again repair. 

And think no more of this night’s accidents, 
But as the fierce voNatiou of a dre.fim. 

But ^ist 1 will relea.se the fairy ipieen. a* 
Be, as thou Avast Avont to be ; 

See, as thou W'ast wont to see ; 

Bian’,s bud o’er (hipul’s flower 
Hath such force and blessed power. 

Noav, my Titania ! Avake you, my sweet queen. 
TiUt. My Obtu’on ! Avhat \dsion.s Jiav'c 
seen 

Methonght, 1 Avas enamour’d of an ass. , 

(Ihe. There lies your love. 

Tita. How came these things to pass? 
O, hoAv mini? eyes do loathe his v’isage now ! 
Obe. Silence awhile. — Robin, take off this 
head. — 

T itania, music call ; and strike more dead »> 
Than common sleep of all these five the sense. 
TUa. Music, lio! music ! suclitas chariiieth 
sleep. j 

Puck. How, when thou wak’st, with thine 
own fool’s eyes peep. 

Obe. Sound, music! Come, my queen, take 
hands w ith me, 

And rock the ground whereon* these sloepms 
j be. . 


Now' thou and I are new in am it}', 

And Avill fxMiiorrow mulnight .solemnly 
Bance, in Duke ’I'heseus’ house triiiinphaul h , 
And hh ws it (o all fair ])i'OSjv*rity. »«• 

There shall the ]iair.s of faithful lovers he 
W^edded, with The.seus, all in jollity. 

Puck. Kairy king, attend, au<l mark, ' 

I do liear the morning lark. 

O/y. Then, my queen, in silence sad, 

Trfp Ave after the night’s shade ; 

We the globe •an eiiinnass soon, 
Swifter than the waiiKlering moon. 
TiUi. Come, my lord ; and in onr iliglit 
Tell me how it came this night,, 

That I .sleeping here was found 
With these mortals on the groniKl 
yP-xeinit. Jhtrnu NOtiitil iiyiUi in. 

• 

Areicr Tue.sei'S, Hippoi.yta. K(;ei).s, «/n/ 

rn 

/ mm. 

The. Oo,*one of you, fiml out the fon^ster 
I For now onr observation is perform’d: 

And .since wt^have the vaAvard of the <lay, 

My loA'c, shall heitr the music of my liounds. — 
•Bnconple in the western valley : let tlieni 
go ^ ' 

Besp.atc]i, I sa,y, ami find the forester. — 

Wo Avill, fair queen, up tt» the mountain's top. 
Ami mark the musical confu.sion i.f. 

Of hounds ami echo in tionjune-tion. 

Hip. I A\'as A'rith Hcreulos ami (■admns 
oneci, 

When in a wood of Crete they hay’d the 
bear 

With houmhs of Sparta : never did f hear 
Such gallant chiding ; for, besides the groves, 
ft’ho skies, the fountains, every region near 
Seem’d all one mutual ery. I maer heard 
So musical a iliscord, such sAveet. thunder. 

The. My hoiimls are bred out of the Sjiarian 
kind, 

So flow’d, HO sanded ; and tiu-ir lieails ar<- 
hung i-ji. 

With ears tliat sweep away ilie morning dew ; 
Orook-knee’d, and dew’-lapp’cl like Thessalian 
bulls; 

Slow ill pursuit, hut match’d in mouth lik«- 
bells, 

Etieh under each. A cry more tuneable ' 

Was never halloo’d to, nor cinder’d with horn, 
In Crete, in Sjiaria, nor in The.ssaly : 

Judge, when you hear.- -But, .soft 1 what 
nymphs are these 

Etje. My lopd, this is iiia' daughter here 
susleep ; 

And this, Lysunder; this Bemetriiis is; 

This TTelena, old Neilar’s. Helena : i»i 

I w'onder of their Ixiing here togt'tlier. 


St 



Act IV. 


A MIDSUMMER-NUnmS. DREAM. 


^CKNIi I. 


Th-e. No doubt, they i o.se up eju’ly, to observe; 
Tlie rite of Muy, atul, heiiriug our intent, 
(Jainc here in grac;* of our solemnity.- - 
Rut speak, Ei;eiis, is not this the day 
That Jlermia should give answi-r of her 
choiee I 

fHtje. It is, my lord. 

The. <h), hid the huntsmen wake tln;m 
with their horn.s. , 

[//ornx, (Htd nhoHt n'itltix. Dt’UKTUn 

LvsAxnKR, IIkkmia, anil Hklkna, 
trake am! .'start up. 
Th \ Good morrow, friemls. St. Valentine 
is past ; 

Regia tiies<; wootl-l)inls hut to couple now? 
£/?/,■<.• Pardon, inv lord. * no 

, [//« ansi flat ri‘!it kiis'e/ fa TltK.SEl'S. 

7'4e. I pray you all, staiul Up. 

I know, you two ai*e rival enemies : 

How comes this gentle concord in tbe world, 
'J’hat hatred is .so far from jealoii.sy, 

To ,slee[) by liate, and f«;ar no ejimity ? 

Ll/s. My lord, J shall reply aiyaz<‘dly, 

H.ilf ’.sleep, half waking: hut as yet, I 
sw'eax’, 

1 cannot truly say how I came here ; 

Rut, as I think, (for truly would J .speak, — 
And now I xlo betliiuk mt', .so it is) 

-f o.ame with Herinui hither: our intent 
Wa.s to h(* gou<3 from .\then.s, wh«.*re we 
might 

VV'ithoiit the peiul of the Athenian law-- 
Ay. Enough, enough I my lord, you have 
enougii. 

I beg the law, the law, upon liLs head. 

'^fhey w'ould have .stol’u away ; ih(;y would, 
Demetrius, 

'riiereby to have defeatotl you and me ; 

You, of your wife, and me, of my (;onseut, 

Of my coiLsent that slu; should he ycmi’ wife. 
Dem. My lord, fair Helen tuld me of their 
stealth. 

Of thi.s their pur|)Ose hither, to this wootl ; 
And r in fury hither follow'd th(;m, 

Fair Hcdena in fancy following me. 

Rut, my gootl lord, I wot not by what 

[XOWCT 

(Rut by some pow'er it is) my love to Hermia, 
Melted a.s doth the snow, seems to me now 
As the remetnhrauce of an idle gawd, 

Which in my ohihlhood 1 did flote upon ; 

And all the faith, the virtue of my lujart. 

The object and the pleasurt; of mine <*ye, no 
Is only Helena. To hc*r, my lord, 

Was 1 betroth’d ore I saw Hermia : 

Rut, like in .sickness, difl I loathe this food ; 
But, !is in health, come to my natural tjiste, 
Now do I wish it, love it, long for it, 


And will for evermore bt; true to it. 

'T/m. Eair lovers, vou aw? fortuuatelv met. 
Gf this discoiu’se we more will hear anon. — 
Egeus, I will overbear your will, 

For in the templP, by and by with lus, ino 
T he.se couples shall ctermdly be knit.. 

Aifll, for the morning now is something 
worn. 

Our purpos’d Imxiti ng shall be set aside. 

.'\way, with us, to Athens: three and three, 

! Wti’ll hold a f(‘ast in great solemnitv. — 

Gome, Hippolyta. 

[Sarimt 'rnESKu.s, Hippolyta, Egeus, 

and Train. 

D^m. These things .seem .small and umlis- 
tingui.shable. 

Like far-olf mountaiu.s turaod into cloiuls. 
llvr. Mothink.s, I see"” these things with 
]»arti;d eye, 

When every thing seems double. 

Urh So methinks : 

And i h;ive found Demctriu.s, like a jewel, 
■Mine own, and not mine own. 

, Desn, Are yon sure 

'I’hat we are awaike ? Tt se<‘ms to me 
That y«*t we sleep, we dream. — Do not, you* 
think 

The diiko wjis here, and hid ns follow him % 
Her. Yea, and my father, 

Htd. And Hippolyta. 

L>fs, And he did bid us follow' to tlie temple. 
Deni. Why then, we are avv'ako. Iiet’.s fol- 
low him ; 

Aiul by the way let us recount our dreams. 

[ Kxe^int. 

Hot. \]Vakini/.\ When my cue comes, call 
me, and 1 ■will answer : — my next is, “ Most 
fair Py ramus.” — Hey, ho ! — Peter Quince I 
Flute, the bellow.s-]m;u(ler ! Snout, thetinkerl 
StiU'veling ! God’s my life ! stolen lieiflM.', and 
left me asleep. I have had a most rare \ ision. 

I have had a dw-am, - past the wit of man to say 
what dream it was : man is but an a.ss, if he 
go about to expound this dream. Methought 
I was — there is no man can tt;!! "what. Me- 
thiuight I was, and methought I had, — but 
man is but a patched fool, if he will offer to 
.say what methought I had. Tlie eye of man 
hatli not heard, the ear of man hath not .seen, 
man’s hand i.s not able to taste, his tongue to 
conceive, nor’his heart to repoH, what my 
dream Wii.s. I will get Peter Quince to write 
a ballad of this dream : it .shall be called 
Rottom’s Dream, becausi; it hath no Ixittom ; 
ami I will sing it in tlie latter end of a play, 
before the duke : peradventnre, to make it the 
more gracious, i shall sing it at her death. 
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iScEXK II. — Atliems. A Room in Quixcifs 
House. 

Kilter Quince, Flute, Snout, ami • 
Starveling.# 

Quin. ‘Have you sent to 13ottom’.s house 1 is 
he come home yet ? 

Star. He cannot be lieard ot. Out of doubt, 
he is tran.spoi’ted. 

Flu. If he con>e not, then the play is 
iiiaiTcd. It goes not for'' avd, doth it I 

Quin. It is not possible : you liave not a 
man in all Athejis able to discharge Pyramus, 
but he. 

Flu-. No ; he hath simply the best wit of 
any handicraft man in Athens. !'• 

Quin. Yea, and tlie best ])erson too ; and 
he is a very paramour for a .sw^^^t voice. 

Fin. You must say, j)aragon : a paramour 
is, God bless iis ! a thing of naught. 

Jtinter Snucl 

Snu-f/. Masters, the duke i.s coming from 
the tiunple, and there i.s two or three lords and 
ladies more mamed. If our sport had gone 
forward, we. had all been mad(^ men. 

Flu. O swtsit bully Buttom ! Thus hath he 
lost sixjicnce a day during his life ; he coidd not 


have ’scaped sixpence a day : an the duke had 
not given him sixpence a day for playing Fyra 
nius. I'll b(; hangtal ; he would have deserved 
it : sixpence a day in Pyramus, br notliing. 

Entf-r Bottom. 

Jiot. Where ai'e th(?.se lads ? where aifi thest; 
hearts { 

Qiu-n. Bottom ! -O mo.st courageou.s day ! 
G most happy hour ! 

Bot. Master.s, I am to discourse wonders ; 
but ask me not what, for, if 1 tell you, I am 
no true Atla'nian, 1 will tell you ev('ry thing, 
right as it h-ll out. ;»» 

Quin. Let us Imar, sweet Bottom. 

yji/f. Not a word of me. All that I will 
tell you i.s, that the di'ke hath tlined.* Get 
your .apparel together, good strings to* your 
bi'ards, new ribbons to your pumps : meet 
presently'^ .‘it the palace ; every man look o’er 
ills [»art ; for, the short and the, long is, our 
play is preferred. In .any case, let Thisby h.a\ e 
clean linen, ^ind let not him that plays the 
lion pare his«iail.s, f«u' they .shall hang out for 
’ the lion’s claw.s. Anil, most dear actors, eat 
no onions, nor garlic, for we are to utter 
sweet breath, and I do not iloubt, but to hear 
them sav, it is a .sweid comeilv. No more 
words : away I go ; aw.iy ! lE.vennf. 


A( 

‘ycENE I. — The Same. An Apartment in 
the Pahua) of Tiieseus. 

Euler JUESEUS, IIiPPOLYTA, PlIILOSTR.VrE, 
JmrJ-Hj and Attendants. 

7//)).,’Tis strange, my Theseu.«, that these 
lovers s[)eak of. 

The. More strange than true : 1 nevei- may 
believe 

These antick fablixs, nor these fairy toys. 
Lovers and madmen have such seething brains. 
Such shaping fantasies, that apprehend 
More than cool rea.son ever comprehmul.s. 

I he lunatic, the lover and the poet, 

.\re of imagination all compact : 
fine secs more devils than vast hell can 
hold ; ^ 

■^'hat is the mauman : the lover, all as frantic, 
-Sees Helen’s beauty in a brow of Egypt : n 
The poet’s eye, in a fine frenzy rolling. 

Doth glance from heaven to earth, froju earth 
to heaven ; 

.\ml, as imagination bodies foU-th 

The forms of things unknown^ the }MX*t’s pen 


T V. 

I Turns them to sluipes, aiid gii'cs to airy no- 
thing 

A lis^al habitation, and a name. 

Such tricks hath strong imagination, 

’riiat, if it would but appreluaul some joy, 

It com{)rehend.s some bringer of that joy ; 

! Or in the night, imagining some fear, 

How easy a i>ush supjios’d a bear? 

IJil>. But all the story of the night told 
ovei 

'' .\nd .‘ill their immls ti'ansftgur’d so together, 
l\Iore witnesseth than fancy’s images, 
j And grows to something of great constancy', 

I But, howsoeier, .strange, ami admirable. 

7'ke. Here come the lover.s. full of joy and 
mirth. 

Enter Lysander. Demetrius, 1Ikr.mia, and 
Helena. 

i Joy, gentle frimids I joy, and fresh day'.s of 
I ’ loi'e, 

I Ac(*om[mny' y*our hearts ! 

I Lys. More than to us 

I Wait hi your royal walks, your boaixl, your 
I bed ! 
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Tim. Oomejiow; whatinastjues, wliat<luiic<‘.s 
shall M p liiive, 

To wear away this long age of three hours, 
Ketweeii our af(er-suj){)er, and bed-tiju*}? 
Where is our usual manager of miiih 1 
W^luit I'evels are in hand ? Is there no play, 
To ea.s(; (lie anguish of a torturing hour 1 
Cull Philostrate. 

I’hlt. Here, mighty Tlie.seiis. 

Tim. Say, what abridgment hate you for 
this evening? 

What masque, . what music? How shall we 
beguile ■!</ 

'.riie lazy time, if not with some diJight? 

Phil, Theiv- is a brief how many siunts 
arc ripci ; 

Make choice of which your highness will see 
' hrst. \(liviiui a. imper. 

The. ] “The battle with the Cen- 

taurs, to be sung 

an Athenian eunucli to tho hair>.” 

We ’ll none of t hat : that have I told my love, j 
In glory of my kin.snnu Hercules. 

“ Th<^ riot of the tipsy ilacciiaml'i.s, 

Tearing tho Thracian singer in their rage.” 
That is an old device ; and it was play’d ?«> 
When I from Thebes came last a conqueror. 
“The tlirico three Miuses mourning for the 
«leath 

Of l.rt‘arning, late deceas’d in l^eggary.” 

That is some satire keen, and critical. 

Not sorting with a nuptial ceremony. 

“ A terlious ]>ri<*f scene of young Pyramus, 

And his love Thislie ; very tragical nnrth.” 
Merry and ti‘agi<:rd ! Tedious and brief ! 

That is, jjot ice, and wondorous stninge snow'. 
How shall we find the concord of this discxnxl? 
Phil. A play there is, my lord, some ten 
woi'ds long, Id 

Which is as brief as I have known a j)Iay ; 

But by ten words, my lord, it is too long. 
Which makes it tfHlious ; for in all tho play 
There is not one word apt, t>ne player fitteil. 
And ti-agical, my noble lord, it is, 

For Pyramus therein doth kill ]iim.s<?lf. 

Which when 1 saw rehmrsM, f must conf<*.ss, 
Made mine eyes water ; but more iperry tears 
The passion of loud laughter never shed. 7“ j 
The. Wliat are they that do play it ? j 

J'hil. Hard-handed men, that work in } 
Athens here, | 

Which never labour’d in their minds till now, | 
And now liave toil’d their unhreath’d memo- j 
ries 

With this same play, against yonr nuptial. 

The. And we will hear it. 

Phil. No, my noble lord 

It is Jiot for you : I Iiaro hoar<l it over, 


And it is nothing, nothing in tho world. 
Unless yon can lind sport in (heir intents, 
Extremely sti'etcb'd and conn’il wit^i cruel 
pain, m 

To do you service. 

'The. I will hear that play : 

Ft^\r nevtn- anything can be amiss, 

Wlaui simpleness and duty bsmlcr it. 

Go, bring them in ; — and take ytmr jdaces,. 
ladies, [hJxil PiliLOiSTUATE. 

J/ip. r love not to st'O wretchedness o’er- 
cliarg'd, 

And duty in his service porishmg. 

The. Why. genthi sweet, you shall see no- 
j f.uch tiling. 

IJi]>. He says, they can do nothiug in this 
kind. 

'Thr. The kindei’ we, to give them thanks 
for nothing. 

Our .sport .sliall bo to tak(' wliat they mistake: 
,Viid what poor duty cannot <lo, »i 

Noble respect takes it in might, not merit. 
WJiere 1. liave come, great clerks liavc purposed 
To greet me W'itli premeditated welcomes j 
Where 1 have seen them shiver and look pale. 
Make periods in tlio miilst of sentences, 
Throttle their pnietis’d accent in their fears, 
And, in conclusion, dumbly have lm>kc ofl‘, 
Not paying me a welconu*. Trust me, sweet, 
Out iff tin’s silence, yet, 1 pick'd a welcome; ton 
And in the modesty of fearful duty ' 

1 read as much, as from the rattling tongue 
Of saucy and audacious eloquence. 

Love, tliereforc, and tongU(*-tied simplicity^ 

In least speak most, to my capacity. 

Ite-entor PllII.OSTKATE. 

Phil. So plearH.i your grace, the Prologue is 
adfh’cst. 

The. Let him approach. 

[ Flour ixh of trumpeta. 

Eiitur the, Proloffue. 

Prol. “ If we offend, it is with our good will. 
That you should think, we come not to ofi'end,. 
But with good will. I’o show our simple 
skill, 

That is the tnie beginning of our end. 
t Jonsider then, we come but iu despite. ^ 
Wo do not come tus minding to content youj. 
Our true intiij/t i.s. All for your delight, 

We are not hoi-e. That you should here 
rejjont you, 

Tho actors are at hand ; and, hy their show, 
You shall know all, that you are like to know.” 
The.. This fellow doth not staud upon points. 
Lym. lie liritii rid his prologue like a rou^ 
colt ; he knows .not the stop. A good moral,. 


r>i 
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my lord : it is not onougli to speak, but -to 
speak true. 

I/tp. Indeed, he hath played on this, pro- 
logue like a child on a recoirdor, a sound, but 
not in govominent. • 

T/ie. His speech wtia like a tangled chain. 
Nothing impair’d, but all disordered. 

Who is next If 

Pyramus TiiiSBE, fVal/, Moons/iitu', 

and Lioiif ns in duvilhshow. 

Frol “ Gentles, porcluaice, you wonder at 
tfiis show j 

But wonder on, till truth make all things plain. 
This man is Pyiamus, if you would know ; 
This beauteous lady Thisby is, cei-tain. i.)<> 
This man, witii limo suvd rough-cast, doth pre- 
sent • 

Wall, that vile Wall, which did tliese lovers 
sunder ; 

And through Wall’.s chink, iwor souls, they are 
. cionteut 

To whisjier, at the which let no man womhu'. 
This man, with lant(n‘n, dog, and bush of thoi’u, 
Presenteth Moonshine ; for, if you will know, 
By moonshin<‘. did these lovers think no scorn 
'Fo irieet at Ninus’ tomb, there, there to woo. 
This grisly beast, which Lion hight by mime, 
The trusty Thisby, coming first by night, i«< 
Did scare aw'ay, or rather <litl affright ; 

And, as she Hod, her mantle she did fall, 
Wliich Lion vile Avith bloody mouth did .stain. 
Anon comes Pyramus, sAves^t youth and tjill, 
And finds his trusty Thisby ’s mantle slain : i 
Wliemit with bhwle, with blooily blameful ' 
bla<le, 

Ho braA'ely' )>roaeli’d his boiling bloody breast ; 
And Tbfsby, tarrying in mulberry shade, 

His dagg(*r droAv, and died. For all the I’i'st, 
Is‘t Lit^ji, IMoonshine, Wall, and lovm-s tAvain, j 
At lai’ge discourse, while here they tlo j-e- 
inaiu.” 

[Arz/anf Frol, ’Fhisbe, Jjion, and Jfoons/tirtr. 
The. T Avonder, if the lion lie to speak. 

Deni. No Avouder, my lord : one lion may', 
when many asses do. 

Wall “ In this same interlude it doth be- 
fall, 

That I, one Snout by name, present a wall ; 
And such a wall, as I would liave you think, 
That had in it a eitinny’d hole, or chink, 
Through which the' lovers, Pyramus and 
'J’hisby, 

Did whi.sper often very secretly, m 

Tins lime, this rough-cast, and this stone, doth 
show 

That I am that same wall ; the truth is so ; 
And this the cramiy is, righLand sinister. 


Through wliich the fearful lovers arc t-D 
whisper.” , 

2'/ie, Would you desire lime and hair to 
speak better? 

Dem. It is the wittiest i>artition that eviu' 
I heard discourse, my loixl. 

The. Pyramus tlraws near the wall : 
silence ! 

Enter Pyuamus. 

Pyr. “ O giim-l(K>k’d night ! O night with 
hue so black ! iro 

( ) night, which ever art, when day is not ! 

O night! O night! alack, alack, alack I 
f fear my 'J’hisby’s promisti is forgot.— 

And tliou, 0 wall ! O sA^'cet, O lovely wall ! 
That stand’st between her fathe-r’s grouiftl and 
mine 

'Fhou w'all, O wail ! O sweet and lovely wall 1 
Show' me thy chink to blink Ihrougli Avitli 
inii^-* eyne. [ITe// holds np his Jinyers. 
Thanks, conrbjous wall : Jove sliield thee well 
foi* thjs ! 

But what sec*r '? No Thisby do I see. i:i> 
'<) w'icked Avail ! througli whom I see no bliss ; 
( furs’ll l)C tljy stones for thus deceiving me ! ” 
The. The w'ull, methinks, being .sensible, 
should eui’se ag.ain. 

Pyr. No, in trutli, sir, he .sJiould not. — 
Deciuving me,” is Thi.sby'’.s cue ; she is to 
enter now, and 1 am (o spy lier tli rough tlie 
wall. You sliall see, it Avill fall pat as I told 
you.-— Yonder she comes. 

Enter Thisbi’. 

This. “O wall, full often hast tliou heard 
my moans, 

Fur parting my fair Pyramus and me : 

My cJierry iij^s Jiavc often ki.ss'd thy stono.s, 
TJiy stones Avitli lime ami liair linit ufi in thee,” 
Pyr. “ J s('e a voice : now will I to the 
chink. 

To sp3' an I can hoar lay Tliisbv's faiii?. 

Thisby ! •’ 

'This. My love ! thou ;.rt my love, I 
tliink.” 

Pyr. “ Think w'hat thou w'ilt, I am thy- 
lover’s graep ; 

And like Limander am T tru.sty still.” 

This. “ And I like Helt'ii, till the Fates me 
kill.” 

Pyr. “ Not ShcYfalus to Proems w'us so 
true.” i«" 

lids. “ As Shafalus to Proems, I to you.” 
Pyr, “ O ! kiss me thmugh the hole of 
this vile Ava-ll,” 

This. “ f kiss the wall’s hole, not your lips 
at all.” 
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Pyr, “ Wilt thou «t Niniiy’s tomb meet 

me stmiglitvvay I ” 

This. “ 'Tido life, ’tide death, I come with- 
out delay.” 

Wall. “Tims liave I, Wall, my jKiit dis- 
charged so; 

And, Iwing done, thus Wall away dotli go.” 

[Pxeunt Wall, Pyhamcs and Tiiishe. 
The. Now is the muml down hctvveei? tlui 
two neighbours. ' 

Pern. No remedy, my lord, when walls ai'e 
so wilful to hear without Avarning. si-' 

J/tp. This is the silliest stuff that e’er 1 
heard. 

The. The lKi.st in this kind aiv. but shadows, 
and Jhe worst are no woi'se, if imagiuvtiun 
amend them. ' » 

JJip. It must be your imagination then, and 
not theirs. 

'The. If we imagine no worse of them than 
they of themselves, they may pasii for excel- 
lent men. Here come two jmble boasts in, a | 
moon and a lion. “ 

Enter Lion and Mooneldme. « 

Lion. “ You, ladies, you, whose gentle 
hearts do fear 

The smallest mon.strous mouse that creeps on 
floor, s-.'* 

May now, perchance, both quake and tremble 
here, 

When lion rough in -wildest mge doth roar. 
Then know, that I, om; Snug the joiner, am 
A lion fell, nor else no lion’s dam : 

For, if I should as lion come in strife 
Into this placf.*, ’t were pity on my life.” 

The.. A very gentle beast, and of a goo<l 
conscience. 

Dem. The vt^ry best at a beast, my lord, 
fliat e’er I saw. i-?!* 

Lys. This lion is ai very fox for his vsdour. 
The. True ; and a goose for hi.s discretion. 
Dein. Not so, my lord ; for his valour can- 
not caiTy his discretion, and the fox carries 
the goose. 

The. His discretion, I a»u sure, oinnot 
carry his valour, for the goose cm-ries not the 
tox. It is well : leave it to his discretion, 
and let us listen to tlie moon. 

Moon. “ This lantern doth the honic<l j 

moon present.” j 

Dem. He should have worn the horns on ' 
his he^id. 

The. He is no crescent, and his horns ai’C 
invisible within the circumference. nu ' 

Moon. “This lantern doth the hornei] i 

moon present ; j 

Myself the man i’ the moon .do seem to be.” | 


•The. This is the greatest error of all th& 
rest. The man should be put into tlie lantern: 

! how is it else the man i’ the moon 1 

Deni. He dares not come there for the 
camlle ; for, yov> see, it is almwly in snuff. 

JJip. I am aweary of this moon ; 'would,, he 
wf)uld change 1 

'[%>. It appeal's by his small light of di«- 
I cretion, tliat he is in tlie wane ; but yet, in 
; courtesy, in all I'eason, we must stay the time. 

I Jjys. Proceed, Moon. 

Moon. All that I have to say, i^ to tell 
you, that the lantern is the moon ; I, the man 
! in the moon; this thorn-bu.sh, my thorn-lmsh;. 
and tliis dog, my dog. 

Deni. Why, all these should, be in the lan- 
j tern ; for all these are in the moon. But, 

; silence ! here comes Thisbe. 

Enter Tiiisbe. 

This. “ This is old Ninny’s tomb. Where 
is my love 1” “a 

lAon. “ Oh ”~ 

[ The lAon roars. — Tiiisbe 'runs qt/l 

De.ni. Well roared, Lion. 

The. Well run, Thisbe. 

Hip. Well shone, Moon. — Tndy, the Inooi, 
shines Avith a good grace. 

[The I Aon tears Tuisbb’s numtle, andt’Anif. 

The. Well m<)u,s(}d, Lion. 

Dem. And then came l^yramus. 

fjys. And so tJie lion \'arn.shed. 

JAder Pyjmmus. 

I^yr. “ SAveet moon, I thank thee for thy 
sunny beams ; 

I thank thee, moon, for shining now so 
bright. 

For, hy thy gracious, golden, glittering 
streams, < 

I trust to ta^iite of truest Thisby’s sight. 

But stay ; — O spite ! 

But mark, jioor knight, 

What dreadful dole is here % 

Eyes, do you see ? 

How cjin it be 1 
O dainty duck ! O dear ! 

Thy mantle good, 

. What ! stain’d with blood ? 
Aj)proach, ye Furies fell ! 

Q Fates ! come, come ; 

Cut thread and thrum ; 
jQiiail, ci u.sh, conclude, and quell ” 

The. This passion, and the death of a <lear 
friend, wouhl go near to make a man look 
sad. 

Hip. BeshnJv my heart, but I pity the 
man. • 
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“O, wherefore, Nature, didst tJiou 
lions frame, 

vSiuco lion vile hath hci'e deflonr’d my j 
rlear 1 

Wliich is— no, no— which , was the fairest 
dame, 

That liv'd, that lov’d, that lik’d, that loojc'd 
with checi*. 

Come, teal’s, confound ; 

• Out, sword, and wound 

The pap of Fyi-anuis : 

Ay, that left pap. 

Where heai’t doth hop 
Tlius <Ue I, thus, thus, thus ! * 

Now am I dead, | 

Now am T fled ; jk'o 

My soul is in the sky : 

Ton^icucf lose thy light ! ! 

Moon, take thy flight ! 

Now die, die, die, die, die.” 

\l)ies, — 'Exit MoonshhtC; 

. Dem. No die, but an ace, for him j for lu; 
is but one. 

ijifH. Loss than an ace, man, for ho is dead ; 
he is nothing. • 

^ The. With the help of a surgeon, he might : 
yet r(x:over, and yet pnive an ass. i 

Hip. How chance MoonshiAe is gone, j 
iKjfore Thisbe comes back and finds her \ 
lovei’ i nil j 

The. She will find him by starlight. — Here i 

she comes, ami her passion ends the play. i 

» I 

Eater Thisbe. j 

Hip. Methinks, she should not use a long 
one for such a Pyramus ; I hope she will be 
brief. 

Dem*. A moth will tui’n the balance, which 
Pyramus, which Thisbe, is the better ; he for 
a niai^ Oofl warrant us ; she for a woman, 

(4od bless us. 'j 

Lys. She hath spied him alrc?ady Avith those : 
sweet eyes. .-w* 

Bern. And thus she moans, vvlelicet : — 

This. “ Asleep, my love '1 

What, dead, my dove ? 

O Pyramus, arise! 

Speak, speak I Quiti^ dumb? i 

Dead, dead ? A tomb j 

Must cover thy sweet eyes. i 

These lily lips. 

This cherry nose. 

These yellow cowslip chocks, 

Arc gone, are gone. 

Lovers, make moan ! 

His eye.s were green as leeks. 

O Sisters Three,* 

Come, come to me. 


’S DREAM. 


With hands as pale as milk; 

Lay them in goi’c. 

Since you liave shore 
With shears his thread of silk. 

’Pongue, not a word.— 

Come, trusty sword ; 

Come, bhulc, my breast imbnie : 

And farewell, friends. — 

Thu.s Thi.sbv ends : 

<Vdieu, adieu, adieu.” [Dies.. 

The. Moonshine and Lion are left to bury 
the dead. 

Dem. Ay, and Wall too. 

Hoi. No, [ assure you ; llie wall is down, 
that parted their fathers. VV’ill it ]>le:isij you. 
to see the epilogue, or to hear a Pergotaiisk. 
dance between tAVO of <jur company \ * ' 

The. No epilogue, I jiray you ; fo*- your 
play needs no excuse. Never excuse, for 
when the players are all d(>.ad, then' noc‘d 
none to V-’ blamed. IMarry, if he that writ 
it had ])lay’d Pyramus, and hanged liimself 
in Thisbe’s garter, it wonhl Iuia’c been a fine 
trageily ; and fo it i.s, truly, and A’ery notably 
discharged. But come, your Bergomask : let 
your epilogue alone. [A dawf. 

The iron tongue of midnight hath told 
twelve. — 

fjovers, to bed : ’t is almost fairy time. 

J lear avo shall outsleep the coming morn. 

As much !is A\’e this night liaA’e overwatch’d. 
Tliis palpable-gi’oss play hath wtill beguil’d 
The heavy gait of night. — Sweet friond.s, fo 
bed. 

A fortnight Iiold we this solemnity, 

In nightly revels, and ucav jollity. [Exewnt. 

S C E X E J I. 

Enter PuCK. 

PneJe. Now the hungry lion roars, 

And the Avolf behowls the moon ; 

Wliilst the heavy ploughman snores. 

All with weai’y task fordone. 

Now the Avasted brands do glow. 

Whilst tlio screech-owl, scretiching loud,. 
Puts the wi'etch, that lies in woe, 

In remembi’anee of a shirmd. 

Now it is tlie time of night. 

That the gi’aves, all gaping AA’ide, 

Every one lets forth his sprite, 

In the church-AA’ay paths to glide : 

And we fairies, that do run 
By the triple Hecate’s team. 

From the presence of the sun. 

Following darknc.ss like a dream, 

Noav are frolic ; not a mouse 
Shall disturb this hallow’d house : 



Act V. 


A MIDSUMMER-NIGHTS DJIEAM. 


Sc^E 11. 


1 am sent with broom before, 

To sweep the dust behind the door. 

JSnU^' Oberon mid TitaeiA, with their 
Train. 

Obr.. Thieiigh the house give glimmering 
light, 

By the dead and drowsy fire; 

Eveiy el^ and fairy sprite, ^ 

Hop as light as bird from brier : 

And this ditty after me 
Sing, and dance it trippingly. 

7V<«. First, rehearse your song by rote, 

To each word a warbling note : j 

Hand in hand, with fairy grace. 

Will wo sing, and bless tliis jfiace.^ .*« 

' , [Sonff and dance. 

Obe. Now, until the break of day, 

Through this house each fairy stray. 

To the best bride-bed will we. 

Which by us shall blessed be ; 

And the iasue there create 
Ever .shall be.fortmiate. • 

So .shall all the couples thi'ee 
PJver true in loving be ; 

And the blots of Natui'e's hand ; 

Shall not in their issue stand : i" I 

Never mole, hare-lip, nor scar, 

Nor mark prodigious, such as are 


Despised in nativity. 

Shall upon their children be. 

With this field-dew consecrate. 

Every fairy take his gait. 

And each, several chamber bless. 
Through this palace witli sweet |)eace, 
Ever shall in safety rest. 

And the owner of it blest. co 

Trip away ! 

Make no stay; « 

Meet me all by break of day. 

[Mseunt Obekon, Titaeia, and Train. 
Puck. If we shadows have ofiended. 

Think but this, and all is mended. 
That you have but slumber’d here. 
While these visions did appear. 

And this weak and idle theme, . 

No more yieldingobut a dream, 
Oentles, do not reprehend; w 

If you pardon, we will mend. 

And, as I ’m an honest Puck, 

If we have unearned luck 

Now to ’scape the serpent’s tongue, 

We will make amend.s ere long: 

Else the Puck a liar call. 

So, g(XKl night unto you all. 

Give me your hands, if we be friends,* 
And Robin shall restore amends. 

\Exii. 
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DR A MA TIS PRRSOKE. 


Kino John, 

Prince llENRy, his Son. 

Arthur, Duke of Bretagne. 

William Markshall, Earl of Peuibroh'.. 
Geffrey Fitz-Peter, Earl of Essex. 
William Longsword, Earl of Salislmrg. 
Robert Bigot, Earl of Eoi folk. 

Hubert de Burgh, Chamberlain to the King. 
Robert FaulconbrA^ge. 

Philip Faulconurihge, 

James Gurney, Sermid to Lady Fanlcon- 
bridge. 


Lewis, the*Danphin. 

Duke op Austria. 

(Jakdinal Pandulpii, the Popi\s Legate. 
Melun, a French Lord. 

CiiATiLLON, Amhassttdor from France. 

Elinor, Widow of King Henry II. 
Con'stance, Mother to Arthur. 

Blanch, DanghUr to Alphonso, ' Kiryg of 
Castile. 

Lady Faulconbridge. 


Peter of Pomfret. 
Philip, King of France. 

SCENE- 


Lords, Ladies, Citizens of Awjiers, Sheriff, 
IJerabls, Officers, Soldiers, McMcngers, and 
^Attendaiitflt 

-Sometimes in Engl.vjd, ami sometimes in Franck. 


AC 

Scene I. — Noi’thampton. A Room of State 
in the Palace. 

Enter King Jomt, Queen Elinor, Pembroke, 

Essex, Salisbury, and others, wUh Ciia- 

TILLON. 

K. John. Now, say, Ohatillon, what w'ould 
France with iis ? 

Chat.* Tims, after greeting, speaks the 
King of France, 

In my ^behaviour, to the majesty, 

Th^ borrow’d majesty of England here. 

Eli. A strange beginning ; — boiTOw'd ma- 
jesty ! 

K. John. Silence, good motlier ; hear the 
embassy. 

Clwbt, Philip of France, in right and tnie 
behalf 

Of thy deceased brother Geffrey's son, 

Arthur Plantagonet, lays most lawful claim 
To this fair island, and the territories, lo 
To Ireland, Poictiers, Anjou, Touraine, Maine ; 
Desiring thee to lay aside the sword 
Which sways usurpingly these several 
titles, 

And put the same into young Ai'thur’s hand. 
Thy nephew and right royal sovereign. 

K, John. What follows, ifi we disallow of 

Ibis? 


r. L 

j Chat. The proud control of fiei'ce and 
bloody war, 

To enforce these rights so forcibly withheld. 

K. John. Here have we war for war, and 
blood for blood, 

Controlment for controlmcnt : so answer 
France. 

Chat. Then take iny king’s defiance from 
my mouth. 

The farthest limit of my embassy. 

K. John. Bear mine to him, and so dejiart 
in pejice. 

Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France ; 
For ere thou cjinst report I will 1x5 there, 

The thunder of my cannon shall bo heard. • 
So, hence ! Be thou the trumpet of our 
wrath, ■ 

Ami sullen presage of your own decay.-— 

An honourable conduct let him have : 
Pembroke, hsik to ’t. Farewell, Chatillon. » 
[Exeunt Chatillon arid Pembroke. 

Eli. What now, my son % have t not ever 
said, 

How that ambitious Constance would not 
cease, 

Till she had kindled France, and all the world, 
XJlX)ii the right and party of her son 1 
This might have been prevented, and made 
I whole, 



Act I. 
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With very easy arguments of love, 

Which now the manage of two kingdoms 
must 

With fearful bloody issue arbitrate. 

K, John. Oiir sti-ong [K>ssession, and our 
right, for us. 

Eli. Your strong jK).ssession much more 
than yotir right,. 40 

Or else it must go wroii^ with you and me : 
iSi) much my conscience whisiiei's ir your oar, 
Wliich none but. heaven, and you, and I, shall 
heal*. 

Enter the Elteriff of NoHhamptonshire, who 
whiajiers Essex. 

Essex. My liege, here is the strangest con- 
c troversy, 

^yome^from the eountiy' to be judg’d by you, 
That e'er 1 heard : shall I proiluce the men '? 
K. John. Let them approach. — 

[E^U Sherijf'. 

<.)ur abbeys, and our priories, shall pay 
This expedition’s charge. — 

Jic-enter Sheriff', with Robert FaiTlcoxbridue, 
and Philip, his Bastard Brother. 

What men are you? 
Bast. Your faithful subject 1, a gentlelnau 
Boni in Northamptonshire, and eldest son, m 
A s I suppose, to Robert Faulconbridge, 

A soldier, by the honour-giving hand 
Of Cordeliou knighted in the held. 

K. John. What art thou ? 

Rob. The son and heir to that same Faulcon- 
bridge. 

K. John. Is that the elder, and art thou 
the heir? 

You came not of one mother then, it seems. 
Bast. Most certain of one mother, mighty 
king ; | 

That is well known: aiul, as I think, one 
father : w 

Hut, for the certain knowledge of that truth 
1 jmt you o’er to Heaven, and to my mother: 
Of that I doubt, as all men’s children may. 

Eli. Out on thee, I’lule man ! thou do.st 
shame thy mother. 

And wound her honour with this <lifl[idence. 
Bast. I, madam ? no, I have no reason for 
it: 

That is my brother’s j»lea and none of mine : 
The which if ho can jirove, ’a pops me out 
At least from fair five hundred pound a year. 
jHeayen guard my mother’s honour, and my 
land ! to 

K. John. A good blunt fellow. — Why, 
being younger born, 

Doth he lay claim to thine inheritance 1 


SpENE I. 

7 /ust. I know not why, exce[>t to get tlio 
land. 

But, once, he slander’d me with bastaixly : 
But whe’r I be as tme-begot, or no, 

That still I lay ppon my mother’s head ; 

But, that I am as well-begot, my liege, 

(Fair fall the bones that took the pains for 
me ! ) 

Comparo our faces, and be judge yourself. 

If old Sir Rbljert did beget us both, 

And wero our father, and tliis son like him ; — - 

0 old Sir Robert, father, on my knee 

1 give Heaven thanks, I w'as not like to thee ! 

/r. Jdhn. Why, what a madcap hath 

Heaven lent us hero ! 

Eli. He hath a trick of Cordelion’s face : 

r ^ 

The aercent of his tongue afteeteth him. 

Do you not read some tokens of my sou 
In the large compo.sition of this man ? 

K. John. Mine 0x0 hath well examiretl his 
parts. 

And liiuls them perfect Richard. — Sirrah,. 

sj>euk : w 

What doth move you to claim your brother’s 
land ? 

Bast. Because ho hath a half-face, like my 
father ! 

With lialf that face would he liave all my 
laud, 

A half- fac’d groat five hundrcd |K>und a year! 

Rob. My gracious liege, when that my 
father liv’d, 

Your brother did employ my father much, — 

Bast. Well, sir ; by this you cinnot get my 
land : 

Your tale must be, how he employ’d my 
mother. 

Rob. And once despatch’d him in ‘an em- 
bassy 

To Germany, there, with the emperor, , 

To troat of high aflUirs touching that time. 
The advantage of his absence took the king. 
And in tlie mesin time sojoum’d at my 
father’s : 

Where how he did provail I shame to s[)eak. 
But truth is truth : largo lengths of seas and 
shores 

Between my father and my mother lay. 

As I have heard my father speak himself, 
When this same lusty gentleman was got. 
UjHjn his deat^-bed he by will bequeath’d 
His lauds to me ; and took it on his death, 
That this, ray mother’s son, was none of his ; 
An if he were, he came into the world ns 
Full fourteen weeks before the course of time. 
Then, good my liege, let me have what is 
mine, < 

My father’s land,, as was my father’s will. 
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Act T. 

K. John. Sirral), your brother is legitimate; 
Your father’s wife did ^ after wedlock l)ear 
him ; 

• And if she did play false, the fault was hers, 
Which fault lies on the hazaid# of all husbamls 
That marry wives. Tell me, how if my 
brother, ^ ir” 

Who, as you say, took pains to get this sou, 
Had of your father claim’d this sou for his ? 
In sAoth, good friend, your father might have 
kept 

This calf, bred from his cow, from all the 
world ; 

lu sooth, he might : then, if he were my 
brother’s. 

My brother might not claim ,him, nor your 
father. 

Being nojie of his, «’efuse him. This con- 
cludes ; 

JVly mothei*’s son did get your fathei ’s heir ; 
Your father’s heir must ha^e your fatlier.s 
land. 

Rob. Shall then luy father’.s will be of no 
force r/t 

To dispossess that child which is not his '? 

» Bnst. Of no more force todispo.s.sess me, sir, 
Than* was his will to get me, as I think. 

Rli. Whether haclst thou rather be a 
I'aulcou bridge, 

And, like thy brother, to enjoy thy land. 

Or tlie i‘epute<l son of ( Vu’delion, 

Loi'd of thy presences, and no land beside ] 

Bast. Madam, an if my brother had my 
sha|)e. 

And I had his. Sir Rolicrt his, like him ; 

And if my logs were too such riding-rods, i-io 
My arms such eel-skins stuff’d, my face so thin, 
That in mine ear I durst not stick a ro.se, 

Best men should say, “ Look, where three- 
earthings goes ; ” 

-And, to his shape, were heir to all this land, 
^’Would I might never .stir from off this 
place) 

I ’d give it every foot to have this face : 

1 would not be Sir Nob in any case. 

Rli. I like thee w-ell. AVilt thou forsake 
thy fortune, 

Bequeath thy land to him, and follow me ? 

I am a soldier, and now bound to France. i3o 

Bast. Brother, take yoti ray land, 1 ’ll take 
my chance. ^ 

Your face hath got five hundred pounds a 
year, 

Yet sell your face for five jwnce, and ’t is 
dear.— 

Madam, I ’ll follow you unto the death. 

JEli. Nay, I would have yoti go before me 
thither. 


Bast. Our country manners give our betteio 
way. 

K. .Tohn. What is thy name if * 

Bast. Philip, my liege ; so is ray name 
begun ; 

Philip, good old Sir Robert’s wife’s eldest son. 
R. John.^ From henceforth boar his name 
whttse foi’m thou bearest : i«> 

Kneel thou down Philip, but arise more 
* greart ; 

Arise Sir Richard, and Plantagenet. 

Bast. Bi’other by tins mother’s side, give 
mo your hand : 

My father gave me honotir, yoiu's gave 
laud. — 

Now blessed be the ]u>ur, by night or day 
When I wjis got. Sir Rojiert was away !* 

Bli. The very spirit of Plantagenet 1 • 

I am thy gi*andara, Richard : call me so, 

/iast. Mmlani, by chance, but not by truth ; 
whaj: though t 

Something about, a little from the right, ko 
I n at the window, or else o’er the hateh : 
Who dares not stir by day, must walk by 
• night. 

And have is have, however men tlo catch. 
Near or far off, well won is still well .shot, 
And I am I, howe’er I w*as begot. 

K. John. Go, Faulconbridge : now hast 
thou thy desire ; 

A landles-s knight makes thee a landed 
squire. — 

Come, madam, and come, Riehanl : "we must 
speed 

For France, for France, for it is more than 
need. 

Bast. Bi-other, adieu ; good fortune come 
to thee, iw 

For thou wast got i’ the way of hone.sty. 

[Ejcennt all but Bastard. 
A foot of honour better than I was. 

But many a many foot of laud the w'Oi'se. 
Well, now can I make, any Joan a lady. 

“Goo<l den, Sir Richard.” — “ C4od-a-mercv,s 
fellow ; " 

And if his name be George, I’ll call him 
Peter ; 

For new-made honour doth forget men’s 
names : 

’T is too respective, and too sociable, 

For your cojivension. Now your traveller, 

He and his toothpick at my woi-ship's mess ; 
And when my knightly stomach is suffic’d. 
Why then I suck ray teeth, and catecliise 
My picked man of countries : — “ My dear sir,” 
Thus leaning, on mine elbow I begin, 

“ I shall l)e8eech you ” — that is question now ; 
And then comes answer like an absey-book : 
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" i) sir,” says answer, “ at your best ooni- 
mand ; 

At your enij)k)yment ; at your Service, sir : ’’ 
“ No, sir," says question, ** f, sweet sir, at 
yours : ’’ 

And so, ere answer knows what <|iie.st.ioii 
Avould, 

Saviiiif in dialogue of compliment, 

And talking of the Alps, and AixuiJiines, 

'fhe Pyronetin, and the river Po, ' • 

It draws toward supj)er in conclusion so. 

Put this is worshijrful society, 

And fits the mounting spirit, like inys<*If; 

Por he is but a bjisfcird to the time, 

That doth not smack of obscu'vation ; 

(And so am 1, wdiether I smac;k, or no ;) 

And hot alone in habit and device, 

Extenior fonn, outward accoutrement, 

But fi-om the inward motion to deliver • 
Sweet, sweet, sweet jmison for the age’s tooth : 
Which, though I will not practise /x) deceive, 
Yet, to avoid deceit, I me.an to learn ; 

For it shall strew tht! foot.^I)8 of my 
lising. - « 

But who comes in sxicli liaste, in riding- 
i-obes ? 

What woman-post is this t hath she no 
husband, 

Tliat will take paims to blow a liorn before her 1 

Eivter Ludy Faulconbridoe anti James 
Gurney. 

O me I it is my mother. —How now, good 
lady 1 sa-j 

What brings you here to coxirt so hastily ‘I 
Lady F. Where is that slave, thy brother'll 
where is he, 

That holds in chase mine lionour u]> and 
down 1 

Bast. My brother Robert % old Sir Robert’s 
son 1 

Oolbiund tile giant, that same mighty man ? 

Is it Sir Robert’s son, that you seek so ? 

/ I^idy F. Sir Robert’s son ! Ay, thou un- 
i-evcrent boy, 

Sir Robert’s sou : why scorn’st thou at Sir 
Robert ? 

Ho is Sir Robert’s son, and s<» art thou. 

Bust. James Gurney, wilt thou give us 
leave awhile ’? asj 

Gar. Good leave, good Philip. ' 

Bast. Philip ! sqmrrow ! James, i 

Thei'e 's toys abroad : anon I ’ll tell thee 
more. — \Exit Gurney. 

Madam, I was not old Sir Rol^rt’s son : 

Sir Robeiii might have eat his [xt^rt in me 
Upon Good Friday, and ne’er broke his fast, , 
Sir Robert could ^ well ; many, to confess, j 


Scene ,'i 

Could he get me 'i Sir Robert could not do it : 
We know his liandiwork. — Therefore, good 
mother, 

To whom am I beholding for these limbs - 
Sir Robert novgj* holp to make this leg. 2 » 

Lady F. Hast thou con.spired with thy 
brother too, 

That for thine own gain shouldst defend mine 
honour '( 

What means this scoin, thou most untoward 
knave '1 

Bast. Knight, knight, good mother, — 
Basiliseo-like. 

What ! ’ I am dubb’d ; I liave it on my 
shoulder. 

But, mother, I am not Sir Robert’s son ; 

I have disclaim’d Sir Robert, and my land; 
Legitimation, name, atid*all is gone. 

Then, good my mother, l<d. me know my 
father ; 

Some proper man, T hojxe ; who was it, 
mother ? 

Lady F. Hast thou «lenied thy.self a 
Faulconbridge V 

Bast. As faithfully as I «leny the devil. 

Lady F. King Richard Cordelion was thy^ 
father. 

By long and vehement .suit I was seduc’d 
To make room for him in my husband's 
IhxI. — 

Heaven lay not my transgi’ession to . my 
charge ! — 

Thou art the issue of my dear offence, 

Which was so strongly urg’d, past my xle- 
fence. 

Bast. Now, by this light, wein I to get 
again, 

Madam, 1 would not wish a bettor father, aa# 
Some sins do bear their privilege on earth. 
And so doth yours ; your faxilt was npt your 
folly ; 

Needs must you lay your heart at his disi)Ose, 
Subjected tribute to commanding love, 

Against whoso fury and xinmatched force 
The awless lion could not wage the fight, 

Nor keep his princely heart from Richard’s 
hand. 

He that perforce J’obs lions of their hearts, 
May easily win a woman’s. Ay, my mother. 
With all my heai't 1 thank thee for my father 1 
Who lives anjl dares but say thou didst not 
well wi 

When I was got, T ’ll send his soul to hell. 
(k)me, lady, I will show thee to my kin ; 

And they shall say, when Richard begot. 
If thou hadst said him nay, it hatl been sin: 
Who says it was, he lies ; I say, ’t was not. . 

\ExsvmA. 
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Scene I. — France. Befor^ the Walls of- 
• Anglers. 

EnifiT^ on one awfe, tJie Duke 0/ Austria, arul 
Forces; on the other, Philip, King of 
France, and Forces; Lewis, Constance, 
Arthur, aitd Atteevdande. 

Lew. Before Anglers well met, brave 
Austria. — 

Arthur, that great foremnner of thy blood, 
Richard, that robb’d the lion of his heart. 

And fought the holy ware in Palestine, 

By this bmvo duke came early to his grave : 
And, for amends to Tiis posterity. 

At our imjwrtance hither is he come. 

To spread his coloui’s, boy, in thy belmlf, 

And to rebuke the usurpation 
Of thy unnatural uncle, English John. 
Embrace him, love him, give him welcome 
hither. 

Arth. Cod sliall forgive you CoiMlelion’s 

• . death. 

The rather, tliat you give his offspring life, 

• Shadowing their right under your wings of war. 

I give you welcome with a powerless hand. 
But with a heart full of unstained love : 
Welcome before the gates of Angiers, duke. 

Lew. A noble boy ! Who would not do 
thee right ? 

Auet. Upon thy chock lay I this zealous 
kiss, 

As seal to this indenture of my love, »> 

That to»my home 1 will no more return. 

Till Angiers, and the right thou hast in 
France, 

Togetlftr with that pale, that whiteJac’d 
shore. 

Whose foot spurns back the ocean’s roaring 
tides, 

And coops from other lands her Lslaudei’s, 

Even till that England, hedg’d in with the 
main. 

That water-wallwl bulwark, still secure 
And confident from foreign purposes, 

Even till that utmost comer of the wc.st a* 
^lute thee for her king : till then, fair boy, 
Will I not think of home, but follow arms, 
Comt. O ! take his mother’s tlianks, a 
widow's thanks, 

Till your strong hand shall help to give him 
strength, 

Jo make a more reij^uital to your love. 

The peace of Heaven is theirs that 
lift their swords *■ 


' II. 

In such a just and charitable war. 

K. Fhi. Well then, to work. Our cannon 
shall bo bent 

Against the brows of this resisting town. 

Call Jor our chiefest men of discipline. 

To cull the* plots of best advantages. « 

Wo ’ll lay ‘before this town our royal bones, 
Wade to the market-place in Frenchmen’s 
blootl. 

But we will make it subject to this l)oy. 

Const. Stay for an answer to your embassy^ 
Lest unadvis!*! you stain your swords with 
blood. ^ * 

My Lord Chatillon may from England bring 
’1 hat right in peace, which here we urge in 
war ; 

And then We shall rejjont each drop of blood, 
That liot rasli haste so indirectly shed. 

•Enter Chatillon. 

K. Phi A womlev. lady !~lo, u^wn thy 
wish, G* 

Our messenger, Chatillon, is arriv’d. — 

What England says, .say briefly, gentle lord ; 
We coldly pause for thee : Chatillon, Sjjeak. 
Choi. Then turn yonr forces from this 
paltry siege, 

And stir them nj) against a mightier task. 
England, impatient of your just demands, 

Hath put himself in arms, TJie advereo 
winds. 

Whose leisure I have stay’d, hav(» given hint 
tiitie 

To land his legions all as soon as I, 

His marches are exi^edicnt to this town, •» 
His forces strong, his soldiers confident. 

Witli him along is come the mother-qiuten. 

An Ate, .stirring him to blood and strife ; 

With her her niece, the Lady Blanch of Sjtain ; 
With them a bostanl of the kings deceas’d : 
And all tluj xinseitled humours of the land. 
Rash, inconsiderate, ficiy voluntaries. 

With lathes’ faces, and lierce dmgons’ splee,ns. 
Have sold their fortunes at their native liomes. 
Bearing their birthrights pro'udly on their 
backs, 7 * 

To make a Itazard of new fortunes here. 

In brief, a braver choice of dauntles.s spirits, 
Thau now the English bottoms have waft o’er. 
Did never float upon the swelling tide, 

To do offence and scath in Christendom. 

' [Drums heard within. 

The interruption, of their churlish drums 
Cuts off more circumstance : they aite at lutnd 



Act II. 


KING JOHN. 


Scene I. 


To parley, or to : therefore, prepare.. 

JC. Phi. How ijiccli imlook’d for is this 
expedition ! 

jUist. By how innch nnexj)ecte<l, hy so 
iniicii •« 

We most awake endeavour for defence, 

For eouraife inountoth witli occasion : 

Ii<‘t them bo welcome tlicn, wc are preiKn'M. 

Euter King John, Elinor, Biiaxch, ' 
BasUird, Pembroke, and Knrces, 

K. Johtu Peace be to France, if France in 
peace permit 

Our .pist and lineal entrance to our own ; 

If not, bleed France, and j'H'acc ascend to 
heaven, . , 

Whifos we, Qod’s w^ithful ag*;nt, do correct 
TJieit* proud contempt that beat Jiis 2 »eace to 
heayen. 

K. Phi. Peace be to England, if that war 
return « 

From France to England, there to live in 
jieace. • Ji" 

England we love ; ajid, for that England’s 
sjike, ' 

■ With burden of our armour here we sweat : 
This toil of ours should l)e a work of thine ; 
But thou from loving England art so fur, 

Tliat thou luist under-wrought his lawful 
king. 

Cut off the .sequence of 2 )ost«^rity, 

Outfaced infant .state, and done a raj)0 
XTpon the maiden virtm? of the crown. 

L^k here upon thy bi’other Geffrey's face : 
These eyes, these brows, were moulded out of 

}ii.s ! lort 

This little abstract doth contain that large, 
Which died in Geffrey, and the hand of time 
Shall draw this brief into as huge a volume. 
That Geffi’ey wa.s thy elder brother born. 

And this his son ; Ihigland was Geffrey’s 
right, 

And this is Geffrey’s. In the name of God, 
How comes it then, that thou art call’d a 
king. 

When living blood doth in these temples beat, 
Which owe the crown that thou t)’e.rmasterest f 

K. John. From whom hast thou this great 
commission, France, no 

To ilraw my answer from thy artirdes ? 

K. Phi. From that suj)ernal Jiulge, that 
stirs gCKxl thoughts 
In any breast of strong authority. 

To look into the blots and stains of n'ght. 

That Judge hath made me guardian to tliis 
boy: 

Under whose warrant I irn^icach thy tvrong, 
And by’whose help I mean to cliastise it. 


^K. John. Alack ! thou dost usurp autho- 
rity. 

K. Phi. Excuse : it is to beat usurpiisg^ 
down. 

Eli. Who is.' it, thou dost call usurpej-, 
Franco 1 ^ i:=) 

. ConM. Ix*t me make answer :--thy usur[»- 
ing son. 

Eli. Out, insolent ! thy bastard shall 1 ,kj 
king, 

'I’hat thou may'st b<i a q\ieen, and check the 
•w'orl< ' 

I Con^t. JVly bed was ever to thy son as true, 
As thino was to thv husband, and this bov 
Ijikcr in feature to his father Geffrey, 

’riian thou and John, in mannei's being as like- 
.-Vs rain to water, or dc'vil to hi.s dam. 
j .My boy a bastard ! By* my smd, I think, 

J I is father never was so true-begot : i'w 

It cannot be, an if thou wort his mother. 

Eli. There ’.s a good rnotlier, boy, the.t 
blots thy father. 

Const. Thei’c 's a good giundam, boy, that 
would blot thee. 

A nM. Pence ! 

Bust. Hear the crier. 

AnM. What the devil art thou f 

littsi. One that will jday the devil, .sir, with 
you. 

An ’a may catch your hide and you alone. 

You are. the hare of whom the proverb goef^.. 
Whose valour jducks tlead lions by the beard. 

[ ’ll .smoke vour skin-coat, an I catch vou 
right. 

Sirrah, look to ’t ; i’ faith, I will, i’ faith, n-* 

Jilmich. O I well did he become that lionV- 
robe, 

’Phat did rlisrobc; the lion of that rol>e. 

Bast. It lies as slightly on the biick of him, 

I As great Alcidcs’ shows iqmn an slss.— 

But, as.s, I ’ll take that burden from your back. 
Or lay on that shall make your shoulders 
crack. 

Anst. What cracker is this same, that deaf> 
our eai-s 

With this abundance of supcrfltioiis breath ? — 
King, — Ijowis, determine what we shall (ki 
stmight. 

Lew. Women and fools, break off your 
conference.- 1 :^) 

King John, this is the very sum of all : 
England, and Ireland, Anjo\t, Touraino, 
Maine, 

In right of Arthur do I claim of thee. 

Wilt thou resign them, and lay down thy” 
arms ? 

K. John. My life as soon : I do defy thee* 
France. — 
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KING JOHN. 


SCKNK !. 


Arthtti* of Bretagne, yield thee to my hand, 
And, out of my dear love, I ’ll give thee more 
, 'rhan e’er the coward hand of Jb’ntncc can win. 
ti^ubralt thee, boy. 

Ell Come to thy phihl. 

Const ‘Do, child, go to it grandam, chihl ; 
Give grandam kingdom, and it gi’andain wiW 
<]live it a plum, a cherry, and a lig : 

'Plieqe ’a a good grandam. 

Arth. Gootl my mothei’, peace ! 

1 would that I were low iid in my grave : 

I am not worth thi-s coil that 's made for. me. 
Eli, His inother shames him so, poor boy, 
he weeps. 

Const Now shame upon you, whe’r she 
does, or no ! 

His grandam ’s wrongs, and not his mother’s 
shames, 

Draw those Heaven-moving pearls from his 
j)oor eyes. 

Which Heaven shall take in nature of a fee : 
Ay, with these crystal beads Heaven shall be 
brib’d i?‘ 

To do him justice, and revenge on you. 

Ell Thou monstrous slanderer of Heaven 

• and earth ! 

Const Tliou monstrous injurerof Heaven 

• and earth ! 

<yall not me slanderer : thou, and thine, usurp 
The dominations, royalties, and rights 
Gf this ojipressed boy. This is thy eldest 
son’s son, 

Infortunate in nothing but in thee : 

Thy sins are visited in this poor child ; 

The canon of the law is laid on him, iso 

Being but the second generation 
Kemovtsd from thy sin-conceiving womb. 

K. John. Bedlam, have done. 

Const I liave but this to say, — 

That lit) is not only plagued for her sin, 

Blit God hath made hei- sin and ]H‘r*the 
plague 

On this removed issue, plagu’d for her, 

And with her plague, her sin; his injury 
Her injuiy, the beadle to her sin. 

All punish’d in the peraon of this child. 

And all for her. A plague upon her ! loo 
Eiu Thou unadvised scold, I can produce 
A will, that baiw the title of thy son. 

Const. who doubts that! a will! a 
wicked will ; • 

A woman’s will ; a canker’d grandam ’s will ! 
A. Ehi. Peace, lady ! pause, or be more 
temperate. 

It ill beseems this presence, to cry aim 

To these iU-tuned repetitions, 

Some trumpet summon hither to the walls 
These men of Angiers : let usliear them speak. 


Whose title they admit, Aithur’s or John’s. 

Tmnipsta sound. Enter Citizens upon 
the walls. 

Cit Who is it, that hath warn’d us to the 
walls 1 

K, Phi. ’T is France, for England. 

K. John. England, for itsidf. 

You •men of Angiera, and my loving sub- 
jects,— 

K. Phi. You loving men of Anglers,-. 
Arthur’s subjects, 

Our trumiMit call’d you to this gentle parle, — 
'K. John. For our ad\'antage, therefore, 
hejir us first. — 

These flags of France, tliat are advaiicei^ heiv 
Before the eye and prospect of your town, ’ 
Have hither march’d to your endaraageftient : ■ 
Tile camions have their liow'ols full of wrath, 
And ivady mounted are they to sjiit foidh sii ’ 
Their iron dudignation 'gainst your walls : 

All preparation for a bloody siege 

And mercilei^?? proceeding by these French,. , 

I Confront youf city’s eyes, your winking gates ; 
And, but for our approach, those sleeping 
stones, 

That as a w^aist do girdle you about, 

By the compulsion of their ordnance 
By this time from their fixed beds of lime 
Had been dishabited, and wide havoc made 
For bloody power to rusli upon your jieace. 
But, on the sight of us, your lawful king, 

Who painfully, with much expedient march, 
Have brought a countercheck before your 
gates, 

To save un.scratcli’d your city’s threaten'd 
cheeks, 

Behold, the French amaz’d vouchsafe a ]»arle ; 
And now, instead of bullets wrapp’d in lire. 

To make a shaking fever in your walls, 

They shoot but calm w'ords, fohled up in 
smoke, 

To make a faithless error in your ears : ^ a#* 

Whicli trust accordingly, kind citizens, 

And let us in, your king, who.se labour’d 
spirits, 

Forwearied in this action of swift speed, 

Crave harbourage within your city walls. 

K. Phi. When I have .said, make answer to 
us both. 

Lo ! in this right hand, whose protection 
Is i»o.st divinely vow’d iijx)u the right 
Of him it holds, stands young Plantageuet^ 

Son to the elder brother of this roan. 

And king o’er him, and all that lie enjoys, 

For this down-trodden equity, we ti'ead 
In warlike march these greens before your 
town. 
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Being no further enemy to you, 

the constraint of hos]>itable zeal, 
in the relief oi this oppi-es^ child,* 
.Reliigiously provokes. Be pleased then 
To pay that duty which you truly, owe. 

To him that owes it, namely, this yoniig 
j)rince ; 

And then our arms, like to a muzzled bear, 
Save in as[Xict, have all offence seal’d up^ 

Our cannons’ malice vainly shall be spent 
Against the invulnerable clouds of ‘heaven ; 
And with a blessed and unvex’d retire, 

With unhack’d swords, and helmets all un 
bruis’d, 

Ij^e will bear home that lusty blood again, 
Which hero we came to spout against your 
• town, ^ 

And leave your children, wi\'es, and you, in 
peace. 

Btiit if you fondly j)ass our proffer’d offer, 

’Tia not the round are of your old-fae’d walls 
Olan. hide you from our messengers of war, aw 
Though all these English, and their discipline, 
Were harbour’d in their rude circumference. 
Then, tell us, shall your city call us lord, 

In that behalf which wc have challeng’d it, 
t )r shall we give the signal to our luge, 

And stalk in blood. to our possession! 

€it. In brief, we are the King of England’s 
subjects : 

For him, and in his light, wo hold this town. 

K. John, Acknowledge then the king, and 
let me in. 

Cit. That can we not ; but he that proves 
the king, sro 

T'o him will we prove loyal : till that time 
Have wo raram’d up our gates against the 

world. 

K. .John. Doth not the crown of England 
prove the king I 

And if not that, I bring you witnesses, 

Twice fifteen thousand hearts of England’s 
bleed, — 

Bastards, and else. 

J{. ./ohn. To verify our title with their 
lives. 

K. Phi. As many, and as well-born bloods 
as those, — 

BwA. Some bastards too. 

K. Phi, Stand in his face to conti'adici his 
claim. 2S0 

Vit. Till you compound whose right isj 
worthiest, 

We for the worthiest hold the right from 
both. 

K, John. Then God forgive the., sm of all 
those souls, 

That to their everlasting resident, 


Before the dew of evening fall, shall fleet, 

In di'eadful trial of our kingdom’s kiug I . 

K. Phi. Amen, Amen. — ^Mount, chevaliers! 
to arms ! 

Bast. Saint George, that swing’d the 
dragon, and e’er since 

Sits on his horseback at mine hostess’ door. 
Teach us some fence ! — [To Austria.] Siirali, 
were I at home, ist> 

At your den, sirnih, with your lioness, * 

I would set an oxhead to your lion’s hide. 
And make a monster of you. 

A nst. Peace I no more. 

Bost. O ! tremble, for you hear the lion 
roar. 

K.Johii. Up higher to the .plain; where 
wo ’ll set fortli 

In best appointment jdl our regiments. 

Ba«t. Spee<l tlien, to take advouitage of the 
field. 

K. PM. It sliall Im 3 so; — [to Lewis] and 
at the other hill 

Command the rost to stand. God, aiid our 
right ! [Exeunt: 


Scene II. — The Same. 

Alarums and Excursimis ; then a Retreat. 
Enter a French ITe^'ald. uuth. trumpets, tto 
the f/a!es, 

F. Uer. You men of Angiers, open wide 
your gates, 

And let youn.g Ai’thur, Duke of Bretagne, in. 
Who by the hand of Fmneo this day hath 
made 

Much work for tears in many an English 
mother, 

Whose sons lie scatter’<l on the bleeding 
• ground ; 

Many a widow’s husband gi’ovelliug lies, 
Coldly embracing the discolour’d earth ; 

And victory, with little loss, doth play 
Upon the dancing Imuners of the French, 
Who are at hand, triumphantly display’d, xi 
To enter conquerors, and to proclaim 

Ai’thur of Bretagne England’s king, and yours. 

* - 

Enter an English IlercJd, with trumpets: ' 

E. Her. Rgoiee, you men of Angiers, ring 
your bells : 

King John, your king and England’s, do^ . 
approach, 

lommhnaOr of this hot malicious day. 
rii^ir armours, that maroh’d hence so silvfM^ 

gilt with FroncihmeP’fi blood. 



; ■ ' ACT «. 

iCfaere stuck uo plume in any Knglish crest* 
That is removed by a staff of France; 

Our colours do return in those same hands, w 
That did display them when wo first march d 
forth ; 

And, like* a jolly tiXKjp of huntsmen, come 
Our lusty English, all with pnipled hands, • 
Dy’d in the dying slaughter of their foes. 
Opeij your gates, and give the victors way. 
Cit. Hei-alds, from off our towei-s we might 
behold, 

From iiist to last, the onset iuid retire . 

Of both yom* armies ; whose equality 
By our best eyes cannot be censured : 

Blood hath Imught blood, and blows have 
answei**d blows ; »» 

Strength match’d with strength, and power 
confronted jw^er: 

}h)th are alike; and both alike we like. 

One must prove greatest ; while they weigh 
so oven, 

We hold our town for neither, yet for both. 

Unter, at one siih, Khtuj John, ^oith hig Pouxir, 
ELmoH,. Blaxoh, and tJie Bastard; at tJa- 
» otlisTf Kin^g Philip, Lewis, Austria, and 
Forces. 

K. John. France, hast thou yet more blood 
to cast away ? 

Say, shall the current of our right roam on 'i 
Whose passage, vex’d with thy inq>eduuent. 
Shall leave his native channel, and o’erswell . 
With coursti disturb’d even thy confining 
shores, 

Unless thou lot his silver water keep 40 

A peaceful jirogre^ to the ocean. 

K. Plti, England, thou hast not sav'd one 
drop of blood. 

In this hot trial,' more than, we of France ; 
Katherf lost more : and by this hand I swear, 
Tlmt sways the earth this climate overlooks. 
Before we will lay down our just-borne arms. 
We ’ll put th'cc dowii, ’gainst whom those arms 
we bear. 

Or add a royal number to the dead, 

. Urging the scroll, that tells of this war's loss. 
With slaughter coupled to the name of kings. 
Bast, Ha ! majesty, how high thy gloiy 
towers, ' 51 

When the rich blood of kings is set on fire ! 

O ! now doth Death line his dead cliaiis with 
steel ; 

^ie swords of soldiers ai’e his teeth, his fangs ; 

, And*now he feasts, mousing the flesh 'of men, 
In undetermin’d diilbrences of kings.—— 

Why stand th^e royal fronts ^amaz'd thus^ 
Ciy, havoc, king^ ! book to tlie stained field. 
You equid-potents, fieryrkin^fed spirits ! 


JOHN. 8c:exe II. 


Then let confusion of one part confirm *w 
The other’s jieace; till then, blows, blood, and 
death ! ' 

K. John. Whose party, do the townsmen 
yet admit? 

K. Phi. Kpeak, citizens, for England; who ’s 
your king? 

(St. The King of .England, when we know 
« the king. 

K. Phi. Know him in us, tliat here hold up 
his right. 

I{. John. I ti us, that are our own great 
deputy, 

j And bear possession of our pem>u here, 
j Lord of our presience, Angiers, and of you. 

I Cit. A gi'cater j)ower than we denies ail 
j this ; • * 

j - And, till it be undoubted, we do lock ' 

Our former scruple iu our strong-barr’d gate.s, 
Kings, of our fear ; until our fears, resolv’d, 
Bo by soint> certain king purg’d and depos’d, 
j Bast. By Heaven, these scroyles of Angiers 
j flout ytui, kings, 

j And stand securely on their battlements, 
j’As in a theati'e, whence they gape and jioint 
! At your industrious scenes and acts of death, 
j Your royal presences be rul’d by me ; 

Do like the mutines of Jerusalem, 

Be friends awhile, and both conjointly l)end «t 
i Your sharpest deeds of malice on this town. 

I By east and west let France and England 
' mount 

Their battering cannon charged to the mouths, 
Till their soul-fearing clamoiii's have brawl’d 
down 

The flinty ribs of this contemptuous city r 
I 'd play inccssjvntly upon these jades, / 

Even till unfencc<l desolation 
Leave them as naked a.s the vulgai* air. 

That done, dissever your united strengths, 

And ]:)art your mingled colours once again ; » 
Turn face to face^ and bloody jioint to jKiint ; 
Then, in a moment. Fortune shall cull forth 
Out of one side her happy minion, 

To whom in favour she shall give the day, 

And kiss him with a glorious victoxy. 

How like you this wild counsel, mighty states? 
Smacks it not something of the policy ? 

K. John. Now, by the sky that hangs above 
our heads, 

I like it well. — BVanoe, shall wo knit our 
powers,' • 

And lay this Angiers even with the ground, 
Then, after, fight Who shall be king of it ? wi 
Bast. An if thou hast tlio mettle of a king, 
Being wrong'd as we are by this peevish town, 
Turn thou the mouth- of thy artillery, 

As we will ours, against these saucy walls; 
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And when that we have dash'd them to the 
ground, 

Why, then defy each other, and, |iell-mell, 
Make work uiwn Ojui’selves, for heaven, or hell. 
K. Phi. Let it be so. — Say, where will you 
nKsault ? 

K. John. We from the west will send de- 
struction no 

Into this city’s bosom. 

Aust. I from the north. " 

K. Phi. Our thunder from the south 

Shall rain their drift of bullets on this town. 
Ba^ [Aiide.^ O prudent discipline ! From 
north to south, 

Austria and France shoot in each other’s 
^ mouth : 

I ’ll stir them to it-t-Come, away, away ! 

Cit. Hear us, gretit kings: vouchsafe awhile 
to stay. 

And I shall show you peace, and faii-fac’d 
league ; 

Win you this city without stroke, or wound ; 
Rescue those breathing lives top'die in beds, i» 
That here come sacrifices for tlm field. 

Persever not, but hear me, mighty kings. 

K. John. Speak on, with favour : we are 
bent to hear. 

Cit. That daughter there of Spain, the Lady 
Blanch, 

Is niece to England Look upon the years 
Of Lewis the Dauphin, and that lovely maid. 
If lusty love should go in quest of beauty, 
Whei'e should he find it fairer than in Blanch? 
If zealous love should go in search of viidue, 
Where should he find it purer than in Blanch? 
If love ambitious sought a match of birth, lai 
Whose veins bound richer blood than Lady 
Blanch ? 

Buch as she is, in beauty, virtue, birth, 

Is the young Dauphin every way complete : 

If not complete of, say, he is not she ; 

And she again wants nothing, to name want. 
If want it be not, that she is not he : 

He is the half part of a blessed man, 

Left to be finished by such as she ; — 

And she a fair divided excellence, 

Whose fulness of perfection lies in him. 

O ! two such silver currents, when they join, 
Do glorify the banks that bound them in ; 

And two such shores to two such streams 
made one. 

Two such continuing bounds shall you be, 
kings. 

To these two princes, if you marry them. 

This union shall do more than battery can 
To our fast-closed gates ; for, at this match. 
With swifter spleen than powder can enforce, 
The mouth of passage shall we fling wide ope, 


And give you entmnce; but, without this 
match, 

Tlie sea enraged is not half so deaf. 

Lions more confident, mountains and rooks 
More free from motion : no, not Death him- 
self 

7n mortal fuiy half so peremptory, 

As we to keep this city. 

Bast. Here ’s a stay. 

That shakes the rotten carcase of old I^th 
Out of his rags ! Here ’s a large mouth, 
indeed. 

That spits forth death, and mountains, rocks, 
and seas. 

Talks as familiarly of roaring lions, iw 

As maids of thirteen do of puppy-dogs. 

What caimoneer begot this lusty blooil ? 

He speaks plain cannoft, fire, and smoke, and 
bounce ; ' 

He gives the bastinado with his tongue ; 

Our ears are cudgell’d : not a word of his. 

But buflets better than a fist of France. 
’Zounds ! I was never so bethump’d with 
words. 

Since I first call’d my brother’s father, dad. 
Bli. Son, list to this conjunction, make* 
this match. 

Give with our niece a dowry large enough; it«» 
For by this knot thou shalt so surely tie 
Thy now unsur'd assurance to the crown. 

That yon green boy shall have iro sun to 
ripe 

The bloom that promiseth a mighty fruit. 

I see a yielding in the looks of France ; 

Mark, how they whisper : urge them, while 
their souls 

Are capable of this ambition. 

Lest zeal, now melted, by the windy breath 
Of soft petitions, pity, and remorse. 

Cool and congeal again to what it wris. ii» 
Cit. Why answer not the double majesties- 
This friendly treaty of our thi'eaten’d tovrn ? 

JC. Phi. Speak England first, that hath 
been forward first 

To speak unto this city : what say you ? 

£. John. If that the Dauphin there, thy 
princely son. 

Can in this b(wk of beauty read, I love. 

Her dowry shall weigh equal with a queen : 
For Anjou, and fair Touraine, Maine, Poi& 
tiers,! 

And all that we upon this side the sea 
(Except this city now by us besieg’d) iw 
Find liable to our crown and dignity, , 

Sliall gild her bridal bed, and make her rick 
In titles, honours, and promotions. 

As .she in beauty, education, blood, 

Holds hand with any princess of the worldL 
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K. Phi. What say’st thou, boy? look* in 
the lady’s face. 

Lew. I do, my lord ; and in her eye I find 
A wondef, or a wondrous miracle, 

The shadow of myself form’d^ her eye, ■ 
Wliich, being but the shadow of your son, wc 
Becomes a sun, and makes your son a shadcav^ 
J. do protest, I never lov’d myself, 

Till now infixed I beheld myself, 

Brawn in the flattering table of her eye. 

^^hispers initfi Blanch. 
Bast. Brawn in the flattering table of her 
eye, 

Hang’d in the frowning wrinkle of her brow, 
And quarter’d in her hetft't, he doth espy 
Himself love’s traitor : this is pity now, 

That hang’d, and drawn, an<l quarterd, there 
should be, • •’ 

In such a love, so vile a lout sis he. 210 

Blanch. My uncle’s will in this respect is 
mine. 

If he see aught in you, that makes him like, 
That anything he sees, which moves his liking, 

J can with ease translate it to my will ; 

Or if you will, to si>eak more pmperly, 

•I wiU enforce it easily to my love. 

Further I will not flatter you, my lord, 

.’Hiat all I see in you is worthy love, 

'Phan this, — that nothing do I see in you. 
Though churlish thoughts themselves should 
be your judge, 

That 1 can .find should merit any hate. 

K. John. What say these young ones'? 

What say you, my niece '? 

Blanch. That she is bound in honour still 
to do 

What y^u in wisdom still vouchsafe to say. 

K. John. Si>eak then, Prince Dauphin : can 
you love this lady ? 

Lew.* Nay, ask me if I can ref min fi*om 
love; 

For 1 do love her most nnfeignedly. 

K. John. I^en do I give Vohiuessen, 
Touraine, Maine, 

Poktiers, and Anjou, these five piovince.s, 
With her to thee ; and this addition more, sso 
Full thirty thousand marks of English coin. — 
Philip of France, if thou be pleas’d withal, 
tJommand thy son and daiighter to join hands. . 
K. Phi, It likes us well — Young princes, 
close your hands. • 

Auet. And your lips too : for I am well as- 
sur’d, 

Tliat I did so, when I was first assur’d. 

K. Phi. Now, citizens of Angiers, ope your 
gates. 

Let in that amity which yon have made ; 

For at Baint Mary’s Chapel^i^sently 


The rites of martTage shall be solemnis’d — 

Is not the Lady Constance in this troop ? su 
I know, she is not ; for this match, made np„ 
Her presence would have interrupted much.. 
Where is she and her son? tell me, wlu> 
knows. 

Leio. She is sad and ][>as8ioiui,te at your 
highness’ tent. 

K% Phi. And, by my faith, this league, that, 
we^ave made. 

Will givelier sadness very little cure. — 
Brether of England, how may we content 
This widow lady ? Tn her right we came, 
Which we, Gotl knows, have turn’d another 
way, S3»^ 

To eur own vantage. ^ 

K. John. Wo will htial up all ; 

For we ’ll create young Arthur Duke of 
Bretagne, 

And Earl of Richmond, and this rich fair 
town 

We make him lord of.— Call the Lady Con- 
stance' : 

8omc speetly hiessenger bid her re[>air 
To our solemnity. — I trust, we shall, 

If not fill up the measure of her will, 

Yet in some measure satisfy her so. 

That we shall stop her exclamation. 

Go we, as well as haste will suffer us, a» 
To this unlook’d-for unprepared pomp. 

[ Eveunt all but the Baetard, The Citizen.* 

retire from the ‘toalle. 

Boat. Mad world ! msul kings ! mad compea 
sition ! 

John, to stop Arthur’s title in the whole, 

Hath willingly depaited with a part ; 

And France, wdiose aimour conscience buckled 
on, 

Whom zeal and charity brought to the field, 

\s God’s own soldier, i*oundcd in the ear 
With that same purpose-changer, that sly 
devil, 

That broker that still breaks the pate of 
faith. 

That daily break- vow, he that wins of all. 

Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, 
maids, — 

Who having no external thing to lose 
But the word maid, cheats the poor maid of 
that; — 

That smooth-^’d gentleman, tickling com- 
modity, 

Commodity, the bias of the world ; 

The world, who of itself is poised well, 

Made to run oven, upon even greund, 

Till this advantage, tliis vile-drawiug bias, 

This sway of motion, this commo<lity. 

Makes it take head from all iiidifferency, »• 



Act III. KINl^ 

Prom all lUn i'tioii, [»in p<)se, course, iiitcmt : 
AihI tills saiiK* lias, tJiis commodity, 

This l)!i\v<i, iiiis broker, iliis ail-changiii" wonl, 
tvhippM on tJjr outward eye; of fickle Prance, 

I lath ilrawn him from his own determin'd aid. 
Prom a n'.^olv’d and liouonrahlo war. 

To a most, base and vile-coucliuled js-acsi'. — 
An«I wliy rail I ou this commodity ? 

Ihit for becaiisii he hatii not woo'^l m<' 

Not that 1 have the power to clut(;h my hand, 

ACT 

Mcenk 1.- -Th<‘ Sa.m«‘. The Preuch King’s 
'rent. 

/•Jiittr Constance, Ahtiiuk, /nul Sahsiu-ky. 

Const. (.{oiK^ to he mat i ied ! gone to swear 
a plaice ! 

False blood to false, blood Join’d f gone to 
friemls ! ^ 

Shall liinvis have Jllaneli, and. IJlanch those 
provinces 

It is not fio ; tJiou hast ini.sspoke. misheard; 

Be well twlvis’d, toll o’er tliy tale again : 

It cannot bo ; thou dost but. say, t is si*. 

I tx’ust, I ma\- not crust time, for thy voril 
Is but the vain breath of a comiuon man : 
Believe me, I do not believe thee, man : 

I Imve a king’s oath to (Ik; contrary. n 

Tlioii shalt be j)uni.sh’d for thus frighting me ; 
For I am sick, and capalile of fears ; 

Oppress'il with wrongs, and therefore full of 
feax’s ; 

A widow, hnsbandhASs, subject to foal's ; 

A woman, natui-iilly born to fears ; 

And though thou now I’onfess thou didst hut 
Jest. 

With my vex’d sjiiriks J cannot tak<! a truce. 
But they will ipiake and treiulile all this (hiy. 
"What dost thou mean by shaking of thy 
head i 

Why dost thou look .so sadly on iny .son ? 'jo 
W liat means that hand upon that breast of 
thine ? 

Why holds thine eye* that lainmitable i-heuin, 
Like li }»i*oud river pocx'ing o’er his hounds ? 

Be tlu ise sad signs confiiTuei's of thy word.s '? 
Then speak again ; not all thy foi'mei' tale, 

But this one word, wli<*ther thy tale he true, 
SaZ. As true as, I believe, you think them 
false, 

That give yon cau.si! to prove iny .saying trn«‘. 
Const. O ! if thou teach me to lx.*lieve this 
sorrow, 

Teach thou this sori'ow how t(» ixifike me die ; rtt 
And let belief and life encounter so. 


JOHN. {jiCENE I. 

I \^h<m his fair angels would salute my palm; 
I But for my Inuul, us uiiattempted yet, 

! Like a jK*or lieggai', railoth on the riclx. 

I Well, whiles I am a beggar, I will, rail, 
j And say, thcx'e‘‘is no sin but to be rich; 
j And being rich, my virtue then shall be, 

I To say, tlmre is no vice but beggaxy. ■ 

I Since kings break fiuth upon commodity, 
j Oain, be my loi'd, for I will woi'ship thep ! 
i ^ [A’jjj?. 


II L 

j .\s ilotli the fury of two desixei'atc men, 
j VVhieli in the very meeting fall, and <lie. — 
Lewis marry Blanch 1 O Ixxy ! then whei'B ai't 
* thou ? 

j Pramai friend with Knglatid, what becomes of 
I me. t— 

Fellow, bo gone ; I cannot brook thy sight : 
This news hath made thee a most ngly maxi. 
/Sfft. W'hat other hnnn have I, good Indy, 
j done, 

Bnt sjH)ke the harm that is by othei's done. '{ 
(Wnst. Which harm within itself so hpinoific 

4 »> 

As it makes harmful fill that speak of it, 

J rt//. I do beseech you, madam, be content. 
<h/ist If thou, that bidd’st me be content, 
wei't grim, 

(•gly, and slanderous to thy mother’s womb, 
Pull of unjdeasing blots and .sightless ststiius, 
Lanu*, foolish, crooked, swart, prodigious, 
J*atch’d with foul moles, and eye-ofl'eiuling 
marks, 

T would not care, 1 then would bccontcait; 
For then I should not love thee ; no, nor thou 
Btseome thy great birth, nor de.sei*ve a crown, m 
Bui. thou art fair ; and at thy birth, dear boy, 
Nature ami Fortune join’d to mak(! thccj gi'oat: 
Of Nature’s gifts thou inay’st with lilies boast, 
.\nd with the half-blown tone. But Foitune, 
O ! 

She is corrupted, chang’d, and won fi'orn thex' : 
She adulterates hourly with thine uncle* Johii ; 
And with her golden hand hath pluck’d OJ4 
Fniiice 

To tread down fiiir respect of Koveitiignty, 
Andxnadt! his majesty the bawd to theirs. 
Pnuico is a bitwd to Fortune, and King John j <» 
That strumpet Fortune, that usurping John ! — 
Toll me, thou fellow, is not France forsworn? 
Kn\ onoin him with words, or get thee gone, . 
'Vnd leave those woes alone, which I aloiie 
\rn bound to vnderbear. 

^ Pardon me, nuidam, 

I may not go without you to the kings. 




COriSTANCE. ARTHUR, AND SALISHUKV. 


Constance. (), if thou teach me to believe thiii sorrow, 

leach thou this sorrow how to make me die, 

‘‘ Kinc; John," Act ///., Sane L 




KING JOHN. 


SCENK I. 


Act III. 

Const, Thou xaay’ist, thou slialt : I will ifbt 
go with thee. 

I will instnict my sorrowH to he proiul. 

For grief ia proud, and makes his owner stoop. 
To me, and to the state of 1113^ gi'eat grief, th 
C^ t kings assembh) ; for my grief’s so great. 
That no suppoi-ter but the huge hrm eartli * 
Can hold it up : hex’e I and sorrows sit ; 

Here is my throne, bid kings come bow to it. j 

hertiPAf on t.ho yrounti. 

MUer Kiwj John, King Philip, Lewis, 
Blanch, Elinor, liasUird, Austria, 'oud 
Attendonts. 

K. Phi. ’T is true, fair ilaughter ; an<l this 
blessed, day 

Ever in France shall l)e kept festival : 

To solemnise this da^*, the glorious sun 
Stays in his course, and ])lays the alchymist, 
Turning, with sjdendour of his precious eye, 
The mengi'c cloddy earth to glittering gold : >«• 
The ye.ariy course, thnt brings tliis day about, 
Sh.'dl never see it l.»ut a holida3\ 

(-onM. \Jiisi)njA\ A wicked <lav, and not a j 
hol^’ daj' ! 

i^Vhat liath this day deserv’<l? what hath it 
done, 

T'hat it in golden letters should l>e st't, 

Among th<5 high tides, in the calemlar I 
Nay, rather, tui’ii this <lay out of the w'eek ; 
This day of sliaino, oj>})re.ssion, perjuiy : 

Or if it must stand still, let wives with child 
Pi'ay,that their burdens may not fall this day, «.> 
Lest that them' hoptis prodigiously bo cross’d. 
But on this (laj’’ let seamen fear no wrack ; 

No bargains break, that ai’(! not this day made; 
This <lay,all things begun come to ill end ; 

Yea, faith itself to hollow falsehood changt^ ! 

K. Phi. By TTeavtm, lady, you shall have* no 
•ausc 

To curse the fair proceedings of this <hiy. 

Have I not pawn’d to 3'ou my majesty ? 

Const. You ha, A O lH,‘guird mo with a coun- 
torfeit, 

Roseunhling majestj', which, being touch'd and 
tried, i.w 

■Proves valueless. You ai’o forewoni, foi-sworn ; 
You (Stine in anns to spill mine enemies’ blood. 
But now in arms you strengthen it with yours ; 
The grappling vigour and rough fi’own of war 
Is cold in amity and painted peace, 

And our oppression hath made up this 
league. — 

. -A-rm, arm, you lioavens, against these perjur’d 
kings ! 

A widow cries ; be husband to me, hoavejis ! 
fjet not the hours of this ungodly day 
Wear out the day in peace ; bift, ere sunset, no 
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S(>t armed dis(X)rd ’twixt these perjui'’d kings ! 
Hear me, O, h(sir mo ! 

J ffst. I^ady Constance, jw^ace ! 

Const. War! war! no peace! jieacc is to 
me a war. 

I O Limoges ! O Austria! thou dost shame 
That bhxKly spoil ; thou slave, thou wretch, 
thou wward ; 

Thou^little-valiant, great in villainy ! 

Then evtii- Strong ujhiu the stronger side ! 
Thou Fortline’s chatu]>ion, that dost never tight 
But when her humorous ladysliip i.s b\' 

To teach thee safety! thou art]ierjiu'’d too, (•*»' 
And sooth’st up greatness. Wliat a fool art 
thou, 

A ramping fool, to brag, and stamp, and .swear, 
11 poll my party I Thoi^ cold-blotxied .slave, 
Hjist thou not sjHike like thunder on in\*.sitle'‘ 
H<^en sworn my soldier'! bidding me depend 
Upon thy stars, tliy fortune,, and thy atrengtl.. * 
And dost thou now fall over to my foes > 
Thou wtair a lion’s hide ! doli’ it for shame. 
And hang a cftlfs-skiii on those i-ecrcant limbs 
Aust. (), jliat a man should speak tho.s<* 
words to me ! n,,- 

/itisf. And hang a calf.s-skiu on those re- 
(a-eant limbs. 

A nst. Thou dar’st not say so, villain, for thv 
life. 

/Jo'^t. And luing a calf’s-skiii on thost* re 
ereant limbs. 

A". John. W<» like not this ; tliou dost I'or • 
get thyself. > 

Katfi’ Pandulph. 

A’. l*hi. Here (xmies the holy h*gate of the 
TJjojie. 

I'ond. Hail, you anointed deputies ot 
Heaven ! 

To the<*. King John, my holy errand is. 
f, Pandulph, of fiii* Milan cardinal. 

And from Pope Innocent tlie legate liere. 

Do in Jiis name religiously demand, n* 

Why tlioii against tlie Cluirch, our holy mothet<|,; 
So wilfully dost spurn ; and, force perforce. 
Keep Stt^phen Liington,- chosen archbishop 
Of Canterbury, from that ln'l^v see ? 

This, in our ’foi'esaid holy father’s name, 

Pojie Innocent, I do demand of thee. 

K. John. Wliajj earthly name to interi-oga- 
torics 

Can task the free brcatJi of a sacred king ! 
Thou canst uot, cardinal, devise a mime 
So sliglxt, unworthy, and ridiculous, iw 

To charge mo to au answer, as the Po|)e. 

Tell him this tale; and from the month of 
England 

Add thus much more, — that no Italian pri<>fit 



KIN(i JOHN. 


SCKXE I. 


At!!' Ill 


JSlhiill tithe or toll in our domiiiioiis ; 
ihit as we under Heaven are supremo hoiwJ, 
.80, under him, that great supremacy. 

Where we do reign, we will aloiu* uphold, 
Without thti as.sistance of a mortal hand : 

80 tell th(i Pope ; all reverence set apart 
To him, and his usuip’d authority. i*w 

K. Phi. Brother of England, you blnsphomo 
in this. , 

K. John. Though you, and all the kings of 
Christendom, 

Are led so grossly by thi.s meddling i>rie.sl, 
Dreading the cur.se that money may buy out, 
And, by the merit of vile gold, dross, du.st, 
Purchase corrupted prtrdon of a man. 

Who,, in that sale, sells jMrdon from himself; 
‘^riiough you, and all Ijie, re.st, so gi().ssly led. 
This juggling witchcraft with revenue cherish : 
Yot 1 alone, alone do me oppo.so no 

Against the Poj)e, and count his friends rny 
foes. • 

Pand. Then, bt' the lawful power that I 
have, • 

'fiion shalt stand cur.s’d, an<l extominnnicate : 
sVud blcsse<l shall he be that <loth revolt 
■i^'rom his allegiance to an heretic ; 

.\nd meritorious shall that hand be call’d, 
tJanonised, and worslupp’d jus ji saitit, 

T’hat takes away by any secret coui*se 
Thy’ hateful life. 

Comt. O ! lawful let it be, no 

That I have I'oom with Koine Ui cui’se awhile. 
Cood father cardinal, cry thou Amen 
To my keen cui'ses ; for, without my wrong, 
Tliere is no tongue hath power to curse him 
right. 

Pand. There ’.s law and wanunt, ^jidy, for 
my curse. 

Comt. And for mine loo : wdien law can do 
no right, 

^ r 

JjCt it be lawful that law bar no wrong. 

Law cannot give my child his kingdom here, 
'ii’or he that holds his kingdom holds the law : 
Therefore, since law Itself is ]>ei’fect wrong, iw 
How can the law ft»rbid my tongue to curse ? 
Pand. Philip of France, on peril a 
cui’se, 

Let go the hand of that aroh-heretic, 

And raise the fmwer of France upon his head, 
nnles.s he do submit himself to !^me. 

Eli. Look’st thou pale, France 1 do not let 
go thy hand. 

Comt. Look to that, devil, lest that France 
I'epent, 

And, by disjoining hands, hell lose a soul. 
Aiuft. King Philip, listen to the cai’dinal. 
Jimt. And hang a calf ’s-{^iu on his recreant 
limbs. 


A tiM. Well, ruffian, J mu.st pocket up these 
wrongs,- 
Because- 

Bast. Your breeches best may carry them. 

K. John. Philijj, what say’.st thou to tlui 
cardinal I 

' Comt . . What should he say, but as the oju - 
dinal 'i 

Lew. Bethink you, father; for the diflercnco 
Is, purchase of a heavy ciu'se from Rome, 
t>r the light lo.s.s of Enghnid for a friend : 
Forego the easier. 

Bfani'h. That s the ciu'se of Rome. 

Comt. O Lewis, stand fast ! the devil 
tempts thee here, 

In likeness of a new-uptrimmed bride. 

Blant'.h. The Ijiuly’ C-onstance sjieaks not 
from lier faith, * i'im 

But from her need. 

C'on.!fb O ! if thou grant my need. 

Which only lives but by the death of faith, 
Thsit noeil must neetls infer this principle, 
Tlmt faith would live again by death of need ; 
0 ! then, tread down my need, and fjiitU 
mounts up ; 

Kee^J my’ need up, and faith is troildmi down., 

K. John. The king is mov’d, and answi'rs 
not to this. 

Comt. O ! bo remov’d from him, and 
answer well. 

A vHt. Do so. King Philip : liang no more 
ill doubt. 

Jta.'it. Hang nothing but a calf’s-skiii, most 
sweet lout • iw 

K. Phi. I am perplex’d, and know not 
what to .say’. 

Pand. Wliat canst thou say', but ivill per- 
plex thee moi'p, 

If tliou stand excommunicate, and cui*s'd 1 

K. Phi. Uooil reverend father, nrike my 
jierson yours, 

And tell me how you would bestow youi'self. 
This royal hand and mine are newly knit, 

And the conjunction of our inward souls 
Married in league, coupled ami link’d to- 
gether 

With all religious strength of sacroil vows ; 
Tiie latest breath that gJive the sound of 
words, SM) 

Was deep-sworn faith, peace, amity, true 
love, I 

Between our kingdoms, and our royal selves ; 
And ev’en before this truce, but new before, 
No longer than we well could wash our 
hands. 

To clap this ro^yal baigain up of peace. 

Heaven knows, they were besmear’d and 
overstain'd 
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With slaughter’s pencil ; wh<?rc revenge fli«l 
paint 

The fearful Jifihreuce of inccn8e<l kings : 

And shall these hands, so lately purg’d of 
blood, . • 

So newly join’d in love, so strong in both, 
Unyoke this seizure, and this kiu<l r^greet * 
Play fast and loose with faith ! so je^st with 
Heaven, 

Make such iinctnistant children of ourselves. 
As now sigain to snatch < r ]>alin from palm, 
Unswear faith sworn, aind on the niarriage- 
be<l 

Of smiling peiice to march a bloody host. 

And make a riot on the gentle brow 
Of true sincerity '? O! holy sir. 

My reveu'end father, let it not l)e so. 

Out of your grjuje, tlmdse, ordain, impose sao 
Some gentle order, and then we shall bt* 
bless’d 

To do your pletisiire, and continue friends. 

Vatul. All form is formless, ordcir onhudess, 
Save what is ojjposiU) t»» Kngluml’s love. 
Therofoi'e, to arms ! be champion of our 
( Jhurch, 

Pr let the (Uiurch, our mother, breathe her 
* curse, 

A mother’s curse, on luu* revolting son. 
France, thou muy’st hold a scr])ent by the 
tongue', 

A chafed lion by tin; mortal paAV, 

A fasting tiger saftir by the tooth, 

G?lian keep in j)eace that Jiand which thou 
(lost hedd, 

K. l‘hi. I may disjoin my hand, but not 
my faith. 

Puml. iSo mak’st tliou faith an (inemy to 
fafth ; 

And, like a civil war, sett’st oath to oa.th. 

Thy tongue jtgaiust tJiy tongue. O ! let tliy 
vow, 

First made to Heaven, fii-st be to Heaven 
^Kirform’d ; 

That is, to be the champion of otir Church. 
What since thou swor’st is sworn against thy- 
self. 

And may not l>e performed by thy.salf : 

For that which thou hast sworu to do amiss. 
Is not amiss wlien it is truly done : 271 

Anil being not done, where doing tends to ill, 
The truth is then most done not gluing it. 

The better act of pui'poses mistook 
Is, to mistake again : though indirect, 

Yet indirection thereby grows .direct. 

And falsehood falsehood cures : as fire cools 
fire, 

Within the scorched veins of one new-bum’d. 
It is leligion tliat doth make vtfws kept ; 


But thou hast sworu jigaiiist religion »> 

l>y what thotj swear’st, against the thing thou 
swoar'st, 

And mak’st au oath the surety for thy truth 
Agjiinst an oatli : the truth, thou art unsAire 
To swear, swears only not to be forsworn ; 
Else, what a mockeiy should it be to sweur ! 
But thou (lost swear only to Ijc forsworn ; 
Amidmost forsworn, to kec'p what thou dost 
swefli*. 

Therefore, *thy later vows, against thy first, 
j Is in thyse.lf rebellion to thys('lf ; am 

I And V^etter (i()n(piest never cunst thou make, 
'fhan arm thy constant ami thy nobler parts 
Against these giddy hjose sugge.stions : 

ITpoi’ which bett(U‘ part our prayers come in. 
If tliou vouchsafe tlnuy ; but, if not, _then 
know, 

; ’riie pi'vil (jf our tmm's liglit (Ui thee 
I So Jn^aA-y, as tliou slialt not shake them ofI‘, 
But in (lesjmir die under their black weight. 

BelM'iliou, fiat relxfilimi I 

* Will ’t not be? 

Will not a (Silf’s-skin stop that mouth of 
* thine? 

Father, to arms ! 

lilnwh. Upon thy AV(i(l(Hng-day ? (hki 

Against the bl(.)od that thou hast married? 
What ! shall our feast he k(‘j)t with slaughter’d 
men 

►Shall braying trumjiets, and loud . churlish 
drums, 

Clamours of hell, )»e measui’cs to our pom[>? 

G husband, hear me !— ah, alack I how new 
Is husband in niv mouth ! e\"en for that 
naiJK', 

Which till this time my tongue did ne’er pro- 
nounce, 

Upon my kne(‘ 1 Isg, go not to arms 
Agaiu^)t jniiK* uncle. 

Const. O ! upon my knee, a» 

Alade hard Avith kneeling, 1 do ])ray to thee, 
Tliou virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom 
Fondhouglit by H(^avou !* 

JiUtneh. Now sliall I see thy love. What 
motiA^e may 

Be sirongej^' with thee than the name of wife? 

Const. That which upholdeth liini that thee 
upholds, 

His honour. O ! thine honour, LeAvis, thine 
lionour. 

1 muse, your majesty doth seem so 
cold, 

When such profound respects do pull you on. 

Pand. I Avill denounce a curse upon his 
head. 

K. Phi, Thou shalt not need. — England, 

I ’ll fell frem thee. »» 



Act III. 


KINGI JOHN. 
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Conitl. O fair retunx of banisliM inajt'.sty ! 
Eli. O foul revolt of Fi*eHcli inconst5iiic3'’ ! 
K. Joint. France, thou slialt rue this hour 
^vi^hin thi.s hour. 

Bant- Old Time the clock-setter, that bald 
sexton Time, 

Is it JUS he will? Avell then, France shall rue. 
Blanch. The sun ’.s o’ercast ^dth blood : fair 
.lay, adieu ! 

Which is the side that 1 must fjo wdfchid 1 
I am with both : oaOi army hath a hand ; 
And in their luge, 1 having hold of both, 
They whirl asunder, and dismember me, 
Husband, I cannot pray that thou may’st win ; 
Uncle, I needs must ]>ray tliat thou may’st 
r lose ; *■ 

Fatl^er, I may not wish the fortune thine ; 
Orandam, I will not wish thy wishes thrive : 
Whoever wins, on that side .shall I lose ; 
Assured loss, before the jnatch be j)layM. 

Beta, hiiily, with me, with me thy fortujie 
lies, 

Blanch. There where iny ‘fortune lives, 
there my lift' dies. * 

K. John. Cousin, go draw our puis.saner' 
together,— [/ibuV llastnrd. 

France, 1 am buru’d up with inflaming 
w)*ath j a til 

A rage, whose heat hath this condition. 

That nothing can allay, nothing but blood. 

The blood and dcarest-valu’d bloo«l, of Franee. 
K. Phi. 'I’hy rage shall burn thee up, and 
thou shalt turn 

To a.shes, ere our biootl shall quench that 
fire. 

Look to thy.self, thou art in jeopardy. — 

K. John. No more than he that threats. — 
To ;irins let ’s hie ! \Eu:eaitt. 


8cunb II. — The 8ame. Plains near Angiera. 

Alam/tns ; Excnrsionn. Enter the. BantarJy 
imth Austria’s head. 

Bast. Now, by my life, this day grows 
wondrous hot * 

Some airy devil hovers in the sky, 

And {Kuirs down mischief. Austria's head, 
lie there, 

While Philip breathes. 

Enter King John, Arthur, and Hubert. 

K. John. Hubert, keep this boy. — Philij>, 
make up ; 

My mother is assailed in our tent. 

And ta*en, I feai*. 

Bast. My lord, I rescu’d her ; 


Hbr highness is in safety, fear you not : 

But on, my liege ; for very little pains 
Will bring this labour to an happy end. 

[ExentU. 


Scene HI. — The Same. 

Alarums; Exenrsions ; Retreat. Enter King 
.John, Elinor, Arthur, tlm Bustard, 
H i^BERT, and Lords. 

K. ,/ohn. [To Elinor.] So shall it bci; your 
grace shall stay behind, 

So strongly guarded. — [7'« Arthur.] Coiusin, 
look not stul ; 

The grandam loves thee, and thy uncle will 
As dear be to thee as thy father wa.s. 

Artli. O ! this will make my mother die 
with grief. 

K. John. [To the Bastard.^ Cousin, away 
for England : haste before ; 

And, ere our coming, see thou shake the bags 
Of hoarding abbots ; imprisoned angels 
Set at liberty : the fat ribs of |)euce 
Must by the hungry now he fed «ipon : »o 

Use our commission in his utmost force. 

Hast. .Bell, book, and candle, shall not 
(have me back, ' 

When gold aiid .silver beck.s me to come on. 

I leave* your highness. — Ci’andain, I will pray 
(If ever I I'emember to be holy) 

For your fair safety : so I kiss your hand. 

Eli. Farewell, gentle cou.sin. 

K. John. Coz, farewell. \ExU Bastard. 
Eli. Come hither, little kinsman ; hark, a 
Avord. [S'/w; takes Arthur aside. 

K. John. Come hither, Hubert. O my 
gentle Hubert, 

We owe thee much : within this wall of flesh 
Thei'c is a soul, counts thee her crtHlitor, ai 
And with aclvantsige means to jjay thy h>ve : 
And, my good friend, thy A'oluntary oath 
Lives in this bo.som, dearly cherished. 

Cive me thy hand. I had a thing to say, — 
But I will lit it with some better tune. 

By Heaven, Hubert, I am almost asham’d 
To say what good i*es{)ect I have of thee. 

Hvh. I am much bounden to your majesty. 
K. ,fohn. Good friend, thou hast no cause 
to say so yet ; a# 

But thou shalt have : and creep time ne’er so 
slow. 

Yet it shall come for me to do thee good. 

I had a thing to say, — but let it go : 

The sun is in tlie heaven, and the proud day, 

A ttended witli the pleasures of the world, 

Is all too waifton, and too full of gawdi^ 



Act III. 


Kim^ JOHN. 


SOKNIi 


To gi' *’ audience ; — it’ tlic midnight bell 
Did, with his iron tongue and brazen 
mouth, 

Hound on into the drowsy ra^‘‘ of night ; 

If this ssinui were a churchytu’d whore w< 
steiiid, 

And thou possossotl with a thousand wrongs ; 
Or if that .surly .spii'it, melancholy, 

Hat! bak'd thy blood, and jnade it heavy- 
thick, 

(Which, »‘lse, runs tickling up and down the 
vein.s, 

Making that iiliot, laughter, keep* mens 
eyes, 

And strain their cheeks to idle merriment, 

A jMussiou hatoful to my purposes ;) 

Or if that thou couldst .sec na* without oyt'f 
Hear me without "hinc ear.s, and make 
reply 

Without a tongue, using conceit alone, 
Without <‘yes, ears, ami harmful sound of 
wortls : 

Then, in d(‘spit<i of bi'oodeil-watchful day,- — 

1 wouhl iiitf* thy bosom ponr iny thonglit.s. 
But, all ! f. will not : — yet T lov<f thee well : 
An<l,., by my troth, f think, thou lov'st ni< 
M'cll. 

Jlnh. So well, that what YOU hid me under- 
takt , 

Though that my death wor<! adjnnet to my 
.act. 

By Heaven, 1 woidd do it. 

K. Jolt a. Do not J know, thou wotddst? 

Good Hubert! Hubert, — Hubert, throw thine 
eye 

On yon young boy. 1 ’ll tell thee what, my 
frw'nd, (»> 

He i.s a very .serpent in my Avay ; 

And Avheros(Hi’er this foot of mine doth 
rt’eatl, 

He lies before me. Dost thou undemtand me? 
Thou art his keeper. 

11 oh. And I’ll keep him so. 

That he shall not olleiul your majesty. 

A. John. Death. 

Hoi). My lord. 

A. .foliti, A grave. 

Ih'^l^- He .shall not live. 

A. John, Enough. 

I cotdd 1 m; merry now. Hubert, I love thee ; 

ell, 1 ’ll not say what I intend*for thee : 
Rem'^anber. — -IMadani, faro you well : ro 

I ’ll send those, powei's o’er to your majesty. 

. Eli, My blessing go with thee ! 

A. John. For England, cousin: go. 

Hubert shall 1)6 yonr man, attend on you 
With all true duty. —On toward Calais, ho ! 

, \Exeunt. 


HcKNii IV. — The Same. The French King's 
Tent. 

' Eotei' Kintj Piitup, Lkwis, Pandulpii, and 

A tt4'o<loi)tg. 

K. Vhi. So, by a rt)ariug tempest on the 
IUmmI, 

A whole ai'mado of <;onnected .sail 
Is scatter’d^ and disjoin’d from felknvship. 
I\tnd. C/onrage and comfort! all shall yet 
I go W(;l 

j K. Vh). Whrit can go well, when we have 
I run so ill ? 

I Ar<; we not lK>aten ? Is not Anglers lost t 
I Arthur ta’en pri.soner ? divi r-s dear friends 
slain 

And bloody England into England gone^ 
O’erbcariiig internjj>ti<)n, .s))ite of France I 
lj)’in. Wliat he hath won, that hath he 
fortified : i>i 

Ho hot a .spf(!d with such advice dis[Mj.s’d, 
Such temperate order in so fierce a cause, 
iJoth want example. Who hath read, 

, In'iird, * 

I Of any kiuilred action like to this? 

K. Phi. Well could t bear that England 
had tills pijcise, 

So we coidd find .some pattern of our .shame, 

I Et)ti>)' CONSTAXCK. 

Eook. wJio comes hero I a grave unto a soul; 
Holding the eternal spii-it, against her will, 

In the vile jnison of alllicted breath, — 

I pr’ythce, lady, go away with me. 

Const. Lo now, now .see the issue of your 
})cace ! 

K. Phi. Patienco, goinl lady : comfoit, 
geiith; Constance ! 

Const. No, 1 defy all counsel, all redress, 
But that which ends all coiuhsel, time re,dre8S, 
Death, death, — O amiabh; lovely death I 
Thou odoriferous stench ! sound rottenness ! 
Arisi; forth from the couch of lH.sling night, 
Thou hate and teiTor to prosperity, 

And I will kiss thy detestable bones. 

And pul my eye-balls in thy Aaulty brows, .'»> 
And ring these fingers with thy hou.sehold 
worms, 

And stop thi.H gap of breath with fulsome 
dust, 

And be a csiiTion monster like thyself : 

Come, grin on me ; and 1 will think thou 
smir.st, 

And buss thee as thy wife ! Misery’s lovt‘. 

O, come to me ! 

K. Phi. O fair ufUiction, peace I 

Const. No, no, I will not, having breath to- 
cry.— 



Aot III. 


KJNO JOHN. 


Sc'KN'K IV. 


O that my toiigtu* worn in tlm thuiulcr’s 
mouth ; 

Tluux with a pasKiou would I shake the w'orld. 
And rouse from sleep that fell anatomy, «• 
Which cannot hear xi lady’s fexdxle voice, 
Which .scorns ji modem invocation. 

Pan<(. I.<!idy, you utter ina'lncss, and not 
sorrow. 

(■oast. Thou art unholy to lu'lie nm so. 

I am not ma<l ; this liair I t«“ar. is, mine ; 

My naine is (Jonstance ; I Wii.s <h;tfrey’s wife: 

Young Arthur is my son, and In? is lost ! 

3 am not mad : — 1 would to Hx.viven, 1 were, 

Fx)!’ then, ’tis like. I should forget my.sclf : 

t), if .1 coidd, whjit grief .should .1 foi-g«*t! — .'iii 

Prejjoh some ])hilo.sophy to niiike me mall, 

Am^ thou shalt be cAiionis’d, cjirdinal ; 

For, being not mad, but sensible of grief. 

My 7'e;i.soji}ible jxart pi’oduces rea.sou 

How L may be deliver’d of the.se woe.s. 

And teach(‘s me to kill or hang iliys«‘lf : 

If 1 w(!i“o mad, 1 should forget my .son, 

^ 1 . 

<)r matlly think, a balxs of cloubs w<U'0 he. 

I am not mix<l : too well, too well 1 feel 
The dilferejit plague of each cahuuity. oo 

K. Phi. Hind up tho.se tresses. O ! wluit 
love I note 

Jn the fair multitu<l<! of those Inn- hairs I 
Where but by ehaiute a. silver drop hath 
fallen, 

Even to thxit droj) ten thousand wiry friends 
Do glue them.selve.s in .sociable gri<d‘; 

Like ti-uc, insep:irable, faithful loves. 

Sticking together in calamity. 

Const. 'I’o Enghind, if you will. 

K. Pit!. Bind up your hairs. 

Coot/. Yes, that I will ; and wherefon! 
will I do it ‘i 

1 tore them from their bonds, xiiul cried 
aloud, ;<> 

“ (), that these hiinds could .so I'edeem my .son. 
As they Inive given these haiivs their lilxu’ty 
But now I envy sit their liberty, 

Ami will sigsiin commit them to their bonds. 
Because tny j)oor child is si jH’tsoner. — 
xVnd, fat’ier cardinsil, I hav'c hesird you say, 
That we shall s(‘e sind know our friends in 
licfi ven. 

If tliat ti’ue, I .shall see my boy again : 

For, since, the birth of Cxiin, the first male 
child. 

To him that did but ye.sterday suspire, 

There was not such a grsicious creature liorn. 
But now will canker sorrow eat my bud. 

And chase the imtive beauty from hi.s cheek, 
And he will look as hollow as a ghost, 

Ajs dim aiyl meagre as an ague’s fit, 

And so lie ’ll die ; and, rising so xigjiin. 


When I shiili me«;t Jiim in the court of 
heaven, 

T .slaill not know him : Unu’efore, never, never 
j'lust I behold luy pretty jVrthur more. 

J'l/iul. You liold too heinous xi respect of 
grief. '■ ft: 

I ‘ (toast. He talks to me, that never ha»l a 
son . 

K. Phi You are xis fond of grief as of your 
child. 

(Joast. (lri(;f fills the room up of my xibsenc 
child. 

Lies in lii.s bod, w.ilks up xind xlown with m<5 ; 

\ I’uts on his jirxdty looks, rejiexits his worxis, 
Riumunbors me of all his gracious parts, 

Stulls out hi.s vacant gxirments with his form: 
1'Ium, Jnive I rexison to be fond of grifsf. 

Fxire you well : laid yon such xi loss lus 1, 

1 could give bett(*.r comfort tliiin you do. • uo 
I will not kcicp this foiin upon my head. 
When there is such disordxw in my wit. 

O Lord! my boy, my Arthur, my fair son ! 
My lift!, my joy, luy food, mj* xili the world ! 
My widow-comfort, and my sorrow’s cure ! 

[K.nt. 

/{. Phi. 1 fear some outrage, anti J llfolhtv:- 
her. [A’xeV. 

L'uo. There ’.s nothing in this world eai. 
make me joy , 

Life is ixs tedious as xi twice-told txihi, 

Ve.xing th(! dull ear of a drowsy nmn ; 

And bitter .shame hath sjioil’d tlio swexit 
woi'ld’s tiiste, )u) 

'I’hiit it yields nought but .shame and bitter- 
ness. 

J'a'ad. Before tlio cxiring of xi .strong 

j diseasxx, 

I Eve.n in the instiint of repxrir and liealtb, 

I The fit is strongest : evils that take lexive, 

^ On tlu'ir dcjiartnre most of all show«l)vil. 
j What Jiave you lo.st by losing of tliis day ? 

I Zrc/c, All diiys of glory, joy, ami hxip])iness. 
Pond. If you hxid won it, certainly, you 
had. 

No, no : Avhen Fortxine means to men most 

j good, 

I She looks upon them with a threatening eye, i»» 
’Tis .strange, to think how much King John 
hath lost 

In this which he accounts so clearly won. 

Ai’e not yfiu griev’d, tlixit Arthur is hi.s 
prisoner ? 

Jjf'u'. As heartily, xis lie is glxid lie hatli 
him. 

Pawl. Your mind Ls all as voutlifnl as your 

•/ *« 

blood. , 

Now hear me speak with a prophel ic .spirit ; 
For even the fireath of v/hat I mean to S{)eo,k 



Act ] V^. KINti 

Shall blow each <hist, each sti’aw, each little 
rub, 

Out of the path which shall «lir(3ctiy lead 
Thy foot to Kngliind’.s throDc ; and therotore 
uiui'k. • 

John hath seiz’d Arthur; and it cannot be. 
That whiV’s warm life plays ni that intauk’s 
veins, 

The misplac’d should, (“iitertain an 

lionr, 

(.)ue niiuiib', nay, one (jui t breath of mst. 

A sceptre, snatch'd with an unruly hand, 
Must Ih( as boisterously maintain’d as gain’d; 
And he that stands upon a slippery p1*ac<?, 
Makes nice of no vile hold to stay liim up : 
'J’hat John may stand, then Artlnir needs 
must fall ; 

So be it, for it <‘ann()k bo but so. ii.> 

Xt'/e. But what shall I gain by young 
Arthur’s fall ^ 

PinuK You, in the right of Latly Blaisch 
your wife. 

May’ then make all th(“ claim that Arthur did. 

Len'. And lose; it, life ami all, as Arthur 
did. 

Itow green you are, and fresh iji 
this (dd world ! 

John lavs you plots; the times conspire witJi 
you ; 

For la; that steeps his safety in true hlood, 
Hhall find but bloo<ly safety, ami untrue. 

This act so evilly borne, shall cool the hearts 
Of all liis people, ami freeze up their zeal, iv 
That none so small advantage shall step forth 
To check his reign, but they will cherish it ; 
No natural exhalation in the sky. 


JOHN. S(;kxe I. 


; No scojx; of Natin‘(‘, no distemp(;r’d day% 

1 No common wimJ, no customed evfUit, 

' But tlu'y will plTick away his natural cause, 
t And call (hem iiu'teors, j^rodigics. and signs, 

] iVhortivcs, presages, and tmigues of heaven. 

! I’laiidy denouncing vengeance upon John. 

I Lan'. May be, be will nut touch younc; 
I Ai tlun'’s life. ■»>■> 

1 But hold hiiii.^elf safe in his ]»riso7imcut. 

Vn'n<L OJ sir, wluai he shall hear of y'our 
! approach. 

If that young Arthur he not gom‘ already, 
Even at (liat miws lu' dies ; and then thc- 
heails 

Of all his people shall revolt from liim, 
And.^kiss tiie lips of niiiuxjnainted change, 
And })U;k strong matter of revolt, and w^ath, 
Out of the bloody tiiigerft’ ends of John. • 

Me.t binks, 1 .se(; this hurly all on foot : 

Ami, () ! wliat blotter matter breeds for you, 
'riian I liavm jiaju’d 1— Tlu; ba.stard Faulcou- 
bvidge m 

Is now in Kugland ran.sjieking the ('hnrch, 
Ofibnding charity : if but a dozen Frcneli 
•Were there in arms, they wotihl be as a call 
To train t(*n thousaml English to their side ; 

< )r as a litth; snow, tumhhxl about, 

Anoix becoimvs a mountain. O noble Danpliiii, 
<«o witli me to the khig. T is wonderful, 
What may ho wrouglitour of their discontent, 
Now that tlicir .souls arc topful of olfeuco. ia; 
hor Fngland, go ; 1 will wlu't on the king. 
Aci’c. Strong i-casons make strong actions, 
L(d us go : 

If you say’, ay, the king will I'ot say, no. 

\^E.(ennU 


A(JT 

ScEXK 1. — Northampton. A Hoorn in the 
t'astle. 

Knler Huhert itnd two Aftrudautn. 

Ifith. Heat me these irons hot: and look 
tliou stand 

Within the arras ; when T strike luy foot 

T-'poii the l)osoni of tin; ground, rush forth. 

And hind thv*. boy’, wliich you shall find with ' 
me, 

hast to the chair: be heedfid. ^ Houce, and 
watch. 

1 A tte.H. 1 ho[)e, your warrant will bear out 
the deed. 

Ihib. Uncleanly scruples ! fear not y’ou : 
look to t . — \^xemit AUendarUs. 

Young latl, come forth ; I haVe to say with • 
you. 


Kutpv AuTTruR. 

Arth. Good morrow, Hubert. 

Jhtb. Good moi’row, little prince. 

A rth. As litth; prince (having so gi’eat a 
tith; 1* 

To be more princ(;) as may be. — You are sad. 
/fob. Indeed, I hav«* been merrier. 

Arfb. Mercy on me 1 

Methiuks, nobody should bo sad but I : 

Yet, I reniomlwi-, when 1 was in France, 
Young genthaneu wouhl be as .sad as night, 
Only for wantoimess. By my chj’i.stemloni. 
So I were out of prison, and kept sl»cej), 

1 should la; as merry as th<; day is long : 

And so I woidd be ht;re, bvit tJiat T doubt 
My uneh; practises mort; Jiarm to mo : 

He is afraid of me, and I of him. 



Act IV. 


KING JOHN. 


SCKNE 1. 


Is it. my fault, that I was Geflrey’s son ' 

No, indeed, it ’s not ; and 1 would to Heaven, 
1 were your son, so you would love, me, 
Hul«nt. 

Jlitb. [vl,s*/f/«’.] If ] talk to him, witli his 
innocent jmit^^ 

Ho will awak<‘ my mercy, which lies dead 
Therefore' 1 will he sudden, an<l despatch. 
Art/i. Are you sick, Hubert '( you look 
pale to-day. , 

III .sooth, I would you Aveiv a little .sick. 

That I inif^ht sit all night, and watch with 
you : 

I Avariant, I love y'ou more than you do nn\ 
//ub. \AsUh.~^ His word.s do til ke possession 
of iny bosom. — 

Read* hex’e, young Arthur. \S/iQ>ritnj <t jKi/M'r. 

[y|,s/r/e,] How now, foolish rheum ! 
'I’ui'ning dispiteous torture out of door ! 

1 mu.st be brief, lest ri'solution drop 

Out at mine eyes, in tender wom:inish tears. — 

Can you not re;ul it \ is it not fail' writ? 

Arth. Too faii'ly, Hubert., foi; .so foul efletit. 
Must you with hot irons Imrn put both mine 
eye.s ? « 

Jlnh. Young boy, I must. 

And will von / 

y/aA ‘ And I will. 

Art/t. Have you the heart? When y'our 
head did but ache, n 

I knit my hamlkcrchief about your brows, 
(The best I had, a jirincess wrought it mo,) 
And I did never ask it you again ; 

And with niy Jiand at midnight held your 
heiid, 

And, like the watcliful minutes to the iiour, 
Still and anon cheer’d up the heavy time. 
Saying, “ What lack you ? ” and, “ W^liere 
lies your grief ? ” 

Or, “What good love may I pei-form for you?” 
iSInuy a poor man’s .sou wouhl have Lain .still, 
.-Vnd ne’er have .spoke a loving word to you ; 
liut you at your .sick-servico had a prince, -w 
Nay, you may think my love wa-s crafty love, 
Ami call it cunning : do, an if you will. 

If Heaven be [dea.s’d that you will u.se mo ill, 
Why, tlien you must. — Will you put out 
mine eyes ? 

The.se eyes, that never ilid, nor never shall, 

So much as frown on you ? 

Hub. I have sworn to do it. 

And with hot irons must I burn them out, 
Arth. Ah ! none but in this iron age wouhl 
lo it. 

The iron of itself, though heat red-hot, 
Approaching near these eyes, would drink my 
team, 

And quench this fiery indignation 


J^Ven in the matter of mine innocence ; 

Nay, after that, consume away iu rust, 

But for containing fire ti> harm mine eye. 

Ai'c 3 'ou more stubborn-hai'd than hammer’d 
iron ? 

A n if an angel shoidd have come to me, 

And told me Hubei*t .shouhi put out mine 
eyes, 

1 would not have believ’d him ; no tongue 
but Hubert’s. 

Jfub, Come forth. [/Stiu/ijJts. 

He-enter Alteadants, loitli cords. Irons, rf'c. 

■ Do as 1 l)id you do. 

Arth. O ! save me, Hubert, save me. ! my 
eyes are out, 

Even witii the fierce looks of these bloody 
nu'u. 

Hnb. Give me the iron, 1 say, and hind 
him here. 

A rth. Alas ! what need you be so boisterous- 
rough ? 

I will not struggli' ; 1 will stand stone-still. 
For Heaven’s .sake, Huliert, let me not be 
bound. 

Nay, hear me, HnlsTt : d^•i^•e the.se men away. 
And 1 will .sit as ipiiet as a lamb ; ' 

I will not stir, nor wince, nor .sjjoak a word, 
Nor look upon the iron angerly. 

Thrust butthe.se men away, and I’ll forgive 
you, 

Whab'ver torment you do juit me to. 

Hnb. (Jo, stand witliin : lot me alono with 
him. 

I Attcu. I a, in best pleas’d to be from such 
a d<>ed. [ E.ccnnt A ttoulnnts. 

Arth. Alas ! J then have chid away my 
friend 

He hath a stern look, hut a gentle heait. — 
Let him come l>ack, that hi.s comjiassion may 
Give life to yours. “ 

Hub. (Joine, hoy, prepare yourself. 

A rth. Is there uo remedy ? 

Jfub. None, but to lose your eyes. 

Arth. G Heaven ! — that there were but a 
moth in yours, »i 

A grain, a dust, a gnat, a wandering hair, 

Any annoyance iu that precious sense ! 

'Phen, feeling what small things are boisterou*- 
there, 

Your vile intent must needs seem horrible. 
Huh. Is fliis your promise ? go to, hold 
your tongue. 

Arth. Hubert, the utterance of a bi'acc of 
tongues 

Must needs want pleading for a jiair of eyes : 
Ijot me not hold my tongue ; let me not, 
Hubert ; 
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Act IV. 


KING JOHN. 


Scene II. 


Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongu<^ 

So I may keep mine eyes. O ! spare mine 
eyes ; 

Though to no use, but still to look on you. 

Lo .! by iny ti'oth, the instrufient is cohl, 

And would not harm me. 

ffub, * I can heat it, boy.^ 

Arth. No, ill good sooth ; the lire is dead 
with grief, 

Being create for comfort, to be usM 
In undeserv’d extremes : see else youi'self ; 
There is no nudice in this burning coal ; 

The breath of heaven hath blown his spirit 
<mt, 

And stre.w’d repentant ashes on his head, n - 
Hub. But with my breath I earn revive it, 
boy. 

A rth. An if you (Iff, you will but make; it 
1)1 usli, 

And glow Avith sliame of your 2 >roc<*edings, 
Hid>ert : 

Nay, it. pm-clianee, will sparkle, in y<mr eyes; 
And like a <log that is eoinpeU’d to tight, j 
Snatch at his master that doth tarre him on. 
All things that yon should n.s<^ to do me wrong, ! 
I haiy their ollico : only you do lack 
*’rhat mercy which fierce lire and iron extends, 
(h'eatures of note for mercy- lacking uses. i»i 
y/ub. \V<.*1J, s<'e to live; 1 will not touch 
thino eyes 

For all th(‘ tre,asure that thiuc uneUf owes : 

Yet .am I sworn, and 1 did purpose, boy, 

With this s,‘im(f very iroji to burn them out. 
.fr/b. O! now you look like lluljcrt: all 
this while 

You were disguised. 

//^fb. Peace ! no more. Adieu. 

Your uneic must not kuow b\it you aroclead : 

I ’ll fill tlu^se ilogged spies Avith false repoits. 
And, pretty child, sleep doubtless, suid secure, i 
That il*uhert, for t’no Avealth of all the world. 
Will not t)frend tliee. 

Arth. () Heaven ! — I thank you, 

Hubert. ni 

Hub. Silence! no more. Go closely in with : 
me ; 

Much danger do I undergo for thee. j 


Scene II. — The Same. A B.oqjn of State in 
the Palace. 

Hiitar King John, crowned; PE.AtimOKE, 
Salisbury, ami other Lords. The Ki.vu ' 
takes his State , 

K. •Tohn. Here once agaiir we sit, onc<‘ 
again croAvn’tl, , 


Anti look’ll upon, I hope, with chcerfnl eyes. 
J‘<'>u. This once again, but that your high- 
ness picas’ll, 

Was once. sn])ei'fluous : you wei'c crown’d 
before, 

.And that high royalty Avas nci’er pluck’d o!i‘, 
'I’he faiths of men ne’er stained Avith revolt ; 
Fresli ex))e.ctatiou troubled not the land 
With any long’<l-for change, or better state. 
Sid. Thtjircfore, to be pos,si!ssd Avith double 
}>or»ip, 

'Po guard a title that was l icli hefoi’e, JO 

'Po gild rtdined gohl, to paint tlie lily, 

To throw a pi'rfume on the viniel 
To smootli the ice, or aihl anothi?r hue 
Unto the r.iinboAV, or Avifh f4Vi>er-light 
! To seek the beauteous eye of heaven \jh gar- 
j nish, * 

! Is w.asteful, and ridiculous excess. 

Pent. But that your royal plea.su re must be 
done, 

This act is*as an ancient tale new-told. 

And in the li^st repeating troublesome, 

Being urged at a time uns<:asonable. 

• Sal. In this, the autupie and Avell-noted 
face 

Of plain ohl form is mueli disfigured ; 

And, like a shifted wind unto a. sail, 

I 1 1 ni.akcs tin* course of thoughts to fetch ahoiit, 
Shirtlcs and frights consiileration. 

Makes sound ojnnion sick, and truth sn.s- 

JXiCtlMl, 

For putting on so new a fashion'll robe. 

Pern. When Avorkinen sti*mi to do hettci' 
than Avell, 

They do confound their skill in covetousness; 
Ami, oftenti)nc.s, excusing of .a fault 
Doth make the fault the worse by tlio excuse: 
As ]»atches, set upon a little breach, 

Discredit more in hilling of the faxilt, 

* Tliaii (lid the fault before it was so patch’d. 
Sal. To this etl'ect, lx*fore you were new- 
orowu’il, 

We breath’d onr counsel : but it pleas’d your 
highness 

To overbear it, and we ai'e all Avell pleas’d ; 
Sin(H> all and cA'cry part of what we would, 
DotJi make a stand at what your highuess will. 
K. John. Some reasons of this double coro- 
nation 4'» 

I have possess’d you Avith, and think them 
strong : 

And moiHj, more strong, when lessor is niy 
fear, 

T shall indue you with : meantime, but ask 
What you would have reform’d that is not 
well ; 

And Avell shall you perceive, how Avillingly 



Act IV. 


KING JOHN.* 


Scene IL 


J will boili hcnr and grunt you your I'oquests. 
Pent. Then I, a.s on<^ that am tlic tongue of 
these, 

‘j'o sound the pui’iwses of all their heai’ts, 
Both for iny.self and them, but, (ihief ofall, 
Your safety, for tho which myself and them 
Bend tlieir best studies, heartily vfH^ucst &i 
The enfranchisement of Arthur ; \vhos<( I'e- 
straint 

l>oth move the murmuring lips oft discontent 
I'o bmrk into this dangerous argument ; 

If what in rest you liave, in right you hold, 
Why then your fears, which, as they say, 
attend 

The steps of wrong, should move you to mew 
up , 

Your^tender kinsman, and to <’hokc his <lays 
With* barbarous ignorAnoe, anti deny his youth 
The rich advantage of gtsxl exeroistj'l !»» 

That the time’s tmemies may not have this 
To grace occasions, let it be our sqit. 

That you have bid us ask his libei’ty; 

Which for our goods we do no further ask, 
I'han whereupon our weal, on yt'u depending. 
Counts it your weal, he have his libci’ty. 

Enter JIitbert. 

K. John. Let it 1)6 so: 1 do commit his’ 
youth 

To your direction. — Hxibei't, what news with 
you ? [Hubert whispers the Kino. 
Pern. ’Phis is the man sliould do tho bloody 
leed 

He .show’d his warrant to a fnend of mine, rn 
The image of a wicked heinous fault 
Lives in his eye : that close aspect of his 
Does show the mood of a much troubled 
breast ; 

And I do fearfully believe ’t is done, 

What wo so fear’ll he had a charge to do. 

Sal. The colour of the king doth come and 
go, _ 

Between his purpose and his conscience, 

Like heralds ’twixt two dreadful battles set. 
His pa.ssion is so ripe, it needs must break. 
pern. And when it breaks, I fear, will issue 
thence <*) 

Tlie foul corruption of a sw'eet child’s death. 

K. John. We cannot hold morality’s strong 
hand. — 

Good lords, althougli my will to give is living, 
The suit which you demand is gone and deac.1 : 
He tells us, Arthur is deceas’d to-night. 

ScJ. Indeed, we fear’d liis sickness was 
past cure. 

Pent. Indeed, we heard how near his death 
he was. 

Before the child himself felt he was sick. 


'rids must be answer’d, either hero, or lionce. 
K. John. Why do you bend sucli solemn 
brows on ino ? « 

Think you 1 bear the shears of destiny? 

Have I conunanUrnent'on the pulse of life? 
Sal. It is apparent foul play ; ,aiid ’t is 
, shame, 

That gi-eatness should so grassly offer it. 

So thrive it in your game ! and so farewell. 
Pern. Stay yet, Lord Salisbury; 1 ’ll go 
with thee. 

And find the inheritance of this j)Oor child. 
His little kingdom of a foi'cod grave. 

'riiat blood which ow’d the breadth of all this 
isle, 

'riii'ce foot of it doth Iu)ld. Bad world tho 
while ! loo 

’rhi.s must not be thus borne : this will break 
out 

To all our sorrows, and ere long, I doubt. 

\Exennt LorJjs. 
K. John. They burn in indignation. I re- 
j)ent : 

'Phere is no sin-e foundation set on bleod. 

No ceilain lifr? achiev'd by others’ death. 

Enter a Messenger. 

A fearful eye thou hast. Where is that 
blood, 

That I J)avc seen inhabit in those cheeks ? 

So foul a .sky clears not without a storm : 
Pour down thy weathcr.^ — How goes all in 
France ? 

Mes.H. From France to England. — Never 
such a power, no 

For any foreign preparation. 

Was levied in the boily of a laml. 

The copy of your sjwod is learn ’d by ’them ; 
For, when you should bo told they do propaix'. 
The tidings comes that they are all arfiv’d. 

K. John. O ! where hath our intelligence 
been drunk? 

Where hath it slept 1 Where is my motheFs 
care. 

That such an ai-my coidd be drawn in France, 
And she not hear of* it ? 

Mess. My liege, her ear n» 

Is stopj>’d with dust : the first of April, died 
Your noble mother ; and, as I hear, my lord, 
'The Lady Constance in a frenzy died 
Throe days hpfore : but this from rumour’s 
tongue 

I idly heard ; if tine, or false, I know not. 

AT. John. Withhold thy speed, dreadful oc- 
casion 

O ! make a league with me, till I have ]>leas’d 
My discontentea peers. — Wluit ! mother dead! 
How wildly then walks my estate in France !— ■ 


so 



Act IV, 


KING JOHN. 


Scene JI. 


Undei* whose conduct came tlmso powers bf 
France, 

Hiat thou for truth jCfiv’st out are landed here? 
’ Mess. Under the Dauphin. 

Ente,r the Bastard, and Pktkb of Pomjret. 

K. John. Thou hast made me giddy 

With these ill tidings. — Now, what says the 
world 

To your proceedings ? do not seek to stuff 
My head with more ill ne'- s, for it is fidl. 
Bast. But, if you bo afeard to hear the 
worst, 

Then let the woi'st, unheard, fail on your head. 
K. John. Bear with me, coxisin, for I was 
amaz'd , 

Under the title; but now I breathe again 
Aloft tho dootl, and cjbi give audience 
To siny tongue, speak it of what it will. ho 
Bast. How I have sped among the clergy- 
men, 

The sums 1 have collected shall expres,s. 

But as I travell’d hither through tltc laud, 

I find tho people stratjgely fantasied. 

Possess’d with rumours, full of idle dreams, 
IJot knowing what they fear, but full of fear. 
And hero ’s a prophot, that .1 brought with mo 
From forth tlio streets of l.*omfret, whom 1 
found 

With many hundreds treading on his heels ; 
To whom ho sung, in rutle harsh-sounding 
I’hymes, • i«» 

That, ere the next Ascension-tlay at noon, 
Your highness should deliver up your crown. 
K. John. Thou idle dreamer, wherefiore 
didst thou so ? 

Peter. Foreknowing that tho truth wdll foil 
ouf so. 

K, John. Hubert, away with him : im- 
prison him ; 

And on that day at noon, wliereon, he says, 

I shall yield up my crown, let him bo hang’d. 
Deliver him to safety, and return. 

For I must use thee. 

[Exit II(7BERT with Peter.] — 
O my gentle cousin, 

Hear’st thou the nows abroad, who are 
airiv’d ? ibo 

Bast. The French, my lotxl ; men’s mouths 
are full of it : 

Besides, I met Lord Bigot, and* Lord Salis- 
bury, 

With eyes as i-ed as new-enkindled fii’e, 

And othera more, going to seek the grave 
Of Arthur, whom they say is kill’d to-night 
On your suggestion. 

K. John. Gentle kinsman, go, 

And thrust -thyself into their companies. 


I have a way to win theii' loves again : 

Bring them before me. 

Bast. T will s<iek them out. 

K. John. Nay, but make haste; the better 
foot before. no 

0 ! let mo have no subjfict enemies. 

When atlvca-se foreigners affright my towns 
With dreadful pomp of stout invasion. 

Be Mercury, set feathers to thy heels. 

And dy, like thought, from them to me again. 
i>as(. Till? spirit of the time shall teacli mo 
s[)e.ed. 

K. John. Spoke like a spriteful noble gentle- 
man. — 

Go after him ; for he, peihajis, shall need 
Somr* messenger betwixt me ami tla- peers, 
Aiul be thou ho. 

Mess. With all my heart, my liege. [Exit. 
K. John,. My mother dead ! mi 

Re-enter Hl'fsKRT. 

JInh. My lord, they say five moons were 
seen to*night ; 

Four fixetl ; ai*il the fifth dhl whir! about 
The other four in wondrous motion. 

K. .John. Five moons ? 

If lib. Old men, and beldams, in the streets 
Do prophesy upon it tiangerously. 

Young Arthur’s death is common in their 
mouths ; 

And when they talk of him, they shake tlunr 
heads, 

And whisper one another in the car ; 

And ho that speaks doth gripe the hoai'cr’s 
wj'ist, 

Whilst he that hears makes fearful action, 
With wrinkled brows, with nods, with roll- 
ing eyes. 

1 saw a smith stand with his hammer, thus. 
Tile w'hilst his iron did on tJie anvil cool. 

With open mouth swallowing a tailor’s new's; 
Who, with his shears aiid measure in his 

hand. 

Standing on slippers (which his nimble haste 
Had falsely thrust upon contrary feet), 

Told of a many thousand waidike French, 

That were cmbatteled and rank’d in Kent. »» 
Another lean uuw'ash’d artificer 
Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthur’s death. 
K. John. Why seek’st thott to possess me 
with these fears ? 

Why urgost thou so oft young Arthur’s death? 
Thy hand hath murder’d him : I had a mighty 
cause 

To wisli him dead, but thou hadst none to 
kill him. 

Ilnb. No had, my loixl 1 why, did you not 
provoke me ? 
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Act IV. 


KING John. 


Scene HI. 


K. John. It is the curse of kinjjs, to l)e 
attended 

By slavfis, that take their humours for a 
Avarrant 

To break within the bloody house of life, sio 
And, on the winking of aiithority, 

To undei-stand a la.w, to know the meaning 
t)f d;ingerous majesty, when, perchance, it 
fi'owns 

^lorc upon humour th.an advis’d vea])eef. 

Ihib. Here is your liand an<l st'nl for what 
I did. 

K. John. O ! when the last .account 'twixt 
Heaven aiul earth 

Is to bo made, then simll this hand and seal 
Witness aijainst us to d.amnation. 

How' oft the sight of Tueans to do ill deeds 
Makes dee<ls ill done'! Hadst not thou been 

5 

A fellow bv the hand of natui'e mark’d, 
Quoted, and sign’d, to do a deed of sliame. 
This murder had not come, into my mind ; 

But, taking note of thy abhoir’d aspect. 
Finding tliiMi fit for bloody vill|i,iny, 

Apt, liable, to be employ’d in danger, 

I faintly broke with thee of AHhur’s death ; 
And thou, to be endeared to a king. 

Made it no conscience te tlestroy a prince. 
Hnh. My loi*d,- x*) 

K. John. Ha<lHt thou but .shook thy head, 
or mad(^ !i pause. 

When I sjjake darkly what I purposed. 

Or turn’d tm eye of doubt ujwn my face. 

As bid me tell my tale in express wonls, 

Beep .shame had struck me dumb, made mo 
brtiak oflfj 

Ami those thy fejirs might have wrought foal’s 
in me ' ' 

But tliou didst understand me by my signs, 
And didst in signs again parley with sin j 
Yea, without stop, didst let thy heart consent. 
And consequently thy nule hand to act 340 
'J'he dec<l which both our tongue.s held vile to 
name. 

Out of my sight, ami never see me more ! 

My nobles leave me, and my state is bmvkl, 
Kveu at my gates, Avith ranks of foreign 
powora : 

Nay, in the Vjody of this fleshly land, 

This kingdom, this confine of bloofl and bnjath. 
Hostility an<l civil tumult reigns 
Between my «x)nscience and my cousin’s death. 

Hub. Arm you against your other enemies, 

I ’ll make a peace Ixjtween your soul and you. 
Young Arthur is alive ; this hand of mine 351 
Is yet a maiden and an innocent hand, 

Not painted with the crimson s{x>ts of blood. 
Within this bosom never enter’d yet 


Tke dreadful motion of a murderous thought; 
And you have slander’d natui’e in my form, 
Which, howsoever rude exteriorly. 

Is yet the cover of a fairer mind, 

Than to be Imtqher of an imiocent child. 

K. John. Dotli Arthur live 1 O ! ha8t<* 
thee to the jieers, 

Throw this rejxnt on their incensed rage, 
And make them tame to their ol>edience. 
Forgive the comment that my passion made 
Upon thy feature; for my mge was blind, 
And foul imaginaiy eyes of blood 
Preifented thee more hideous than thou art. 

0 ! aiisAver not ; but to my closet bring 
The angry lords, with all expoflieut haste. 

1 conjure thou but slowly ; inn more fast. 

1 ScBNK 111. — Tlie Sam5. Before the Oastle. 
Enlfir Aktihuj, on tlte imlL. 

A rth. The wall is higli ; and yet will I leap 
doAvn. — 

Good gi’ound, be pitiful, and hurt me not ! — 
There ’s few, or none, do know mo ; if they 
did, 

This ship-boy’s semblance hath disguis’d me 
(juite. 

I am afrai«l ; and yet I ’ll venture it. 

If I get doAvn, and <lo not brcjik my limbs, 

J 'II find a thon.sjuid shifts to get away : 

As good to die and go, sis die siud stsiy. 

[Leaps down. 

O me ! my uncle’s spirit is in these stones. — 
H.t?aven tsiko my soul, and England keep my 
Vkuics ! \Dies. 

Enter Pembhoice, Salisbury, and BiaoT. 

Sfd. Ijords, I Avill meet liim at Saint 
Edmund’s Bury : 11 

It is our safety, snul we must enibrswje 
This gentle ofler of the perilous time. 

Pern. Who brought that, letter from the 
caidinal ? 

Hoi. Tlie Count Melun, a noble lord of 
Franco ; 

Whose private with me, of the Dauphin’s 
lovo, 

Is much more general than these lines import. 
Big. To-morrow morning let us meet him 
then. 

Sal. Or rdither then sot forwarcl : for 't will 
be w 

Two long days’ journey, lords, or e’er we meet. 

Enter tJw Bastard. 

Bast. Once? more to-day well met, dia- 
temper.’d lords. .. ^ 


S2 



Act JV. 


KING JOHN. 


Scene III, 


The king by me requests yom* presesce 
straigiit. 

Sal. The king hath dispossess’d himself of 
us. 

We will not line his thin bes^ained cloak 
With our pui*e honours, nor attend the foot 
That leaves the print of blood where’er ^it 
wjdks. 

Return, and tell him so ; we know the worst. 

Jiasf. Whato’or you tliink, good words, 1 
think, v/erc best, 

aSoI. (.)ur griefs, and not our manners, 
reason now. 

Bast. But there is little reason ih your 
grief : 

Therefore, 'twei’e reason you had manners j 
now. 

Pern. Sir, sir, irapajience hath bis privilege. 

Bast. ’T is true; to hurt hi.s mjister, no 
man else. 

Sal. This is the piison. — [Seeing Arthur.] j 
What is he lies bore 'I 

Peril. O death, made proud with pure and 
j)rincely Ijeauty ! 

The earth had not a hole to hide this deed, 

Sal. Murder, as hating what himself iiath 
done, 

oth lay it open to urge on revenge. 

Itiy. Gr when he doom’d this beauty to a 
grave. 

Found it too precious-princely for a grave. 

Sal. Sir Richard, what think you ? Have 
you beheld, 

Or have you I’eail, or heard? or could you 
think? 

Or do you almost tliink, although you see. 

That you do see ? could thought, without this 
olgect, 

Foim such another? This is the very top. 

The height, the crest, or crest unto the crest, 
Of murder’s arms : this is the bloodiest shame, 
The wildest savagery, the vilest stroke, 

That ever wall-ey’d wrath, or staring rage, 
I*resented to the tears of soft remorse. an 

Pern. All murdera past do stand excus’d 
in this : 

And this, so sole and so unmatchable, 

Shall give a holiness, a purity. 

To the yet unliegotten sin of times, 

And prove a deadly bloodshed but a jest, 
Exampled by this heinous spectacle. 

Bast. It is a damned and a bloody work ; 
The gi-aceless action of a heavy hand, 

If that it be the woi’k of any hand. 

• Sal. If that it be the work of any hand?— =- 
We had a kind of light what would ensue: «i 
It is the shameful work of Hubert’s hand ; 

The practiqe, and the puipose„of the king : 


From whose obedience I forbid my soul. 
Kneeling befoin this ruin of sweet life. 

And bi’eathiug to his breathless excellence 
The incense of a vow, a holy vow. 

Never to taste the pleasures of the world. 
Never to be infected with delight. 

Nor conversant with ease and idleness, :<* 
Till 1 hav(j set a glory to this hand. 

By giving it the worshij) of revenge. 

Peni., H’m. Gur souls religiously confirm 
thy. words. 

Enter Hubkkt. 

Hrih. Lords, I am hot with haste in setdiing 
you. 

Arthur doth live : the king hath sent for yon, 

Sal. O ! he is bold, and blushes ift)t at 
death. — • 

Avaunt, thou hateful villain ! get thee 

J/id). 1 am no villabt. 

,Sal. Must f rob the. law ? 

[^Drawing /its sirord. 

Bast. Your, sword is bright, sir : put it up 
again. 

• Sal. Not till I sheathe it in a murderer s 
skin. »• 

Ifi^. Stand back, Lord Salisbury, stand 
back, I say 

By Heaven, I think, my sword’s as sharp »w 
yoiu-s. 

I would not have you, lord, forget yonnself. 
Nor tempt the danger of my true defence ; 
.Lest 1, by marking of your ago, forget 
Your woi-th, your gi’eatness, and nobility. 

Big. Out, dungliill ! dar’st thou bra^'o a 
nobleman ? 

llnl). Not for my life ; but yet 1 dam «lefend 
My innocent life against an enipi'roi’. 

aSV»/, Thou art a murderer. 

Enlj. Do not prove me so ; «o 

Yet, 1 am none. Whose tongue soe’er speaks 
fals<‘, 

Not truly siKsaks : who sj)eaks not truly, lies. 

Pem. Cut him to pieces. 

Bast. Keep the peace, I say. 

Sal. Stjind by, or I shall gall you, Faulcon- 
bridge. 

Bast. Thou wert better gall the devil, Salis- 
bury : 

If thou but frown on me, or stir thy foot. 

Or teach tliy hasty spleen to do me shame, 

I ’ll strike thee dead. Put up thy sword be- 
time. 

Or I ’ll so iqaul you and your toasting-iron, 
That you shall think, the devil is come from 
hell. 

Big. What wilt thou do, renowned Faulcon- 
bridge ? 
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Act V. 


KIN(J JOHN. 


Scene I. 


SoconJ a villuiii, and a muvdei'er ? 
iinb. Lnrd 1 am none. 

yy/«7. Who kill’d this prince ? 

//ub. T is not an hour since 1 loft liiin 'w ell : 
1 honour’d liiin, I lov’d him; and will weep 
My dale of life out for his sweet life’s loss. 
.SV</. Trust not those cunning waters of his 
eye.s, 

For villainy is not without such rheum ; 

And he, long tnxdofl in it, makes it .seem 
Like rivers of remorse and innocency. no 
Au ay, with me, all you whose souls abhor 
The uncleanly savours of a slaugliter-lionse, 
For 1 am stilled W'ith this .smell of .sin. 

/y/c/. Away, toward limy: to tlie Dauphin 
there 

’riiere, tell the king, lie may inquire 
o Tis out. * Lords. 

Jktsf. Here ’s a good woild ! — Know you of 
this fair work ? 

Bryond the infinite and houndle.ss reach 
Of nu’rcy, if thou didst this deed of death, 

Art thou danin’<l, Iluheit. • 

Jfub. Do l)ivt hear me, .sir. 

Jld.'tf. Ifa ! I’ll tell thee what; 

Thou art damn’d it,s Idack— nay, nothing is so 
black ; 

Thou art more de(*p damn’d than Prince Luci- 
fer : 

There is not yet so ugly a fiend of hell, 

As thou shalt bo, if thou didst kill this child. 
//nb. Dj»on my soul, — 

/Jd.sl. If thou didst but oon.seut 

To this most cruel act, do but desj^air ; 

And if thou want’sta cord, the smallest thmid. 
That ever spider twisted from her womb, 


i Will serve to strangle thee ; a rush wilj l^e a 
beam 

To hang thee on ; or wouldst tlioii drown 
thyself, ia> 

Put but a little‘water in a spoon, 

And it shall be as all the ocean, 

K’lough to stiflf. such a villain up. 

1 do suspect thee very grievously. 

I/t(b. If I in act, consent, or sin of thought. 
He guilty of the stealing that sweet breath, 
Which was (unboundod in this beauteous clay, 
Let hell want pains enough to torture me. 

J left him well. 

JJasf. Go, boar him in thine arms. — 

I am amaz’d, uicthinks, mid lose my w'ay i4o 
Among the thoi-ns and dangers of this world. — 
How easy dost thou take all Fngland up ! 
From forth this morsel cf dead royalty, 

'Fhe life, the right, and truth of all tliis realm 
Is lied to heaven ; and Kngland now is left 
To tug and .scand)le, and to part by the teeth 
'riie unowed inter(i.st of pr(»ud-.swelling .state. 
Now for the boar-])iek’<l hone of majesty 
Doth dogged war bristle his angry crest. 

And .snarleth in the gentle eyes of peace : iw 
Now jiowem from home, and discontents at 
home 

Meet in one line ; and vast confusion waits, 
As doth a raA'rui on a .sick-fallen beast, 

'Pile imminent decay of wrested jioiup. 

Now’- liappy lie w^ho.se cloak and ccinter can 
Hold out fcliis ti'inpest. — Hear away that child, 
.\nd follow me with .sjieed ; 1 ’ll to the king. 

A thousand busine.s.se.s are brief in hand, 

And heaven itself doth frown upon the land. 


ACT V. 


l^CKNE I. — The (Same. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter King John, Pandulpii with the crown, 
awl Attendants. 

K. .John. Thus have I yielded up into your 
baud 

The circle of my glory. 

Pand. \(yiving John the woten.] Take again 
From thi.s my hand, as holding of the Pope, 
Your sovereign greatness and autliority. 

K, John. Now keep your holy word : go 
meet the French ; 

And from his Iioliiiess use all your power 
To atop their marches, ’fore we are inflam’d. 
Our discontented counties do I’evolt, 

Our people quairel with obedience. 

Swearing allegiance, and the love of soul, lo 
To stranger blood, to foreign royalty. 


I This inundation of mistemjicr’d humour 
Rests by you only to bo qualified. 

Then pause not ; for the present time ’s so sick, 
That present medicine must be minister’d, 

Or overthrow incurable ensues. 

Pand. It was my breath that blew this tem- 
pest up, 

Upon your stubborn usage of the Pojie ; 

But since you are a gentle eonvortifce, 

My tongue shall hush again this storm of war. 
And make faiy weather in your blustering land. 
On this Ascension-day, remember well, s? 
Upon your oath of service to the Pope, 

Go I to make the French lay down their arms. 

\Exit. 

K. John. Is this Ascension-day ? Did not 
the prophet 

Say, tliat before? Ascension-day at noon 
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Act V, 

V y crown I shoiild give off^ Even so I hate. 
I did suppose it should be on constraint ; 

Blit, Heaven be tliank’d, it is but voluntaiy. 

Enter the JiasUufd. 

Bust. All Kent hath yielded j nothing there 
holds out •y" 

But Dover Castle : London hath i*cceiv’d, 
Like a kind host, the Dauphin and his powers. 
Your nobles will not hear you, but are gone 
To ofter service to your ei jniy ; 

And wihl amazement hurries up and down 
The little number of your doubtful friiuuls. 

K. John. Would not my lords return tome 
again, 

After they heard young Arthur was alive ? 
Bast. They found him dead, and ciist into 
the streets ; • s 

An empty casket, where the jewel of life w 
By some damn’ll hand was robb’d anil tsi’en 
away. 

/r. John. That villain .Hubert told mo hi 
did live. 

Bast. So, on my soul, he did, for aught he 
knew. 

But wJiereforo do you droop ? why look you 
sad 1 

Be great in ju;t, as you have been in thought ; 
TiOt not the world see fear, and sad di.stnist, 
Covern the motion of a kingly eye : 

Be .stii'ring as the time ; be tire with fii’c ; 
Thi*eaten the threatener, and outface the brow 
Of bragging horror : so .shall inferior eyes, 
That borrow their behavioura from the gi'oat. 
Grow great by your example, and put on 
Tlie dauntless spirit of resolution. 

Away ! j^nd glister like the god of war, 

When ho intendeth to become the held : 

♦Show boldness, and as))iring confidence. 

AV hat, iiliall they .seek the lion in his den, 

And fright him there? and make him tromble 
there ? 

O ! let it not be said.- -Forage, and run 
To meet displea.sure fui’dier from the door.s, «» 
And grapple with him, ere he comes .so nigh. 

A. John. The legate of tlu^ Pope hath been 
with me. 

And I have made a happy peace with liiin ; 
And he hath promis’d to dismiss the power.s 
Led by the Dauphin. 

O ingloriwus league ! 
Shall we, ujion the footing of our land, 

•Send fair-play orders, and make coinjiromise, 
Insinuation, parley, and base truce. 

To arms invtwive? shall a beanlles’s boy, 

A cocker’d silken wanton, bra^e our fields, 

And flesh his spirit in a warlike soil. 

Mocking the air with colours iflly .spread. 


And find no check? Let us, my liege, to arms: 
Perchance, the cardinal cannot make your 
peace ; 

Or if he do, hit it at least be said, 

They saw wc had a purpose of defence. 

A. John. Have thou the ordering of this 
l>resent time. 

Bttst. Away then, with good courage '. yet, 
1 know, 

Our party may well meet a prouder foe. 

[Exeunt. 

Scenic II. —A Plain near Saint Kdmund’s 
Bury. 

Enter inunne, Lewis, SALisucuy, AUJi.vn, 
Pembroke, Bkiot, and Boldiers. , 

Lett'. My jjord Mclun, let this bo eojued 
out. 

Anil kcej) safe for our remembrance. 
Ketnrn tlie precedent to these lords again ; 
That, having *onr fair order written down, 
^Both they, aisl we, penising o’er these notes, 
May know wherefore we took the sacrauicnf-, 
And keep our faiths firm and inviolable. 

Sal. Ujx>n our sides it never shall be broken. 
And, noble Dauphin, albeit we swear 
A voluntary zeal, and unurg’d faith, n 

To your pnxieedings ; yet, believe me, prince, 

1 am not glail that sncli a soro of time 
Should seek a jilaster by contemn’d revolt, 
And heal the inveterate canker of one wound 
By making many. O ! it grieves my soul, 
That 1 must draw tliis metal from my side 
To bt! a widow-maker ; O ! and there. 

Where honourable i-escue, and defence. 

Cries out ujMm the name of Salisbury. 

But .such is the infection of the time, w 

’fhat, for the health and jiliysic of our right. 
We cannot deal but with the very hand 
Of .stern inju.stice and confused wrong.- - 
And is ’t not pity, O my grieved friends, 

Tliat we, the sons and children of this isle, 
Were born to see so sad an hour as this ; 
Wherein we step after a stranger march 
ITpon her gentle bosom, and fill up 
Her enemies’ ranks, (I must withdraw', and 
weep ^ 

Upon the spot of this enforced cause,) !«( 
To grace the gentry of a land remote, 

And follow unacquainted colours liere t 
What, here ? — O nation, tliat thou couldst re- 
move ! 

That Nejrtuno’s arms, who clipjwth thee 
about, 

Would bear thee from the knowledge of thy- 
self. 





Aot V. 


KING JOHN. 


SCENB 11 . 


And grapple tliet^ unto a pagan shore, 

Where these two Christian armies migh 
combine 

The blood of imilice in a vein of league, 

And not to sj)eiid it so unneighbourly ! 

Lev\ A noble temper dost thou show ii 
this ; ' 

And great affections wrestling in thy bosom 
I>(> make an ea?’thquakc of nobility. 

( ) I what a noble combat hast tlVou fought, 
ix‘twe«jn corapnlsion, tyid a brave i-espect ! 
Let me •wij:)e off this honourable dew, 

That silverly <loth progre.ss on tliy cheeks. 

My heart hath melted at a huly’s teal's. 

Being an ortlinary inumlation ; 

But, this effusion of such manly drojis, » 

This shower, blown up by temiiest of the soul, 
Staftles mine eyes, and makes me mort 
amaz’d 

Than had T s(!on the vanity top of heaven 
Figur^l quite o’er unth burning meteors. 

Lift up thy brow, renowned Salisbury, 

And with a great heart Jieave away this 
storm : • 

Commend tliese watera to those baby eyes. 
That never saw the giant world enrag’d, 

Nor met with foi*tune other than at feasts. 
Full warm of bloo<l, of mirth, of go.ssiping. 
Come, come ; f<ir thou .shalt thru.st thy hand 
as deep e 

Into the puree of rich pi'osperity, 

As liowis himself I- - so, nobles, shall you all, 
Tliut knit your .sinew.s to the strength of 
mine. 

Entei' P.wm'LPH, attended. 

And even there, methinks, an angel spake : 
Look, where the holy legate comes apace. 

To give us wan-ant from the hantl of Heaven, 
And on our actions set the name of light 
With holy breath. 

Paml. Hail, noble Prince of Fi-ance! 
The next is this : — King .John hath reconcil’d 
Himself to Rome ; his spirit is come in, 70 
That so stood out against the holy Church, 
The great metrojiolis and see of ^me. 
Therefore, thy threat’ning coloure now wind 
up, I 

And tame the savage spirit of wild war. 

That, like a lion fostei-’d up at hand. 

It may lie gently at the foot of peace, 

And be no further harmful than in sliow. 

Lew. Your grace shall pardon me ; I will 
not back ; 

I am too high-bom to be pro|>ertied. 

To be a secondary at control, so 

Or useful serving-man, and in.strumeut, 

To any sovereign state tlu'oughout the world. 


Your breath firat kindled the dead coal of 
ware 

Between tliis cha.sti8'd kingdom and myself, , 
And brought in matter that should feed this 
fire; 

And now ’t is far too huge to be blown out 
With that same weak wind which enkindled 
it. 

You taught nie how to know the face of right, 
Ac(piaiiited me with intere.st to this land, 
Yea, thrust this enterprise into my heart ; 00 
And come yo now to tell me, John hath made 
His piface witli Koine I What is that peace 
to me ? 

I, by the honour of my maiTiago-l>e«l, 

After young Arthur, claim' this land for 
mine ; 

And, now it i.s ladf-coiVquer’d, must I back. 
Because that .John hath made his peace with 
Rome 1 

Am I Koine’s slave? What penny hath 
Kome borne, 

What men provhled, what munition sent, 

J’o un<lerpro[) this a(;tion ? Is ’t not I 
That undergo this chai'ge ? who else but I, im>- 
Ami such as to my claim are liable, 

Sweat in this business, and maintain this 
war ? 

Have I not hoard these islanders shout out, 
Ttre y’oy / as 1 have bank’d their towns ? 
Have I not here the liest cards for the- 
game. 

To win this ea.sy match play’d for a crown ? 
And shall 1 now give o'er the yielded set ? 

No, no, on my soul, it never shall lie said. 
Panid: You look but on the outside of this 
work. 

Lew. Outside or inside, I will not return 
Till ray attempt so much be glorified, in 
As to my ample ho}io was promised • 

Before I drew this gallant hea<l of war, 

And cull’d tliese fiei'y spirits from the world,. 
To outlook compiest, and to win renown 
Even in the jaws of danger and of death. — 

[Trumpet munds.. 

What lusty trampet thus doth summon Us? 

Enter the, BuHtard, attended. 

Bast. According to the fair jday of the 
world, 

Let me havc^ audience : I am sent to speak. — 
My holy Lord of Milan, from the king 
[ come, to learn how you have dealt for him ; 
And, as you answer, 1 do know the scojie 
And warrant limited unto my tongue. 

Pand. The J)auphin is too wilful-opposite^ 
And will not tempoi’ise with my entreaties : 

He flatly aaysj he ’ll not lay down his arms. 
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Act V. 

■ Bmt. By all tlie blood that evc*r fury 
breath’ll, * 

Theyoutli sayawell. — Now, hear our English 

king; ,, . 

For thus his royalty doth sjieak m me. 

He is prepar’d ; and reason too, he should : 
This apish and unmannerly approach, 

This harness’d masque, and unadvised revel. 
This iinhair’d ssiuciness, and boyish troops, 
The king doth smile at, and is well prepar’d 
To whip this dwarfish war, these pigmy arms. 
From out the circle of his teiritories. 

That hand, which had the stiirngth, even at 
your door, 

To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch ; 
To dive, like buckets, in conccaleil wells ; 

To croucli in litter of your stable planks ; uo 
To lie like pawns l^k’d up in chests and 
trunks ; 

To hug with swine ; to seek sweet safety out 
In vaults and inisons ; uJid to thrill, and 
shake, 

Even at the crying of you!’ uation’.s crow, 
Thinking this voice an ariucil Englishman : ’ 
Shall that victorious hand be feebled here, 
That in your chambers gave you chastisement? 
No ! Know, the gallant monarch is in ai'ms, 
\nd like an eagle o’er his aeiy towers, 

To souse amioyance that comes near his 
nest. — ISO 

And you degenej’att‘, you ingrate revolts. 

You bloody Neroes, ripping up the womb 
Of your dear mother England, blush for 
shame : 

For your own ladies, and jMile-visag’d maids. 
Like Amazons, come tripping attei- drums ; 
Their thipiblas into armed gjiuntlets change. 
Their neelds to lances, and their gentle heai'ts 
To fierce and bloody inclination. 

Lm\ oThere end thy brave, and turn thy 
face in peace ; 

We grant thou cjinst, outscold us : fare thee 
well ; i«i> 

We hold our time too precious to be sjayit 
With such a brabblcr. 

Pand. Give me leave to speak. 

Bast. No, I will speak. 

Lew. We will attend to neither. — , 

Stnke up the drums ! and let the tongue of war 
Plead for our interest, and our being here. 
Bast. Indeed, your drums, being beaten, 
will cry out ; 

Atid so shall you, ‘ being beaten. Do but 
start 

An. echo with the clamour of thy drum, 

And even at hand n drum is re^ly bme’d. 
That shall reverberate^ all as loud os thine; w 
i^oud but another, and another shall, I 


As loud as thine, luttle the welkin’s eaVj ^ 
And mock the deep-mouth’d thunder : for at 
hand 

(Not trusting to this halting legate here. 
Whom he hath us’il rather for sport than 
need) 

Is warlike John ; and in his forehead sits 
A bare-ribb’d death, wliosc olUce is this day 
To feast upon whole thousands of the French. 
Lew. Strike u]> our drums, to find this, 
danger out. 

Hast. And thou shalt find it, Daupliin, do 
. not doubt, [^/ixeuiU. 


Scene III. — The Same. A Field of llattle. 

Alarums. Eater Kia<j JouN and Hubekt. 

K. John. H*)W goes the day with u.s I O ! 
tell jjie, Hubert. ^ 

//nlf. Badly, I fear. How fares your 

majesty ? 

A”. John, ’rids fever, that liath troiibled 

* me .so long. 

Lies heavy on me : O ! my heart is sick. 

Eater a .Uesseayer. 

Jfess. My lord, your valiant kinsman, 
Faulconbridge, 

Desires your majesty to leave the field. 

And send him word by me which way you go. 

K. John. Tell liiiii, towanl Swinsfoad, to- 
tlie abbey thei-e. 

Mess. Be of good comfort ; for the great 
supply. 

That was expi'cted by the Dauphin liere, ii>- 

Arc wrack’d tlircc nights ago on Goodwin 
Sands. 

This news was brought to Richai'il but even 
now. 

The Fi’cnch fight i^oldly, and retire themselves. 

K. John. Ah me ! this tyrant fever bums 
me up. 

And will not let mo welcome this good news. 

Set on toward Swinstead ; to my litter 
.straight : 

Weakness po.ssesseth me, and I am faint. 

‘ [Exeurti,. 

Scene IV. — The Same. Another Part of 
the Same. 

Ente^' Salisbury, Pembroke, Bicot, 
and others. 

Sal, I did not think the king so stor’di 
with friends. 
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'Pdm. Up onc(5 sigaiii ; put spirit in tluj 
Freucji : 

If they I.uisoiirry, we ini-scawy too. 

Sal. That nuslxigotteii devil, Faulcon- 
bridge, 

In spitfi of spite, alone u})hol<l.s the <lay. 

Tliey say, King John, sore sick, hatli 
left the held. 

Enter Melun wountlnd, and l>^‘d ly i>i)fdinrs. 

Mel. Lead me to the i-e volts of Englaiul 
liere. 

Sal. When we werci hapj)y, we had other 
names. 

Peni, It is tluj Count Melun. 

Sal. Wounded to dejitli. 

M^l. Fly, noble English ; you are bought 
and sold ; '** 

Unthread tin*, rude eye of I’cbellion, 

And welcome home again discartlcd taith. 
Seek out King John, and fall before his feet ; 
For if the French be lords of this loud <Iay, 
He means to recornp<uise the pains you take, 
By cutting oft’ your heads. ‘Thus hath ho 
.sworn, 

And I with him, and many more with me, 
Ujwn tho altar at Saint Edmund's Bury ; 
Even on tliat altui-, where we .swore to you 
Dear amity and everla.stiug love. 2 " 

Sal. iVIay this bo jmssible 1 may this be 
true 1 

^fel. Have I not hideous death within my 
view, 

Retaining but a (piantity of life, 

Which bleeds away, even as a furiu *.)f wax. 
Resolveth from hi.s ligurc ’gainst the fire 1 
What in the world .should make me now de- 
ceive, 

Since I must lose, the \i.se of all deceit 1 
Why should I then 1x3 false, since it is true 
That I must <lie here, :in«I live hence by 
truth 1 

I say again, if J..<evvis do win the day, .>• 

He is foraworn, if e’er those eyes of yours ! 
Behold another day break in the east : 

But even this night, whose bhick contagious j 
breath 

Already .smokes about the burning crest 1. 
-Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied sun, j 

rJEven this ill night, your breathing shall ex- 
pire, 

Paying the line of mted ti-eachery 
Even with a treacherous fine of all your livc.s, 
If Le'wis by your assistance win the day. 
.Commend me to one Hubert, with your king; 
The love of him, — and this respect besides, n 
For that my grandsiTO was an Englishman, — 
Awakes my conscience to confess all this, i 


III lieu whci'eof, I piuy you, bear me hence 
From forth the noise aud rumour of the field ; 
Where I may think the remnant of my 
thoughts 

Jn jwace, aud ifart this body and my soul 
With contemplation and devout desires. 

»Sal. We do believe thee,— and beshrew niy 
soul. 

Blit ] do loA'ti the favour and the form w 
Of this mo.st fair occasion, by tho which 
We will untroad the sttip-s of damned flight ; 
Aud, like a bated and retired Hood, 

Ijcaving our rankness aud iiTogular course. 
Stoop low within those bounds we liave o’er- 
look'i 

And calmly run on in obedience, 

Even to our ocean, to our great ICing 
John. — ' 

My arm shall give thee liel]) to bear thee 
hence. 

For 1 do see the cruel })angs of death 
Right in thiiui eye. — Away, my friends ! New 

! And happy luiwne.ss, that intends old right. 

; yExemdy leaduaj oy’MKiaJN'. 


Scene V. — The Same, 'fhe French O.uup. 

Enter Lewis a^al his Train. 

Lew. The .sun of litiaven, methought, was 
loath to set, 
i But stay’d, and made the western welkin 
I blush, 

I When the English measur'd backward their 
\ own ground, 

‘ In faint retire. O ! bravely eanic we off, 
When with a volley of our needless shot. 
After such blooily toil, we bid good night. 
And wound our tattering colours clearly up, 
Last in the field, and almost lords of it ! 

Eitfer a .l/e.siie/t(/rr. 

Mes.s. Where is my prince, the Dauphin 1 
Lew. Here. — What news? 

Mess. Tlie ( 'omit Melun is slain ; the 
English loixls, w» 

By his persuasion, are again fall’n off ; 

And your sujiply, which you have wish’d so 
long,* 

A 1*0 cast .away, and sunk, on Goodwin Sands. 
Tjew. Ah, foul shrewd news ! Beshrew thy 
very heai't ! 

I did not think to be so sod to-night. 

As this hat]i»made me. — Who was he that 
said, 

King Jelm ilici fly an tour or two before 
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stumbling night did part our woary 
powers 9 

* If ess. Whoever spoke it, it is true, my lord. 
Lew. Well ; keep good quarter and good' 
care to-night : 

The day shall not be up so soon as I, 

To tiy the fair adventure of to-morrow. 

\Exefimt. 


ScENB VI. — An Open Place in the Neigh- 
bourhood of Swinstead Abbey. * 

ErUer the Bastard and Hubert, severally. 

JHvJb. Who ’s • there 1 speak, ho ! speak 
quickly, or I -shoot. 

Bast. A friend. — Wlmt art thou 1 

Hvh. Of the part of England. 

Bast. Whither dost thou go 1 

Hvh. What ’s that to thee ? why may not I 
demand 

Of thine affairs, as well as thou of mine % 

Bast. Hubert, I think. 

Hvh. Thou hast a perfect thought : 

I will, xipon all hazards, well believe 
Thou art my friend, that know’st my tongue 
so well. 

Who art thou ? 

Bast. Who thou wilt : and, if thou please, 
Thou may’st befriend mo so much as to think 
I come one way of the Plantagenots. jr 

Hxh. Unkind remembrance ! thou, and 
endless night. 

Have done me shame : — brave soldier, pai'don 
me. 

That any accent breaking from thy tongue 
Should ’scape the true acquaintance of mine 
ear. 

Bast. Obme, come ; sans compliment, what 
news abroad? 

Hvh. Why, here walk I, in the black bix)w 
of night, 

To find you out. 

Bast. Brief then ; and what ’s the news ? 

Hvh. O ! my sweet sir, news fitting to the 
night, 

Black, fearful, comfortl^, and horrible. »> 

Bast. Show me the very wound of this ill 
news : 

I am no woman ; I ’ll not swoond at it. 

Hvh. The king, I fear, is poison’d by a 
monk : 

I left him almost speechless, and broke out 
To acquaint you with this evil, that you 
might • 

better arm you to the .suddeiv time, 

Th{^ if you had at leisure known of tbia. 

23 


Bast. How did he take it ? who did taste 
to liim ? 

Hub. A monk, I tell you j a resolved 
villain, » 

Whose bowels suddenly burst out : the king 

Yet speaks, and, perad venture, may recover. 

Bast. Whom didst thou leave to tend his 
majesty? 

Hub. Why, know you not ? the lords are 
all come back, 

And brought Prince Henry in their eompany ; 

At whose request the king hath paxxlon’d 
them. 

And they are all about his majesty. 

Bast. Withhold thine indignation, mighty 
Heaven, 

And tempt us not to bear •above our powea ! 

I ’ll tell thee, Hubert, half my power this 
night. 

Passing these fiats, are taken by the tide ; 

These Lincolif washes have devoured them : 

Myself, well raojuited, hardly have escap’d. 

Away, before ! conduct me to the king ; 

I doubt, he will l)e dead or e’er I come. 

[Exeunt. 


Scene VJI. — The Orchard of Swinstead 
Abbey. , 

Enter Prime Henry, Salisbury, and Bigot. 

P. Hen. It is too late : the life of all his 
blood 

Is touch’d corruptibly ; and his pure brain 
(Which some suppose the soul’s fmil dwelling- 
house) 

Doth, by the idle comments that it makes, 
Foretell the ending of moi-tality. 

Enter Pembroke. 

Pern. His highness yet doth speak; and 
holds belief, 

That being brought into the open 
It would allay the burning quality 
'Of that fell poison which assaileth him. 

P. Hen. Let him be brought into th© 
orchard here. — 

Doth he still rage ? [Exit Bigot. 

Pern. He is more patient u 

Than when you left him : even now he sung. 
P. Hen. O vanity of sickness 1 fierce ex- 
tremes 

In their continuance will not feel themselves. 
Death, having prey’d upon the outward pai’te. 
Leaves them, invisible ; and his siege is now 
Against the mind, the which he pricks and 
wounds 
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With many legions of stitiuge fantasies, 

' Which, in their throng and press to that last 
hold, 

Confound themselves. ’T is strange that 
death shordd sing. 

I am the cygnet to this pale faint swan, 

Who chants a doleful hymn to his own death, 
And, from the organ-pipe of frailty, sings 
His soul and body to their lastivg test. 

Sal. Be of good comfort, prince; for you 
are born 

To set a form upon that indige.st. 

Which he hath left so shapeless and so rude. 

He-erUer Bigot mid Attendants, who briny in 
* Kiny John in a chair. * 

S. John. Ay, nutrry, now my soul hath 
elbow-room ; 

It would not out at windows, nor at doors. 
There is so hot a summer in my bosom, so 
That all my bowels crumble up h) dust : 

I am a scribbled form, drawn ovith a pen 
Uix)n a parchment, and agaii^t this fire 
Do I shrink up. *■ 

P. Hen. How fares your majesty ? 

A. John. Poison’d, — ill faro ; — dead, for- 
sook, cast otf : 

And none of you will bid the winter come, 

"To thrust his icy fingers in my maw ; 

Nor let my kingdom’s rivers take their couise 
' Through my burn’d bosom ; nor entreat the 
north 

■ To make his bleak winds kiss my parched lips. 
And comfort me ufith cold. — I do not ask you 
much : 41 

I cold comfort ; and you are so stmit, 

And so ingrateful, you fleny me that. 

JP. Jlen. O, that there were some virtue in 
, my tears. 

That might relieve you ! 

A. John. The salt in them is hot. 
Within me is a hell ; and there the poison 
Is, as a fiend, confin’d to tyrannise 
On unreprievable-condemned blood. 

ErUer the Bastard. |' 

Bast. O ! . I am scalded with my violent 
motion. 

And spleen of speed to see your majesty. w 
A. John. O cousin ! thou art come to set 
mine eye : 

The tackle of my heart is crack’d and bum’d; 
And all the shrouds, wherewith my life should 
sail. 

Are turned to one thread, one little hair : 

My heart hath one poor string to stay it by, 
Which holds but till thy news l)e uttered. 

And then all this thou seest is but a clod, | 


And module of confounded royalty. 

Bast. The Dauphin is preparing hitherward, 
Where Heaven he knows how we shall answer» 
him : i 

For, in a night, the best part of my power, 

As I upon advantage did remove. 

Were in the washes, all unwarily. 

Devoured by the unexpected flood. 

\The Kino dies. 

Sal. You breatlie these dead news in as 
dead an ear. — 

My liege ! ray lord ! — But now a king, now 
thus. 

P. Hen. Even so must I run on, and even 
so stop. 

What surety of the world, what hope, what 
stay. 

When this was now a king, and now is clay ? 

Bast. Art thou gone sol I do but stay 
behind, ro 

To do the office for thee of revenge, 

And then my soul shall wait on thee to 
heaven. 

As it on earth hath been thy servant still. — 
Now, now, you stars, that move in your right 
spheres. 

Where 1^ your powers 1 Show now your 
mended faiths, 

And instantly return with mo again. 

To push destiniction, and perpetual shame, 

Out of the weak door of our fainting land 
Straight let us seek, or straight we shall be 
sought : 

The Dauphin rages at our very heels. » 

Sal. It seems you know not then so much 
as we. 

The Cardinal Pandulph is within at rest. 

Who half an hour since came from the , 
Dauphin, 

And brings from him such offers of bur peace, 
As we with honour and respect may take. 

With purpose presently to leave this wai*. 

Bast. He will the rather do it, when he 
secs 

Ourselves well sinewed to our defence. 

Sal. Nay, it is in a manner done already ; 
For many carmges he hath despatch’d 
To the sea-side, and put his cause and quarrel 
To the disposing of the cardinal : 

With whom yourself, myself, and other lords, 

If you thini: meet, this afternoon will post 
To conkimmate this business happily. 

Bast. Let it be so. — And you, my noble 
prince. 

With other princes that may best be spar’d. 
Shall wait u^n your father’s funeral. 

P. Hen. At Worcester must his body be 
interr’d ; 
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For so he will’d it. 

Bast. Thither shall it then. «» 

And happily may your sweet self put on 
The lineal state and glory of the land : 

To whom, with all submissipn, on my knee, 

I do be<qucath my faithful services 
And true subjection everlastiTVgly* a 

S<d. And the like tender of our love we 
make, 

To rest without a spot for evermore, 

P. Hen. I have a kind soul, that would 
give you thanks, 

And knows not how to do it, but with tears. 


Bast. O ! let us pay the time but needful 
woe, 

Since it hath been beforehand with om 
griefs. — 

This England never did, nor never shall, 

Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror. 

But when it first did help to wound itself. 
Now these her princes ai’e come home again. 
Come the three corners of the world in arms. 
And we ^shall shock them. Naught sliall 
n\ake us rue, 

If England to itself do rest but true. / 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT I. 


Scene I. — ^London. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter King Richard, attetuied ; John op 
Gaunt, and other Nobles, loith him. 

K, Rich. Old John of Gaunt, time-honour’d 
Lancaster, 

Hast thou, according to thy oath and band. 
Brought hither Henry Hereford thy bold son. 
Here to make good the boisterous late appeal, 
Which then our leisure would not let us 
hear. 

Against the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mow- 
bray ? 

, Gaunt. I have, my liege. 

K. Rich. Tell me, moreover, hast thou 
' sounded him. 

If he appeal the duke on ancient malice. 

Or worthily, as a good subject should, w 
On some known ground of treachery in him 1 

Gaunt. As near jis I could sift him on that 
argument. 

On soipe apparent danger seen in him. 

Aim’d at your highness, — no inveterate malice. 

K, Rich. Then call them to our presence : 
face to face. 

And frowning brow to brow, ourselves will 
hear I 


Tlie accuser, and the accused, freely speak. — 
\Ea:eunt some Atteudanis. 
High-stomach’d are they both, and full of ire. 
In I’age deaf as the sea, hasty as fire. 

Re-enter Attendanis, mth Bolingbroke and 
Norfolk. 

Boling. Many years of happy days befall s« 
My gracious sovereign, my most loving liege I 
Nor. Each day still better other’s ha'jppiness ; 
Until the heavens, envying earth’s good hap, 
Add an immortal title to your crown ! 

K. Rich. We thank you both ; yet one but 
flatters us. 

As well appeareth by the cause you come ; 
Namely, to appeal each other of high treason. — ‘ 
Cousin of Hereford, what dost thou object 
Against the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mow- 
bray ? 

Boling. First, (Heaven be the record to my 
speech !) ao 

In the devotion of a subject's love, 

Tendering the precious ^fety of my prinoe. 
And free frem other misbegotten hate, 

Come I appellant to this princely presence. — 
Now, Thomas 'Mowbray, do I turn to thee. 
And mark my greeting well; for what I speak, 
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body shall make good upon this earth, 

Or my divine soul answer it in heaven. 

Thou art a traitor, add a miscreant ; 

Too good to be so, and too bad*to live ; 

Since the more fair and crystal is the sky. 
The uglier' seem the clouds that in it fly. ' 
Once more, the more to aggravate the mote, 
With a foul traitor’s name stuff I thy throat. 
And wish, (so please my sovereign) ere I move. 
Wliat my tongue speaks, my right-drawn sword 
may prova 

JUFor. Let not my cold woids here accuse my 
zeal. 

’T is not the trial of a woman’s war. 

The bitter clamour of two eager tongues. 

Can arbitrate tins cause betwixt us twain : k 
T he blood is hot that imist be cool’d for this. 
Yet can I not of such tame patience boast. 

As to be hush’d, and nought at all to say. 
First, the fair reverence of your highness curbs 
me 

From giving reins and spurs to my free s|>eech 
Which else would post, until it luul return’d 
These terms of treason doubled down his 
throat.' 

Setting aside his high blood’s royalty. 

And let him be no kinsman to my liege, 

I do defy him, and I spit at him ; e 

Call him a slanderous coward, and a villain : 
Which to maintain I would allow him odds. 
And meet him, were I tied to run afoot 
Even to the frozen ridges of the Alps, 

Or any other ground inhabitable. 

Where ever Englishman durst set his foot. 
Meantime, let this defend my loyalty ; — 

By all my hopes, most falsely doth he lie. 

Bale trembling coward, thei’e I throw 
my gage. 

Disclaiming here the kindred of the king ; jo 
And lay aiside my high blood’s royalty. 

Which fear, not reverence, makes thee to except : 
If guilty dread have left thee so much strength. 
As to take up mine honour’s pawn, then stoop. 
By that, and all the rights of knighthood else. 
Will I make good against thee, arm to arm, 
What I have spoke, or thou canst worao devise. 
Nor. I take it up ; and by that sword I 
swear. 

Which gently laid my knighthood on my 
shoulder, 

I ’ll answer thee in any fair degree^ so 

Or chivalrous design of knightly trial : 

And, when I mount, alive may I not light. 

If I be traitor, or unjustly flght ! 

N. JSich, W^hat doth our cousin lay to Mow- 
bray’s charge ? . • 

It must be great, that era inherit us 
So much' as of a thought of ill in | 


Boling. Look, what I said, my life shall 
prove it true : — 

That Mowbray hath receiv’d eight thousand 
nobles. 

In name of lendings for your highness’ soldiers, 
The which ho hath detain’d for lewd employ- 
ments, 80, 

Like a false traitor, and injurious villain. 
Besides, I say, and will in battle prove. 

Or here, or elsewhere, to the fui’thest verge 
Tliat ever was suiwey’d by English eye. 

That all the treasons, for these eighteen years 
Oomplotted and contrived in this land, 

Fetch from false Mowbi*ay their first head and 
spring. 

Further I say, and further will maintain • 
Upon his bad life to make all this good, * «» 
That he did plot the Duke of Gloster’s death. 
Suggest his soon-believing adversaries. 

And, consequently, like a traitor coward, 
Sluic’d out hife innocent soul through streams 
of blood,; 

Which blood, like sacrificing Abel’s, cries. 
Even from the fongueless caverns of the earth, 
To me for justice and rough chastisement ; 
And, by the glorious worth of my descent. 
Tins arm shall do it, or this life be spent. 

K. Rich. How high a pitch his resolution 
soars ! 

Thomas of Norfolk, what say’st thoti to this 1 
Nor. O ! let my soveirngn turn away his 
face. III 

And bid his ears a little wliile be deaf. 

Till I have told this slander of his blood. 

How God, and good men, hate so foul a liar. 
K. Rich. Mowbray, impartial ai’e our eyes 
and cars ; 

Were he my brother, nay, our kingdom’s heir, 
As he is but my father’s brother’s son. 

Now by my sceptre’s awe I make a vow, 

Such neighbour nearne.ss to our sacred blood 
Should nothing privilege him, nor partialise laa 
Tlie unstooping firmne.ss of my upright soul. 
He is om- subject, Mowbray ; so art thou : 

Free speech and fearless I to thee allow. 

Nor. Then, Bolingbroke, as low as to thy 
heart, 

Through the false passage of thy throat, thou 
liest. 

Three parts of that receipt I had for Oalsds, 
Disburs’d I duly to his highness’ soldiei’s : 

The other part reserv’d I by consent; 

For that my sovereign liegO' was in my debt, 
Upon remainder of a dear account, w 

Since last I went to France to fetch his queen. 
Now swallow down that lie. — For Gloster’s 
death, 

I slew him not ; but to mine own disgrace 
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Neglected my sworn duty in tliat case. — 

For you, my noble Lord of Lancaster, 

The honourable father to my foe. 

Once «Hd I lay an ambush for your life, 

A trespass that doth vex my grieved soul ; 
Hut, ere I last receiv’d the sjicrament, 

I tlid confess it, and exactly begg’d i«. 

Your grace’s pardon, and, I hoj)e, I had it. 
This is my fault : as for the rest appeal’d. 

It issues from the rancour of aVillain, 

A recreant and most degenerate traitor ; 
Which in myself I boldly will defend. 

And interchangeably hurl down iny gage 
Upon this overweening traitor's foot, 

To prove myself a loyal gentleman 
Even in the best blood chamber’d in his bosom. 
In haste whereof, ^nost heartily I pray iso 
Your highness to assign our trial day. 

K. Rich. Wrath-kindled gentlemen, be rul’d 
by me. 

Let ’s purge this choler without letting blood. 
This we prascribe, though no physician ; 

Deep malice makes too deep incision : 

Forget, forgive ; conclude, and be agreed. ^ 
Our doctors say, this is no month to bleed.— 
Good uncle, let this end where it begun ; 
We’ll calm the Duke of Norfolk, you your 
son. 

Gaunt. To lie a make-peace shall become 
my age. — iso 

Tlirow down, rny son, the Duke of Norfolk’s 

^ge. 

K. Rich. And, Norfolk, throw down his. 
GaittU. When, Harry, when ? 

Obedience bids, I should not bi<l again. 

K. Ridu Norfolk, throw down, we bid ; 
there i.s no boot. 

Nor. Myself I throw, dread sovereign, at 
thy foot. 

My life thou shalt command, but not my 
shame ; 

The one my duty owes ; but my fair name. 
Despite of death that lives upon my grave, 

To dark dishonour’s use thou shalt not have. 

I am disgrac’d, impeach’d, and baffled here ; no 
Pierc’d to the soul with slander’s venom’d 
spear 

The which no balm can cure, but his heaiii- 
blood 

Which breath’d this poison. 

K. Rich. !^ge must be withstood. 

Give me his gage : — lions make leopards 
tame. 

Nor, Yea, but not change his spots : take 
but my shame, 

And 1 resign my gage. My dear, dear lord. 
The purest treasure mortal times afford 
la spotieaa reputation ; that away, 

<4 


Men are but gilded loam, or painted elay. 

A jewel in a ten-tiuies barr’d-up chest i8«- 
Is a bold spirit in a loyal bi'east. 

Mine honour is my life ; both grow in one : ’ 
Take honour *^from me, and my life is done. 
Then, dear ray liege, mine honour Jet me try ; 
In tlmt I live, and for that will I die. 

K. Rich. Cousin, throw down your gage-; 
Jo you begin. 

Roling. O ! God defend my soul from sndr 
deep sin! 

Shall I seem crost-faH’n in my father’s 
. sight 1 

Or with pale beggar-fear impeach my height^ 
Before this out-dar’d dastard I Ere my 
tongue , »*>■ 

Shall wound mine honour with such feeble 
wrong, ' 

Or sound so base a i>arle, my teeth shall tear 
The slavish motive of recanting ftwir, 

And spit it bleeding in his hi^i disgrace. 
Where shame doth harbour, even in Mow- 
bray’s face. \Exit Gaitnt. 

K . Rich . We wei’e not bom to sue, but to 
command : 

Which since we cannot do to make ywi 
friends. 

Be ready, as your lives shall answer it, 

At Coventry, uik)u Saint Lambert’s day. 
There sliall your swoi’ds and lances arbitrate 
The swelling difference of your settled hate. 
Since we cannot atone you, we shall see *» 
Justice design the victor’s cliivalry. — 

Lord marshal, command our offlcers-at*ai‘ms 
Be ready to direct these home-alat'ms. 

[ExeunL 


Scene II. — The Same. A Ro^m in the 
Duke of Lancaster’s Palace. 

Enter Gaunt anti Duchess of Glosteb. 

Gaunt. Alas ! the part I had in Gloster’s 
blood 

Doth more solicit me than your exclaims. 

To stir against the butchers of his life 
But since coirection lieth in tliose hands, . 
Which made the fault that we cannot emr- 
rect, 

Put we our quarrel to Uie will of Heaven ; ■ 
Who, when they see the hours ripe on earth, 
Will rain hot vengeance on offenders' heads. 
Duch. Finds brotherhood in thee no sharper 
spur 1 

Hath love Jin ^y old blood no living fire 1 w 
Edward’s seven sons, whereof thyself art one. 
Were as sdVen phials of his sacred blood, 
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Or seven fwr branches springing from one 
root : ^ 

•Some of those seven are dried by nature’s 
course, . 

Some of those branches by the TDestinies cut 
JBut Thomas, my dear lord, ray life, my 
Gloster, — 

One jAial full of Edward’s sacred blood. 

One flourishing branch of his most royal 
root, — 

Is crack’d, and all the precious liquor spilt j 
Is hack’d down, and his s' mmer leaves all 
vaded, 

B 5 ' envy’s hand, and murder’s bloody axe. 

Ah ! Gaunt, his blood was thine : that bed, 
that womb. 

That mettle, that self mould, that fashion’d 
thee. 

Made him a man ; and though thou liv’.st, and 
breath’st. 

Yet art tliou slain in him. Thou dost con- 
sent 

In some large measure to thy father’s death. 
In that thou seest thy wretched brother die, 
Who was the model of thy father’s life. 

Gall it not patience, Gaunt, it is despair : 

In suffering thus thy brother to bo slaugh- 
ter’d, »i 

Thou show’st the naked pathway to thy life. 
Teaching stem murtler liow to butcher thee. 
That which in mean men we entitle patience, 
Is pale cold cowardice in noble breasts. 

What shall I say 1 to safeguaixl thine own 
life, 

The best way is to venge my Gloster’s death. 

GauiU. God’s is the (juaiTel ; for Go<l’s sub- 
stitiite, 

His deputy anointed in his sight, 

Hath caus’d his death : the which, if wronsr- 
fulJy,. 

Let Heaven revenge, for I may never lift «• 
An angry arm against his minister. 

Duch. Where then, alas ! may I complain 
myself? 

Oaunt. To God, the widow’s champion and 
defence. 

Duch. Why then, I will. — Farewell, old 
Gaunt. 

Thou go’st to Coventry, there to behold 
Our cousin Herefoi>d and fell Mowbray fight. 

O ! sit my husband’s wrongs on Hereford’s 
spear, 

“That it may enter butcher Mowbray’s breast. 
Or, if misfortune miss the first career, 

38e Mowbmy’s sins so heavy in his bosom, so 
That they may break his foami}ig courser’s 
back. 

And throw the rider headlong in ^he lists, 


A caitiff' recreant to my cousin Hereford. 

Farewell, old Gaunt ; thy sometimes brother’s 
wife 

With her companion grief must end her life. 

Gaunt. Sister, farewell : I must to Coven- 
tiy. 

As much goo<l stay with thee, as go with me ! 

Duch. Yet one word more.— --Grief boundeth 
where it falls. 

Not with the^mpty hollowneas, but weight : 

I take my le&vo befoi’e I have begun, e» 

For soiTow emls not when it seomcth done. 

Commend me to my brother, Edmund York. 

Lo ! this is all : — nay, yet depart not so ; 

Though this bo all, do not so quickly go ; 

I shall remember more. Bid him— ^ ! 
what ? — 

With all good .speed at Flashy visit me. * 

Alack ! and what shall good old York there 
.see, 

But empty lodgings and unfurnish’d walls, 

Uni)eopled offices, untrodden stones ? 

And what hear there for welcome, but my 
greans ? • ro 

Therefore commend mo ; let him not como 
there, 

To seek out soitow that «lwells everywhere. 

Desolate, desolate will 1 hence, and die : 

Tlie last leave of thee takes my weeping eye. 

\^lixeunt. 


Scene III. — Open Space near Coventry. 

Lists set out, and (i throne. Heralds, d’c., 
attendiny. 

Entsr the Lord Marshal and Aumerle. 

Mar. My Lor<l Aumerle, is Harry Here- 
ford arm’d ? 

Aum. Yea, at all points, and longs to enter 
in. 

MaVi The Duke of Norfolk, sprightfully 
and bold. 

Stays bxit the .summons of the appellant’s 
trumpet. 

Aum. Why then, the champions are pre- 
par’d, and stay 

For nothing but his majesty’s approach. 

Flourish. Enter King Richard, who takes 
his seat on his throne ; Gaunt, Bushy, 
Bagot, Green, and others, who take their 
places. A trumpet is soxmdcd, and answered 
by another tmimpet within. Then enter 
Norfolk, in armour, preceded hit a Herald. 

K. Hich. Marshal, demand of yonder 
champion 
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The cause of his arrival here in arms : And bow my knee before his majesty : 


Ask him his name, and orderly proceed 
To swear him in the jus^ce of his cause. 

Mar. In God’s name, and the king’s, say 
who thou art. 

And why thou com’st thus knightly clad in 
arms, 

Against what man thou com'st, and what thy 
quari’ol. 

Speak truly, on thy knighthood,^ and thine 
oath ; 

And so defend thee Heaven and thy valour ! 

JVbr. My name is Thomas Mowbmy, Duke 
of Norfolk : 

Who hither come engaged by my oath, 
(Which God defend a knight should viol&te 1) 
Botlf to defend my loyalty and truth 
To Gk)d, my king, and his succeeding issue, » 
Against the Duke of Hereford that appeals 
me ; 

And, by the grace of God and this mine aim, 
To prove him, in defending of jnyself, 

A traitor to my Go<l, my king, and me : 

And, as I truly fight, defend ifle Heaven ! , 

Trumpet sounds. Ent^r Bolingbroke, in 
a/rmour, -preceded hy a Herald. * 

K. Rich. Marshal, ask yonder knight in 
arms, 

Both who he is, and why he comcth hither 
Thus plated in habiliments of war ; 

And formally, according to our law. 

Depose Iiim in the justice of his cause. so 

Mar. What is thy name, and wherefore 
com'st thou hither, , 

Before King Richard in his royal lists! 
Against whom comest thou ! and what *s thy 
qnanel ? 

Speak like a true knight, so defend thee 
Heaven ! 

Boling. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and 
Derby, 

Am I ; who ready here <lo stand in arms. 

To prove by God’s grace, and my body’s 
valour, 

In lists, on Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Nor- 
folk, 

That he ’s a traitor, foul and dangerous, 

To God of heaven, King Richard, and to 
mo : 

And, as 1 truly fight, defend me Heaven ! 

Mao'. On pain of death no jierson be so 
bold, 

Or daring-hardy, as to touch the lists, 

Bxcept the marshal, and such officers 
Appointed to direct these fair designs. 

Bolvng, Lord marshal, let me kiss my 
sovereign’s hand, 


For Mowbray and myself are like two men 
|. That vow a long and weary pilgrimage ; 

Then let us take a ceremonious leave, w 
And loving farewell of our several friends. 
Mar. The appellant in all duty greets your 
^ highness. 

And craves to kiss your hand, and take his 
leava 

K. Rich. We will descend, and fold him in 
our arms. 

Cousin of Hereford, as thy cause is right, 

So bo thy fortune in this royal fight. 

Farewell, my blood; which if to-day thou 
shed. 

Lament wo may, but not revenge thee dead. 

Bolvng. O ! let no noble eye profane a tear 
For me, if I be gor'd With Mowbray’s spear. 
As confident as is the falcon’s flight ei 

Against a bird, do I with Mowbray fight. — 
My loving lord, I take my leave of you ; 

Of you, my noble cousin. Lord Aumerle ; — 
Not sick, although I have to do with death, 
But lusty, young, and cheerly drawing breath. 
Lo ! as at English feasts, so I regreet 
The daintiest last, to make the end most 
sweet : 

O thou, the earthly author of my bloo<l, — 
Whose youthful spirit, in mo i*egenerate, 79 
Doth with a two-fold vigour lift me up 
To reach at victory above my head. 

Add proof unto mine armour with thy 
prayers. 

And with thy blessings steel my lance’s point. 
That it may enter Mowln*ay’s waxen coat. 

And furbish new the name of John of Gaunt, 
Even in the lusty haviour of his son. 

daunt. God in thy good cause make thee 
prosperous ! 

Be swift like lightning in the execution ; 

And let thy blows, doubly redoubled, » 

Fall like amazing thunder on the casque 
Of thy adverse pernicious enemy : 

Rouse up thy youthful blood, be valiant and 
live. 

Boling. Mine innocence, and Saint George 
to thrive ! 

JVor. However God, or fortune, cast my 
lot, 

There lives or dies, true to King Richax’d’s 
thrJne, 

A loyal, just, and upright gentleman. 

Never did captive with a freer heart 
last off his chains of bondage, and embrace 
His golden uncontroll’d enfranchisement, w 
More than my dancing soul doth celebrate 
This feast of battle with mine adversary. — ; 

Most mighty liege, and my companion peers, 


OG 
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Take from my mouth the wish of happy years 
As gentle and as jocund, as to jest, 

Cte 1 to fight. iSrutli hath a quiet breast. 

K. Rim. Farewell, my l<jf d : securely I 
espy . 

Virtue with valour couched in thine eye. — 
Order the trial, marshal, and begin. 

Meet. Harry of Hereford, liaiicaster, and 
Derby, 

Heoeive thy lance \ and God defend the right ! 

BoVmg. Strong as a tower in hope, I cry, 
Amen. 

Mar. \To an Officer^ Go bear this lance to 
Tnomas, Duke of Norfolk. 

1 Her. Hany of Herefoi-d, Lancaster, and 

Derby, • 

Stands here for God, his sovereign, and him- 
self. 

On pain to be found false and recreant, 

To prove the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas 
Mowbray, 

A traitor to his God, his king, and him ; 

And dares him to set forward to the fight. 

2 Her. Here standeth Thomas Mowbray, 

Duke of Norfolk, no 

On pain to be found felse and I’ecreant, 

Both to defend himself, and to appi’ove 
Henry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 

To God, his sovereign, and to him, disloyal ; 
Courageously, and with a free desire, 
Attending but the .signal to begin. 

Mar. Sound, trum{)ets ; and set forward, 
combatants. [A charge sounded. 

Stay, the king hath thrown his warder down. 

K. Rich. Let them lay by their helmets 
and their spears. 

And botji x-etum back to their chairs 
again. — iso 

Withdraw with us ; and let the trumpets 
sound, 

While we return these dukes what we de- 
cree. — long flourish. 

Draw near, . 

And list, what with our council we have 
done. 

For that our kingdom’s earth should not be 
soil’d 

W^ith that dear blood which it hath fostered ^ 
And. for our eyes do hate the dire aspect 
Of civil wounds plough’d up with neighbours’ 
swords ; 

And for we think the eagle-winged pride 

sky-aspiring and ambitious thoughts, iso 
V^ith nval-hating envy, set on you 
To wake our peace, which in our country’s 
cie-dle , 

Draws the sweet infant breath of gentle 
sleep ; • 


Which so rous’d up with boisterous untun’d 
drums. 

With harsh resounding trumpets’ drdadful 
'bray. 

And grating shock of wrathful iron arms, 
Might front our quiet confines fright fair 
peace. 

And make us wade even in our kindred’s 
blood : 

Therefore, \fe banish you our territories 
You, cou.siii Hereford, upon pain of life, i 4 o 
Till twice five summers have enrich’d our 
fields. 

Shall not regreet our fair dominions, 

But tread the stranger paths of banishment. 

Boling. Your will be done. This must my 
comfort bo : 

That sun that warms you here sliall shine on 
me ; 

And those his golden beams, to you here lent, 
Shall point «n mo, and gild my banishment. 

K. Rich. Noi’folk, for thee remains a hoavier 
doom, 

Which I with «ome unwillingness jironounce : 
The sly slow hours shall not determinate iso 
The dateless limit of thy dear exile. 

The hopeless word of — never to return, 
Bi'eathe I against thee, upon pain of life. 

Nor. A heavy sentence, my most sovex’eign 
liege, 

And all unlook’d for from yoixr Ixighness’ 
mouth. ^ 

A dearer merit, not .so deep a main 
As to be cast forth iix tlic common air. 

Have I deserved at your highness’ hands. 

The language I have learn’d these forty years, 
My native English, now I must forego ; i«i 
And now my tongue’s use is to me no more 
Than an unsti’inged viol, or a harp ; * 

Or like a cuiming instrument cas’d up. 

Or, beiixg open, put into his hands 
That knows no touch to tune the harmony. 
Within my mouth you have engitol’d my 
tongue. 

Doubly portcullis’d, with my teeth and lips; 
And didl, unfeeling, barren ignonuxee 
Is made my gaoler to attend on me. 

I am too old to fawn upon a nux'se, no 

Too far in years to be a pupil now ; 

What is thy sentence then but speechless 
death, 

Which x'obs my tongue from bx'eathing native 
bi'eath t 

K. Rich. It boots thee not to bo com- 
passionate : 

After our sentence plaining comes too late. 

, Nor. Tlien thus I turn me from my coun- 
try’s light, 
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To dwell in solemn shades of endless night. 

\Ketiri7ijg. 

K, Hick. Return again, and take an oath 
with thee. 

Lay on our iwal sword your banish’d hands j 
Swear by the duty that ye owe to God, isc 
(Our part therein we banish with yourselves) 
To keep the oath that we administer : — - 
You never shall (so help you truth and God !) 
Embrace each other’s love in bdnishment; 
Nor never look upon each other s face : 

Nor never write I'egroet, nor reconcile 
This lowering tempest of your home-bred 
hate ; 

Nor never by advised purpose meet, 

To^lot, contrive, or complot any ill, 

’Gainst us, our state, our subjects, or our 
* land. 

Holing. I swear. 

Nor. And I, to keej) all this. 

Boling. Norfolk, .so far, sis tobmino enemy ; 
By this time, had the king permitted us. 

One of our souls hsid wsinder’cl in tlie air, 
Banish’d this frail sepulchre of our flesh, 

As now our flesh is banisli’d from this 
land : 

(k>nfe8s thy treasons, ere thou fly the realm ; 
•Since thou hast far to go, bear not along 
The clogging bunlen of a guilty soul. aw 

Nor. No, Bolingbroke ; if ever I were 
traitor, 

My name be blotted from the book of life, 
And I from heaven banish’d, as from hence. 
But what thou art, God, thou, and I do 
know ; 

And all too soon, I fear, the king shall rue. — 
Farewell, my liege. — Now no way can I 
stray : 

Save back to England, all the world’s my 


way. 

K. Rich. Uncle, even in the glasses of thine 


I see thy gi’ieved heart : thy sjtd aspect 
Hath from the number of his banish’d yeare 
Pluck’d four away . — [To Bolinobroke,] Six 
frozen winters spent, sn 

Return with welcome home from banishment. 

Boling. How long a time lies in one little 
wonl ! 

Four lagging winters and foxir wanton 8])rings 
End in a word : such is the breath of kings. 

Gaunt. I thank my liege, that in regard of 
me 

He shortens four years of my son’s exile ; 

But little vantage shall I reap thereby : 

For, ere the six years that he hath to spend, 
Can change their moons, and bring their times 
about, m 


as 


My oil-dried lamp, and time-bewasted light, 
Shall be extinct with age and endless night; 
My inch of taper will be burnt and done, , 
And blindfold death not let me see my son. 

K. Rich. Why, uncle, thou hast many years 
to live. • 

' Gaunt. But not a minute, king, that thou 
const give : 

Shorten my days thou canst with sullen 
sorrow, 

And pluck nights from me, but not lend a 
morrow ; 

Thou canst help Time to fuiTOW me with, 
age, 

But .stop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage ; »> 

Thy word is current with him for my death ; 
But, dead, tby kin^om cannot buy my 
breath. 

K. Rich. Thy son is banish’d upon gooii 
advice. 

Whereto thy tongue a party-verdict gave. 
Why at our justice seem’st thou then to» 
lower ? 

Gaunt. Things sweet to taste prove ii» 
digestion sour. 

You urg’d me as a judge ; but I had >;’ather, 
You would have bid me argue like a father. 

O ! had it been a stranger, not my child. 

To smooth his fault I should have been mores 
mild. ii«> 

A partial slander sought I to avoid. 

And in the sentence my own life destroy’d. 
Alas ! I look’d when some of you should 
say, 

I was too strict, to mako mine own away ; 
But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue^ 
Against my will, to do myself this wrong: 

A'. Rich. Cousin, farewell ; — and, uncle,, 
bid him so ; 

Six years we banish him, and he shall go. 

[Flm(.rish. Exeunt King Richard* 

and Train. 

. A^inx. Cousin, farewell : what presence: 
must not know. 

From where you do remain, let paper show. 

Mar. My lord, no leave take I ; for I will 
ride, as* 

As far as land will let me, by your side. 

Gaunt. O ! to what purpose dost thou 
hoard thy woi-ds, 

That thoi> retum’st no greeting to thy 
friends ? 

Boling. I have too few to take my leave 
of you. 

When the tongue’s office should be prodigal 
To breathe the abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gaunt. Thy grief is but thy absenoo* fov' Sb 
time.* 
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JBoling, Joy absent, grief is presOnt for that 
time. 

-Gaunt. Wliat is six winters? they are 
quickly gone. 

Boling. To men in joy ; but grief makes 
ono hour ten. 

Gaunt. Call it a travel, that thou tak’si 
for pleasure. 

Boling. My heart will sigh when I mLscall 
it so. 

Which finds it an enfoi'ced pilgrimage. 

Gaunt The sullen pass ge of thy weary 
steps 

Esteem a foil, wherein thou art to set 
The precious jewel of thy home-return. 

Boling. Nay, rather, every tedious stride I 
make 

Will but remember me', what a deal of world 
I wander from the jewels that I love. 270 
Must I not serve a long apprenticehood 
'To foreign ptuisages, and in tlie end, 

Having my freedom, boast of nothing else 
JBut that I was a joiumeyman to grief? 

Gaunt. All places that the eye of Heaven 
visits. 

Are to a. wise man ports and happy havens. 
Teach thy necessity to reason thus j 
Thei’e is no virtue like necessity. 

Think not, the king did banish thee. 

But thou the king. Woe doth the heavier 
sit, S80 

Where it perceives it is but faintly borne. 

■Go, say I sent tliee forth to purchase honour, 
And not the king exil’d thee ; or suppose. 
Devouring pe.stilence hangs in our air, 

And thou art flying to a fresher clime. 

Look, what thy soul holds dear, imagine it 
To lie that way thou go’st, not whence thou 
com’st. 

Suppose the singing birds musicians. 

The grass whereon thou tread’st the presence 
strew’d, 

The floyrers fair ladies, and thy steps no 
more 300 

Than a delightful measure, or a dance ; 

For gnarling sorrow hath less power to bite 
The man that mocks at it, and sets it light. 
Boling. O ! who can hold a fire in his 
hand 

By thinking on the frosty Caucasus? 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite 
By bare imagination of a feast ? 

Or wallow naked in December snow 
By thinking on fantastic summer’s heat?' 

O ! no : the apprehension of the good aoo 
Gives but the greater feeling tOathe worse ; 
Pell sorrow's tooth doth never rankle more, 
Than when it bites, but ianceth'not the sore. 


Gaunt. Come, come, my son. I’ll bring thee 
on thy way. 

Had I thy youth and cause, I would* not 
stay. 

Boling. Then, England’s gi*ound, farewell ; 
sweet soil, adieu : 

My mother, and my nurse, that bears me 
yet! ^ 

Where’er I wander, boast of this T can. 
Though baniS'h’d, yet a true-born Englishman. 

* \_ExeurU, 


Scene IV. — Tlie Same. A Room in the 
King’s Castle. , 

Enlor King Richard, Bagot, and Gree:^, at 
one door ; Aumerle at another. 

K. Rich. We did observe. — • Cousin 
Aum<ai’le, 

How far bi'ought you high Hereford on his 
way ? 

A nm-. I brought high Hereford, if you call 
him so, 

But to the next highway, and there I left 
him. 

K. Rich. And, say, what store of parting 
tears were shetl ? 

Aum. ’Faith, none for me; except the 
north-east wind. 

Which then blow bitterly against our faces, 
Awak’d the .sleeping rheum, and so by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a tear. 

K. Rich. What said our cousin, when you 
parted with him ? w 

Aum. Farewell : 

And, for my heart disdained that my tongue 
Should so profane the wonl, that taught me 
craft 

To counterfeit oppres.sion of such gi'ief, 

That words seem’d buried in my sorrow’s 
grave. 

Marry, would the word “ farewell ” have 
lengthen’d hours, 

And added years to his short banishment. 

He should have had a \’olume of farewells ; 
But, since it would not, he had none of me. 

K. Rich. He is our cousin, cousin; but ’tis 
doubt, sn 

When time sliall call him home from banish- 
ment. 

Whether our kinsman cbme to see his friends. 
Ourself, and Bushy, Bagot here, and Green, 
Observ’d his coui-tship to the common peoi)Ie, 
How he did seem to dive into their hearts. 
With humble and familiar courtesy ; 

What reverence he did throw away on slaves, 
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Wooing poor craftsmen with the craft of 
smiles, 

And^atieut nnderbeaiing of his fortune, 

As 't were to banish their affects witli him. so 
Off goes his bonnet to an oyster-wench ; 

A brace of draymen bid — God speed him well, 
And had the tribute of his supple knee, 

With — “ Thanks, my countrymen, my loving 
* friends ; ” — 

As were our England in I’eversion his, 

And he our subjects' next degree in hope. 
Green. Well, he is gone ; and with him go 
these thoughts. 

Now for the rebels, w^ch stand out in Ire- 
land ; — 

Expedient manage must be made, my liege. 
Ere fiirther Icisiue yield them further moans. 
For their advantage, and your highness’ loss. 

K. Rich. We will ourself in peison to this 
war. ' 42 

And, for our coffers with too gre^t a court 
And liberal largess are grown somewhat light, 
We are enforc’d to farm our royal realm. 

The revenue whereof shall furiysh us 

For our affairs in hand. If that come short, * 


Obr substitutes at home shall have blank 
charters ; 

Whereto, when they shall know what men 
ai’o I’ich, 

They shall subscribe them for laige sums of 
gold, , 40 

And send them after to supply our wants ; 
For we will make for Ireland presently. 

Enter Bushy. 

Bushy, what news ? 

Bushy. Old J ohii of Gaunt is grievous sick^ 
,my lord. 

Suddenly taken, and hath sent post-haste, 

To entreat your majesty to visit him. 

K. Rich. Where lies he? 

Bushy. At Ely House. 

K. Rich. Now put 'it, God, in his phy- 
sician’s mind, 

To help him to his grave immediately ! 

The lining of his coffers shall make coats 
To deck our soldiei’s for these Irish wars. — 
Come, gentlemen, let ’s all go to visit him : 
Pray God, we may make haste, and come too 
lato ! [Exeunt, 


AC 

Scene I. — London. An Apartment in Ely 
House. 

Gaunt on a couch; the Duke Yokk and 
otlters stanJing hy him. 

Gaunt. Will the king come, that I may 
breathe my last 

In wholesome counsel to his unstaid youth 1 

York. Vex not yourself, nor strive not with 
your breath ; 

For all in vain comes counsel to his ear. 

Gaunt. O ! but they sjiy, the tongues of 
dying men 

Enforce attention like deep harmony. 

Where words are scarce, they are seldom 
spent in vain. 

For they breathe truth that breathe their* 
words in pain. 

He that no more must say is listen’d moi’e. 

Than they whom youth and ease have taught 
to glose ; 10 

More are men’s ends mark'd than their lives 
before. 

The setting sun, and music st the close. 

As the last taste of sweets, is sweetest last, 

Writ in remembrance more than things long 
past. I 

Though Richard my life’s counsel would not j 
hear. 


P 1 1 

My death’s sad tale may yet rmdeaf his ear. 
York. No ; it is stopp’d with other flatter- 
ing sounds. 

As praises of his state ; then there are fond 
Lascivious metres, to whose venom somrd 
The open ear of youth doth always listen ; » 
Report of fashions in proud Italy, 

Whoso manners still our tardy apish nation 
Limps after in ba.se imitation. 

Where doth the world thrust forth a vanity. 
So it be new, there ’s no respect how ,vilo. 
That is not quickly buzz’d into his ears ? 

Then all too late comes counsel to bo heax*d, 
Where will doth mutiny with wit’s regard. 
Direct not him whose way himself will choose ; 
’T is breath thou lack’st, and that breath wilt 
thou lose. » 

Gaunt. Methinks, I am a prophet new in* 
spir’d, 

And thus, expiring, do foretell of him. 

His rash fierce blaze of not cannot last, 

For violent fires soon bum out tlieinselves ; 
Small showers last long, but sudden storms 
are short ; 

He tires betimes that .spurs too fast betimes ; 
With eager feeding food doth choke the feeder: ’ 
Light vanity, ^satiate cormorant, 

Consuming means, soon pi'eys upon itself. 

This royal thrdne of kihgs, this scepter’d isle. 
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This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars, 

This other Eden, demi-paradise, 

.. This fortress, buUt by Nature for herself, 
Against infection, and the ha»d of war ; 

This happy bi*eed of men, this little world, 
This precious stone set in the silver sea, 
Which serves it in tlie office of a wall, 

Or as a moat defensive to a house. 

Against the envy of less happier lands ; 

This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this 
England, 

This nurse, this teeming womb of royal kings. 
Fear’d by their breed, and famous by their 
birth. 

Renowned for their deeds as far from home 
(For Christiafi service :vnd true chivalry). 

As is the sepulchre in. stubborn Jewry 
Of the world’s ransom, blessed Maiy’s Son : 
This land of such dear souls, this dear, dear 
land. 

Dear for her reputation through the world. 

Is now leas’d out, I die pronouncing it. 

Like to a tenement, or pelting farm. « 

England, bound in with the triumphant sea, 
Whase rocky shore beats back the envious 
siege 

Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with 
shame, 

With inky blots, and rotten pai’chment bonds : 
That England, that was wont to conquer 
others. 

Hath made a shameful conquest of itself. 

Ah ! would the scandal vanish with my life. 
How happy then were my ensuing death ! 

Enter Kiv^ Riciiaro wnd Queen ; Aumerle, 
Bushy, Green, Bauot, Ross, and Wil- 
loughby. 

York. The king is come : deal mildly with 
his youth ; 

For young hot colts, being rag’d, do rage the 
more. 70 

Qtieen. How fares our noble uncle, Lan- 
caster! 

K. Riefu What comfort, man ? how is ’t 
with aged Gaunt 1 

Gaunt, O, how that name befits my com- 
position ! 

Old Gaunt, indeed ; and gaunt in being old. 
Within me grief hath kept a tedious fast ; 

And who abstains from mcatf that is not 
gaunt ! 

For sleeping England long time have I 
watch’d j 

Watching breeds leanness, leanness is all 
gaunt. • 

The pleasure that some father^ feed upon n 
Is my stnot fast, I mean my children’s loc^s } 


And therein fasting hast thou made me gaunt. 
Gaunt am T for the grave, gaunt as a grave. 
Whose hollow womb inherits nought but 
bones. 

A. Eich. Can sick men play so nicely with 
their names ! 

Gaunt, No ; misery makes sport to mock 
itself. 

Since thou dost seek to kill my name in me, 

I mock my^ name, great king, to flatter thee. 
K, Rich, Should dying men flatter with 
those that live 1 

Gaunt, No, no; men living flatter tliose 
that die. *■ 

K. Rich, Thou, now a-dying, say’st, thou 
flattor’st me. • 00 

Gaunt, O ! no ; thou diest, though I the 
sicker be. 

K, Rich, 1 am in health, I breathe, and see 
thee ill. 

GaunJt, Now, He that made me knows I 
see thee ill ; 

111 in myself to sec, and in thee seeing ill. 
.'rhy death-be<?is no lesser than thy land, 
Wherein thou liest in reputation sick : 

And thou, too careless patient as thou art, 
Committ’st thy anointed body to the cure 
Of those physicians that iii'st wotmded thee. 

A thousand flatterers sit within thy crown, 100 
Whose compass is no bigger than thy head ; 
And yet, incaged in so small a verge. 

The waste is no whit lesser than thy land. 

O ! had thy grandsire, with a prophet’s eye. 
Seen how his son’s sou should destj’oy his sons. 
From forth thy reach he would have laid thy 
shame. 

Deposing thee before thou wert possess’d. 
Which art possess’d now to depose thyself. 
Why, cousin, wort thou regent of the world, 

It wei*e a shame to let this land by lease ; no 
But, for thy world, enjoying but this land. 

Is it not more than shame to shame it so 1 
Landlord of England art thou now, not king : 
Thy state of law is bondslave to the law. 

And — 

K, Rich. And thou a lunatic lean-witted 
fool. 

Presuming on an ague’s privilege, 

Dar’st with thy frozen admonition 
Make pale our cheek, chasing the royal blood 
With fury from his native residence. i» 

Now, by my seat’s right royal majesty, 

Wert thou not brother to great Edward’s son. 
Tills tongue, that runs so roundly in thy head. 
Should run thy head from thy unrevorent 
shoulders. 

Gaunt. O ! spare me not, my brother Ed- 
ward’s son. 
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For that I was liis father Edward’s son. 

That blood already, like the pelican, 

Hast thou tapp’d out, and drunkenly carous’d, 
lly brother (rloster, plain well-meaning soul, 
(Whom fair befall in heaven ’mongst happy 
souls !) j») 

May be a precedent and witness good, 

That thou respect’st not spilling Edward’s 
blood. „ 

Join with the present sickness that .1 have, 
And thy unkindness be like crooked ago, 

To crop at once a too-long M'ithered flower. 
Live in thy shame, but die not shame with 
thee ; 

These words hereafter thy tormentors be !-j- 
Oonvej^ me to my bed, then to my grave : 

^ l^ve '^ey to live, that love and honour have. 

\_Exit^ f>orne wit by his Attendants. 
K. Rich. And lot them (lie, that ago and 
sullens have ; no 

For both hast thou, and lM>th bhcomo the 
grave. • 

York. I do beseech your majesty, impute 
his wonls 

To wayward sickliness and age in him : 

He loves you, on my life, and holds you 
■ dear 

As Harry, Duke of Hereford, were lie hero. 
K. Rich. Right, you say true : as Here- 
ford’s love, so hi.s ; 

As theirs so miile ; and all be as it is. 

E'iXter NoRTHirMBERLAND. 

North. My liege, old Gaunt commends him 
to your majesty. 

K. Rich. What says he ? 

North. Nay, nothing ; all is said. 

His tongue is now a stringless instrument ; iso 
Words, life, and all, old Lancaster hath spent. 
York. Be York the next that must be 
bankrupt so ! 

Though death be poor, it ends a moital w<x). 

K, Rich. The ripest fruit fir.st falls, and so 
doth he : 

His time is spent ; our pilgiamage must be. 

So much for that. — Now for our Irish wans. 
We mu.st supplant those rough rug-headed 
kerns. 

Which live like venom, where no venom else. 
But only they, hath privilege to live. 

And for these great affairs do ask some 
charge, leo 

Towards our assistance we do seize to us 
The plate, <x)in, I’evenues, and movables, 
Whereof our uncle Gaunt did stand possess’d, 
York. How long shall T be |>atient ? Ah ! 
how long 

Shall tender duty make me sufler wrong 1 


Not Gloster’s death, nor Hereford’s banish- 
ment. 

Not Gaunt’s rebukes, nor England’s private 
wrongs, ‘ 

Nor the prevention of p<5or Bolingbi’oke 
Abpiit his marriage, nor my own disgrace, 
Have ever made mo sour my jmtient cheek, uo 
Or bend one wrinkle on my sovereign’s face. 

I am the last of noble Edwaid’s sons, 

Of whom thy father, Prin<^ of Wales, was 
flrat; 

In war was never lion rag’d more fierce. 

In peace was never gentle lamb more mild. 
Than was that young and princely gentleman. 
His face thou hast, for even so look’d ho. 
Accomplish’d with the number of thy hours ; 
But when he frown’d, it was against the 
French, 

And not against his friends : his noble hand 
Did win what he did spend, and spent not 
that 

Which his triumphant father’s hand had 
won ; 

•His hands were guilty of no kindred blood. 
But bloody with the enemies of his kin. 

O Richard ! York is too far gone with grief. 
Or else he never would compai'o bcjtween. 

K. Rich. Why, uncle, what ’s the matter ? 
York. O my liege, 

Pardon me,' if you please ; if not, I, pleas’d 
Not to be pardon’d, am content withal. 

Seek you to seize, and gripe into your hands. 
The royalties and rights of banish’d Here- 
ford ? it>t 

Is not Gaunt dead, and doth not Hereford 
live? 

Was not Gaunt just, and is not Harry true ? 
Did not the one deserve to have an heir ? 

Is not his heir a well-deserving son 1 
Take Hereford’s rights away, and take from 
time 

His charter and his customary rights ; 

Let not to-morrow then ensue to-day ; 

Be not thyself ; for how art thou a king. 

But by fair sequence and succession ? »» 

Now, afore God, (God forbid, I say true !) 

If you do wrongfully seize Hereford’s rights, 
Call in the letters-patents that he hath 
By his attomeys-general to sue 
His lively, and deny his oflfer’d homage, 

You pluck a thousand dangers on your head. 
You lose a thousand well-disposed hearts, 

And prick my tender patience to those 
thoiights. 

Which honour and allegiance cannot think. 

J5f. Rich. Thiflk what you will : we seize 
into our hands . »u 

His plate, ’his j;oods, his money, and his lands. . 
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Y<yrk. I ’ll not be by the while. My liege, 
farewell : 

What will ensue hereof, there ’s none can 
tell ; 

But by bod courses may be jjridei'stood, 

That their events can never fall out good. , 

\Exit. 

K. Rich. Go, Bushy, to the Earl of \\'ilt- 
shire straight : 

Bid him repair to us to Ely House, 

To see this business. To-morrow next 
We will for Ireland ; and ’t is time, I trow : 
And we create, in absence of ourself, ® 

Our uncle York loi-d governor of England, 
For he is just, and always lov’d us well. — 
Come on, our queen : to-morrow must we 
part ; 

Bo merry, for our time of stay is short. 

[Flourish. Exswni King, Queen, Bushy, 
Aumekle, Green, arul Bagot. 

North. Well, lords, the Duke of Lancaster 
IS dead. 

Ross. And living too ; for now his son is 
duke. 

Willo. Barely in title, not in ro\ enue. 

North. Richly in botli, if justice had her 
right. 

Ross. My heart is great j but it must break 
with silence. 

Ere ’t be disburden’d with a liberal tongue. 

North. Nay, speak thy mind ; and let him 
ne’er sj>eak more, 231 

That speaks thy words again to do thee harm ! 

Willo. Tends that thou ’dst s|)eak to the 
Duke of Herefoi^ ? 

If it be so, out with it boldly, man ; 

Quick is mine ear to hoar of good towards 
him. 

Ross. No good at all that 1 can do for 
him, 

Unlets you call it good to pity him. 

Bereft and gelded of his patrimony. 

North. Now, afore God, ’t is shame such 
wrongs are borne 

In him, a royal prince, and many moi'e 
Of noble blood in this declining land. 

The king is not himself, but basely led 
By flatterei's ; and what they will inform. 
Merely in hate, ’gainst any of us all, 

That will the king severely presecuto 
’Gainst us, our lives, our children, and our 
heirs. 

Ross. The commons hath he pill’d with 
^pievous taxes. 

And quite lost their hearts. ; the nobles hath 
he fin’d 

For ancient quarrels^ and * quite lost their 
hearts. 


Willo. And daily new exactions are de- 
vis’d ; 230 

As blanks, benevolences, and I wot not what : 
But what, o’ God’s name, doth become of 
this 1 

North. Wars hath not wasted it, for warr’d 
he hath not, 

But l)a8ely yielded upon compremise 
That which his ancestors achiev’d with blows. 
More hath he spent in peace tluin they in wars. 

Ross. The Earl of Wiltshire hath the realm 
in' farm. 

Willo. The king ’s grown bankrupt, like a 
broken man. 

North. Reproach and dissolution hangoth 
over him. 

Ross. He hath not money for the()(} Irish 
wars, sort 

His burdeuous taxations notwithstanding. 

But by the robbing of the banish’d duke. 

Noi’th. His noble kinsman : most degenemte 
kiag ! 

But, lords, we hear this fearful tempest sing, 
Yet seek no shelter to avoid the storm ; 

We .see the wind sit sore upon our sails. 

And yet wo strike not, but securely perish. 

Ross. Wo see the veiy wrack that we must 
sulfor ; 

And unavoided is the danger now, 

For suffering so the causes of our wrack. 270 

North. Not so : even through the hollow 
eyes of d<.^ath, 

I spy life peering ; but I dare not say 
How near the ti<lings of our comfort is. 

Willo. Nay, let us share thy thoughts, as 
thou dost ours. 

Ross. Be confident to si)eak, Northumber- 
land : 

We three are but thy.self ; and, speaking so. 
Thy words are but as thoughts : therefore, be 
bold. 

North. Then thus : — I have from Port le 
Blanc, a bay 

In Brittany, roceiv’fl intelligence, 

That Harry Duke of Hei’cford, Rainold Lord 
Cobham, s» 

That late broke frem the Duke of Exeter, 

His brother. Archbishop late of Canterbury, 
Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sir John Ramston, 
Six* John Norbery, Sir Robert Waterton, and 
Francis Quoint, 

All these well furnisli’d by the Duko of 
Bretagne, 

With eight tall ships, three thousand men of 
war. 

Are making hither with all duo exjiedience. 
And shortly mean to touch our northern 

, shore. 
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Porhapa they had ere this, but that they stay 
The first departing of the king for Ireland, sw 
If then we shall shako off oxir slavish yoke, 
Imp out our drooping countiy’s broken wing. 
Redeem from broking pawn the blemish’d 
crown. 

Wipe off the dust that hides our sceptre’s gilt. 
And make high majesty look like itself, 

Away with me in post to Ravenspurg ; 

Rut if you faint, as fearing to do so, 

8tay and be secret, and myself will go. 

Boss. To horse, to horse ! urge doubts to 
them that fear. 

WiUo. Hold out Jiiy horse, and I will first 
be there. [Exeunt. 


ScSra: II. — The Same. An Apartment in 
the Palace. 

Enter Queen, Bushy, and pAOOT. 

Bushy. Madam, your majesty is too mucJi 
sad 

You pi'omis’d, when you patted with the. 
king, 

To lay aside life-harming heaviness, 

And entertain a cheerful disposition. 

Queen. To please the king, I did ; to ple.ase 
myself, 

I cannot do it ; yet I know no cause 
Why I should welcome such a guest as grief. 
Save bidding farewell to so sweet a guest 
As my sweet Richaixl. Yet, again, me- 
thinks, 

Some unborn soitow, ripe ’in fortune’s womb, lo 
Is coming towartls me ; and my inward soul 
With nothing ti’embles : at something it 
grieves 

More than with parting from my lord the 
king. 

Buslvtj. Each substance of a grief hath 
twenty shadows, 

Which show like grief itself, but are not so. 
For sorrow’s eye, glazed with blimiing tear.s, 
Divides one thing entiro to many objects ; 

Like perspectives, which, rightly gaz’d upon, 
Show nothing but confusion ; ey’d awry. 
Distinguish form : so your sweet majesty, » 
Looking awry upon your lord’s departure. 
Finds shapes of grief more than himself to 
wail ; 

Which, look’d on as it is, is nought but 
shadows 

Of what it is not. Then, thrice-gracious 
queen. 

More than your lord’s departure weep not : 
more ’s not seen ; 
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Of if it be, ’t is with false sorrow’s eye, 

Which for things true weeps things imagi- 
nary. 

Queen. It may be so ; but yet my inward • 
soul . 

Persuades me, it is otlierwise : howe’er it be, 

I cannot but be sad, so heavy sad, ‘ so 

its — though, in thinking, on no thought I 
think — 

Makes me with heavy nothing faint and 
shrink. 

BmJiy. ’Tis nothing but conceit, my gracious 
. lady. 

Queen. ’T is nothing less : conceit is still 
deriv’d 

From some forefather grief ; mine is not so. 
For nothing hath begot my soihething grief ; 
Or something hath the nothing that I grieve : 
’T is in reversion that I do possess ; 

But what it is, that is not yet known ; what 
1 cannot name : ’t is nameless woe, I wot. 

Enter Green. 

Green. God save your majesty ! — and well 
met, gentlemen. — 

I hope, the king is not yet shipp’d for Ireland. 

Queen. Why hop’st thou so? ’tis bettef 
hope he is. 

For his designs crave haste, his haste good 
hope : 

Then wherefore dost thou hope he is not 
shipp’d ? 

Green. That he, our hope, might have re- 
tir’d his power. 

And driven into despair an enemy’s hope. 

Who strongly hath set footing in this land. 

The banish’d Bolingbroke repeals himself. 

And with uplifted arms is safe arriv’d so 
At Ravenspurg. 

Queen. Now, God in heaven forbid ! 

Green. Ah ! madam, ’t is too trde : and 
that is worse. 

The Lord Northumberland, ’ his son, young 
Henry Percy, 

The Lords of Ross, Beaumond, and Willough- 

With all their powerful friends, are fied to 
him. 

Bushy. Why have you not proclaim’d 
Northumberland 

And the rest of the revolted faction traitors ? 

Green. We have: whereupon the Earl of 
Worcester 

Hath broke his staff, resign’d his stewardship. 
And all the household servants fied with him • 
To Bolingbroke. «i 

Queen. So, Green, thou art the midwife to 
my woe, 
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And Bolingbroke my sorrow's dismal heir ? 
Now hath my soul brought forth her prodigy, 
Ati <1 I, a gasping new-deliver’<l mother, 

'Have woe to woe, sorrow to sorrow join’d. 

Budvy. Despair not, madam. 

Who shall hinder me ? 
I will despair, and be at enmity 
With cozening hope : he is a flatterer, 

A parasite, a keeper-back of death, ^ ro 

'Wlio gently would dissolve the bands of life. 
Which false hope lingers in extremity. 

Enter Youk. 

Green. Here comes the Duke of York. 

Queen. With signs of war about his aged 
neck. 

0 ! full of careful business are his looks. — 
Uncle, for God’s sake, speak comfortable 

words. 

Y(yrk. Should I do so, I should belie my 
thoughts : 

Comfort ’s in heaven ; and we are on the 
eai'th, 

Where nothing lives but crosses, care, and 
grief. 

Your husband, he is gone to save far off, w 
Whils,t othei-s come to make him lose at home : 
Here am I left to underprop his land. 

Who, weak with age, cannot support myself. 
Now comes the .sick hour tliat his surfeit 
made ; 

Now shall he try liLs frienrls that flatter’d 
him. 

Enter a Servant, 

Serv. My lord, your son was gone before I 
came. 

York. He was ? — Why, so. — Go all which 
way it will ! — 

The noble's they aie fled, the commons they 
dre cold, 

And will, I fear, revolt on Hereford’s side. — 
Sirrah, get thee to Flashy, to my sister 
Gloster ; 90 

Bid her send mo presently a thousand pound. 
Hold j take my ring. 

Serv. My lord, I had forgot to tell your 
■lordship : 

To-day, as I came by, I called there ; 

But I shall grieve you to report the rest. 

York. What is ’t, knave ? 

Serv. An hour before I came, the duchess 
died. 

York. God for his mercy ! what a tide of 
woes 

Comes rushing on this woful land at once ! 

1 know not what to do : — I wdhld to God, wo 
(So my untruth had not provoi^d him to it) 


The king had cut off my head with my 
brother’s. — 

What ! are there no posts despatch’d for 
Ireland? — ' 

How shall we do for money for these wars ? — 
Come, sister, — cousin, I would say : pray, 
pardon me. — 

\To the Servant.'] Go, fellow, get thee home ; 
provide some carts. 

And bring away the armour that is there. — 

\^Exit Servatit. 

Gentlemen, will you go muster men? If I 
know 

How, or which way, to order these affairs, 
Thus disorderly thrust into my hands, iw 
Never believe me. Both are my kinsmen : 
The one is my sovereign, whom both my oath 
And duty bids defend ; the other again • 

Is my kinsman, whom the king hath wrong’d. 
Whom conscience and my kindred bids to 
right. 

Well, somewhat we must do. — Come, cousin, 
I ’ll dispose of you. — Gentlemen, go muster 
up 5'our men, 

And meet me presently at Berkley Castle. 

I should to Flashy too. 

But time will not permit. — All is uneven, ia» 
And everything is left at six and seven. 

\^Exeunt York and Queen. 
Bushy. The wind sits fair foi’ news to go 
to Ireland, 

But none I’eturns. For us to levy jiower, 
Froportionablo to the enemy. 

Is all impossible. 

Green. Besides, our nearness to the king in 
love 

Is near the hate of those love not the king. 
Jiagot. And that ’s the wavering common^ ; 
for their love 

Lies in their purses, and whoso empties them. 
By so much fills their hearts with deadly 
hate. 180 

Bushy. Wherein the king stands generally 
condemn’d. 

Bagot. If judgment lie in them, then so do 
we, 

Because we ever have been near the king. 
Green. Well, I’ll for i-efuge sti’aight to 
Bristol Castle ; 

The Earl of Wiltshire is already thera 

Bmhy. Thither will I with you ; for little 
office 

Will the hateful commons perforni for us, 
Except like curs to tear us all to’ pieces. — 
Will you go along with us 1 

Bagot. No ; I will to Ireland to his ma- 
jesty. »« 

Farewell : if heart’s presages be not vain. 
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We Jlbree here part, that ne’ei* shall uiee 
again. 

. BtMiy. Tliat's as York thiivcs to beai 
’ back Bolingbroke. 

Green. Alas, poor duke ! the task he under 
takes 

Is numbering sands, and drinking oceans dry 

Wlicre one on his side fights, thou.sjinds wil 
fly. 

Fai'ewell at once ; for once, for,. all, and ever. 

Btiahy. Well, we may meet again. 

Bayot. I fear mo, never, [^h'xeunt. 


Scene III. — The Wilds in Glostci-sbire. 

€. 

JEv^r Bolincjbrokb and Nokthumbehland, 
vnth F(y>'ces. 

Boling. How far is it, my lortl, to Berkley 
now i 

Norifi>. Believe me, noble lord, 

I am a .stranger here in GlostCrshire. 

These high wild hills, and roi^h uneven ways, 
Dmw' out our miles, and make them weari- 
soine ; 

And yet your fair discourse hath becji a.s 
sugar. 

Making the hard way sweet and delocttible. 
But, I bethink me, what a weary way 
From Raveuspurg to Cotswold will be found 
In Ross and Willoughby, wanting your com- 
jmny ; lo 

Which, I protest, hath very much beguil’d 
The tediousness an<l process of my tiu-vel : 

But theira is sweeten’d with the hope to have 
The pre.sent benefit which I possess ; 

,And hope to joy is little less in joy 
Than hope enjoy’d : by this the weary lords 
Shall make their way seem short, as mine 
hath done 

By sight of what 1 have, your noble cotn|)any. 

Bolhuj. Of much less value is my company. 
Than your good words. But who comes 
here ? 20 

Enter Harry Percy. 

North. It is my son, young Hany Percy, 
Sent from my brother Worcester, whenceso- 
ever. — 

Hany, how fares your uncle 1 

Percy. I had thought, my lord, to have 
learn’d his health of you. 

North. Why, is he not with the queen 1 
Percy. No, my good lord : he hath forsook 
the court. 

Broken his staflT of office, and dispers’d 
The household of .the king. 


North. What was his reason ? 

Ho was not po resolv’d, when last we spake* 
together. 

Percy. Because your lordship wjis pro^ 
claimed traitor. aw 

But he, my lord, is gone to Ravenspurg, 

,To offer service to the Duke of Hereford, 

And sent me over by Berkley, to discover 
What power the Duke of York had levied 
there ; 

Then with direction to repair* to Ravenspurg. 
Noi'th. Have you forgot the Duke of 
Hereford, boy 1 

Percy. No, my good lord ; for that is not 
forgot 

Which ne’er I did i*cmember : to my know- 
Iwlge, 

I never in my life did look on him. 

I North. Then learn to know him now : this 
is the duke. 

Percy. My gracious lord, I tender you my 
service. 

Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young. 
Which elder days shall ripen, ami confirm 
To more approved service and desert. 

Boling. 1 thank thee, gentle Percy ; and 
be sure, 

count myself in nothing else so happy. 

As in a soul I’emembering my gootl friends i 
And as my fortune ripens with thy love. 

It shall be still thy true love’s recompense : 

My heart this covenant makes, my hand thus 
seals it. t/* 

North. How far is it to Berkley ? and 
what stir 

Keeps good old York there, with his men of 
war! 

Percy. TheTO stands the castle, by yoncl 
tuft of trees, 

Mann’d with three hundred men, as I havo 
heard ; 

And in it are the Lords pf York, Berkley, and 
Seymour ; 

Mone else of name and noble estimate. 

Enter Ross aiul Willoughby. 

North. Here come the Lords of Ross and 
Willoughby, 

Bloody with spurring, fiery-red with haste. 
Boling. Welcome, my lords. I wot, your 
lov^ pursues 

A banish’d traitor : all my treasury «> 

Is yet but unfelt thanks, which, more enrich’d,. 
Shall be your love and labour’s recompense. 
Rosa. Your presence makes us rich, most, 
noble lord. 

Willo. An’d far surmounts our labour to 
attaiK. it. 
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Boling. Evermore thanks, the exchequer 
of the poor ; 

Which, till my infant fortune comes to years, 
Stands for my bounty. But who comes here ” 

Enter Bebklev. 

North. It is my Lord of Berkley, as I 
guess. 

Berk. My Lord of Hereford, my message is 
to you. 

Boling. My lord, my answer is to Ljm- 
caster, 

And I am come to seek that name in England 
And I must find that title in your tongue, 
Before I make reply to aught you say. 

Berk. Mistake me not, my lord : ’t is not 
my meaning 

To raze one title of your honour out. 

To you, my lord, I come, (what lord you 
will,) 

.From the most gi’acious regent of this land. 
The Duke of York, to know what pricks you 
on 

To take advantage of the aV)Scnt time, 

And fright our native peace with self-home 
arms. «« 

Enter York, attended. 

Boling. I shall not need transport my words 
by you : 

Here comes his grace in j)erson. — My noble 
tiucle ! \_Kneels. 

York. Show me thy humble heart, and not 
thy knee, 

Wliose duty is doceivable and false. 

Holing. My gnmious uncle — 

York. Tjit, tut ! 

Grace me no grace, nor uncle mo no uncle ; 

X am no traitor’s uncle ; and that word 
‘^gi'ace,” 

In an ungracious mouth, is bxit profane. 

Why have those banish’d and forbidden legs oo 
Dat’d once to touch a tlust of England’s 
ground % 

But then more why, — why have they dat’d 
to march 

So many miles upon her ptmeeful bosom. 
Frighting her pale-fac’d villages with war. 

And ostentation of despised arms 1 
Gom’st thou because the anointed king is 
hence ? 

Why, foolish boy, the king is left behind, 

And in my loyal bosom lies his power. 

Were I but now the lord of such hot youth, 
As when bravo Gaunt, thy father, and 
myself, . loo 

Rescued the Black Prince, that young Mai's : 
of men, * I 


From forth the ranks of many thousand 
French, 

0 ! then, how quickly should this arm of 

mine. 

Now pristmer to the palsy, chastise thee, 

And minister coirection to thy fault ! 

Boling. My gracious uncle, let mo know 
my fault : 

On what condition stands it, and wherein 7 

York. Evert in condition of the worst de- 
gree; 

In gross rebellion, and detested treason : 

Thou art a banish’d man, and hero art come no 
Before the expiration of thy time 
In braving arms against thy sovereign. 

Boling. As I was banish’d, I was banish’d 
Hereford ; 

But as I come, I come for Lancaster. • 
And, noble uncle, I beseech your grace, 

Look on my wrongs with an indifferent eye : 
You are my fiither, for, mcthink8,'in you 

1 sec old Gaunt alive : O ! then, my father, 
Will you j)ermit that I shall 8tan<l condemn’d 
A wantlering •vagabond, my rights and 

royalties i» 

Pluck’d from my arms perforce, and given 
away 

To upstart untb rifts ? Wherefore was 1 bom 7 
If that my cousin king be King of England, 
It must be granted I am Duke of Lancaster. 
Yefu have a stm, Aumerle, my noble kinsman ; 
Had you first died, and he been thus trod 
down. 

He should have found his uncle Gaunt a 
father, 

To rouse his wrongs, and chase them to the 
bay. 

I am denied to sue my livery here, 

And yet my letters-patents give me leave : i*> 
My father’s goods are all distrain’d and sold ; 
And these, and all, are all amiss employ’d. 
What would you have me do 7 1 am a sul>- 

ject. 

And challenge law. Attorneys are denied 
me. 

And therefore personally I lay my claim 
To my inhei'itance of free descent. 

North. The noble duke hath been too much 
abused. 

Ross. It stands your grace upon, to do him 
right. 

Willo. Base men by his endowments are 
made great. 

York. My lords of England, let me tell you 
this : )*> 

I have had feeling of my cousin’s wrongs. 

And labour’d all I could to do him right ; 

But in this kind to come, in braving ai*ms. 
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Be his owii cai*vor, and cut out his way, 

To find out riglit with wrong, — it may not 
be ; 

And yoit, that do abet him in this kind, 
Cherisli rebellion, and are rebels all. 

North. Tlie noble duke hath sworn, his 
coming is 

But for his own ; and for the right of tliat, 
We all have strongly sworn to give him 
aid; * 

And let him ne’er see joy that breaks that 
oath ! 

Y&rh. Well, well, I see the issue of these 
arms : 

I cannot mend it, I must needs confess. 
Because my power is weak, and all ill Idft ; 
But if I could, by Him that giive me life, 

I wSuld attach you all, and make you stoop 
Unto the sovereign mercy of the king ; 

But, since I cannot, be it known to you, 

I do remain as neuter. So, fare«you well ; 
Unless you please to enter in ^he castle, i«> 
And there repose you for this night. 

Boling. An offer, uncle, tha^ we will accept^ 
But wo must win yoxir grace to go with us 
To Bristol Castle ; which, they say, is held 
By Bushy, Bagot, and their complices, 

The caterpillars of the commonwealth. 

Which I have sworn to weed and pluck 
away. 

York. It may be, I will go with you ; — but 
yet I ’ll pau.se, 

Bor I am loath to break our country’s law.s. 
Nor friends, nor foes, to me welcome you 
are : no 

Things past redress are now with me past 
care. [Exeunt. 


Scene IV. — A Camp in Wales. 

Enter Salisbury and a Caftain. 

Cap. My Lord of Salisbuiy, we have stay’d 
ten days. 

And hardly kept our countrymen together, 
And yet we hear no 'tidings from the king; 
Therefore, we will disperse ourselves : Jfare- 
well. 

Sal. Stay yet another day, thou trusty 
Welshman : 

The king reposeth all his confidence in thea 

Capi 'T is thought the king is dead ; we 
will not stay. 

The bay-trees in our country are all wither’d. 
And meteors fx'ight the fixed stars of heaven ; 
The pale-fac’d moon looks bloody on the 
earth, w 

And lean-look’d projihets whisper fearful 
change. 

Rich men look sad, and ruflSans dance and 
leap. 

The one, in fear to lose what they enjoy. 

The other to enjoy by rage and war. 

These signs foi'cnin the death or fall of kings. 
Farewell : our countrymen are gone aii^l fled, 
As well assur’d Richard, their king, is dead. 

[Exit.. 

Sal. Ah, Richard ! with the eyes of lieavy 
mind 

I see thy glory, like a shooting stax*. 

Fall to the ba.se earth fi-om the tinnament. *> 
Thy sun sets weojxiug in the lowly west, 
Witues.sing stoims to come, woe, and unrest. 
Iliy friiuids jxro fled, to wait upon thy foes. 
And crossly to thy good all fortime goe.s. 

[Exit. 


ACT 

Scene I. — Bolingbroke’s Camp at Bristol. 

Enter Bolingbboke, York, Northumber- 
land, Percy, Willoughby, Ross; Bushy 
atid Green, jn'ieoners. 

Boling. Bring forth these men. — 

Bushy, and Green, I will not vex your souls — 
Since jiresently your souls must part your 
bodies' — 

With too much urging your pernicious lives. 
For ’t were no charity ; yet, to wash your 
blood 

From oflT my bands, hero in the view of men, 

I will unfold some causes of your deaths. 

You have misled a prince, a royal king, 

A happy gentleman in blood and lineaments, 
By you unbappied and disflgur’d clean : lo 


TIL 

You have, in manner, with your sinful hours. 
Made a divorce betwixt his queen and him, 
Broke the possession of a royal bed. 

And stain’d the Ixeauty of a fair queen’s 
cheeks 

With tears, drawn from her eyes by your 
foul wrongs. 

Myself, a pi-ince by fortune of my birth. 

Near to the king in blood, and near in love^ 
Till you did *inake him misinterpret me, 

Have stoop’d my neck under your injuries, 
And sigh’d my Englisli breath in foreign 
clouds, so. 

Eating the bitter bread of banishment ; 
Whilst you have fed upon my signories, 
Dispark’d my jiarks, and fell’d my forest 
woods, 
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Frofl? mine own windows tom my household 
coat, 

Raz’d out iny iinpi^s, leaving me no sign, — 

Save men’s opinions, and my living blood, — 

To show the world I am a gentleman. 

This and. much more, much mom than twice 

, all this, • % 

Condemns you to the death. — See them de- 
livered over * 

To execution and the hand of death. , » 

Bushy. More welcome is the stroke of 
death to me. 

Than Bolingbroke to England. — Lords, fare- 
well. 

Green. My comfort is, that Heaven will 
take OTjr souls, 

And plague injustice with the pains of hell. 

Boling. My Lord Northumberland, see 
them despatch’d. 

[Exeunt Nokthumberland mid others, 
toith Bushy and Green. 

Uncle, you say the queen is at your house : 

For God’s sake, fairly let her be entreated ; 

Tell her, I send to her my kind commends ; 

Take special care my greetings bo deliver’d. 

^ York. A gentleman of mine I have des- 
patch’d 40 

With letters of your love to her at large. 

Boling. Thanks, gentle uncle. — Come, 
lords, away, 

To fight with Glendower and his complices ; 

Awhile to work, and after holiday. [Exeunt. 


Scene II. — ^The Coast of Wales. A Castle 
m view. 

Flourish : drums and trumpets. Enter King 
Richard, Bishop of Carlisle, Aumerle, 
and Soldiers. 

K. Bich. Barkloughly Castle call they this 
at liand ? 

Aunt. Yea, my lord. How brooks your 
grace the air, 

After your late tossing on the breaking seas ? 
K. Bich, Needs must I like it well : I 
weep for joy, 

To stand upon my kingdom once again. — 
Dear earth, I do salute thee with my hand, 
Though rebels wound thee with^ their horses’ 
hoofs : 

As a long-parted mother with her child 
Plays fondly with her tears and smiles in 
meeting. 

So, weeping, smiling, greet I thee, my earth. 
And do thee favour with my royal hands, u 
Peed not thy sovereign’s foe, tOy gentle earth, 


Nor with thy sweets comfort his ravenous 
sense ; 

But lot thy spiders, that suck up thy venom, 
And heavy-gaited toads, lie in their way. 
Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet, 
Which with usurping steps do trample thee. 
Yield stinging nettles to mine enemies ; 

And when they from thy bosom pluck a 
flower. 

Guard it, I pray thee, with a lurking adder, 
Whose double tongue may with a mortal 
touch 

Throw death upon thy sovereign’s enemies. — 
Mock not my senseless conjuration, lords : 
This earth shall have a feeling, and these 
stones ^ 

Prove armed soldiers, ere her native king 
Shall falter under foul rebellion’s arms. • 

Bishop. Fear not, my lord : that Power 
that made you king. 

Hath power to keep you king, in spite of all. 
The means that Heaven yields must be em- 
brac’d, ’ 

And not negleQjied ; else, if Heaven would, so 
And we will not. Heaven’s offer Ave refuse. 
The proffer’d means of sxiccour and redress. 

Aiwi. He means, my lord, that we are too 
remiss ; 

Whilst Bolingbroke, through our security. 
Grows strong and great in substance, and in 
friends. 

K. Bich. Discomfortable cousin ! know’st 
thou not. 

That when the searching eye of heaven is hid 
Behind the globe, and lights tlie lower world. 
Then thieves and robbei’.s range abroad un- 
si^ien. 

In murders and in outrage bloody here ; w 
But when from under this terrestrial ball 
He fires the proud tops of the eastei'ii, pines. 
And darts his light through every guilty 
hole, 

Then murders, treasons, and dete.sted sins, 

The cloak of night being pluck’d from oft 
their backs. 

Stand bare and naked, trembling at them- 
selves ■? 

So when this thief, this traitor, Bolingbroke, 
Who all this while hath reveli’d in the night. 
Whilst we wei*e wandering with the Anti- 
podes, 

Shall see us rising in our throne, the east, so 
His treasons will sit blushing in his face, 

Not able to endure the sight of day, 

But, self-affrighted, tremble at his sin. 

Not all the water in the rough rude sea 
Can wash the balm from an anointed king ; 
The breath of worldly men cannot depose 



Act in. 


KING RICHARD II. 


Scene IT. 


The deputy elected by the Lord. 

Ror every man that Bolingbroke hath press’d, 
To lift 8hrew<l steel against our golden crown, 
God for his Richard hath in heavenly pay 
A glorious angel : then, if angels light, 

Weak men must fall, for Heaven still guards 
the. right. 

Enter Salisbury. 

Wolfeome, my lord. How far off lies your 
power 1 

Sal. Nor near, nor fui-ther olF, my gracious 
lord, 

Than this weak arm. Discomfort guides my 
tongue, 

And bids me speak of nothing but despair. 
One day too late, 1 fear, my noble lord, . 
Hatlf'clouded all thy happy days on earth. 

O ! call back ye.stcrday, bi<l time return, 

And thou shalt have twelve thousand light- 
ing men : „ to 

Tt>-day, to-day, unhappy day, top late, 
O’erthrows thy joys, friends, fortune, and thy 
state ; » 

For all the Welshmen, hearing thou wert 
dea<l, 

Are gone to Bolingbi’oke, disj)ers’d, and fletl. 

Auni. Comfort, my liege ! why looks your 
gTfice so pale? 

K. Rich. But now, the blood of twenty 
thousand men 

Did tnuin{)h in my face, and they ai’e fled ; 
And till so much blood thither come again. 
Have I not reason to look pale and dead ? 

All souls that will be .safe, fly from my 
side ; so 

For time hath set a blot upon my pride. 

Aum. Comfort, my liege ! remember who 
you are. j 

K. Rich. I had forgot myself. Am I not 
king? 

Awake, thou sluggard majesty ! thou .sleepest 
Is not the king’s name forty thousand names? 
Ann, arm, my name ! a puny subject strikes 
At thy great glory. — Look not to the ground. 
Ye favourites of a king : are wo not high ? 
High Ik) our thouglits. I know, my uncle 
York 

Hath power enough to serve our turn. But 
who comes here ? oo 

Enter Scroop. 

Scroop. More health and happiness betide 
my liege, 

Than can my care-tun’d tongue deliver him ! 

K. Rich. Mine ear is 0^)011, and my heart 
prepar’d : 

The worst is worldly loss thou canst unfold. , 


Say, is my kingdom lost ? why, ’t was my 
care ; 

And what loss is it to be rid of care ? 

Strives Bolingbroke to be as great as we ? 
Greater he shall not be : if he servo God, 

We ’ll seive him too, and bo his fellow so. 
Roavolt our subjects ? that we cannot mend'^ 
They break their faith to God, as well as ua 
Cry woe, destruction, ruin, loss, decay ; ra 
The woivst is death, and death will have his 
day. 

Scroop. Glad am I, that your highness is 
so arm’tl 

To bear the tidings of calamity. 

Like an unseasonable stormy day, 

Which makes the silver rivers, disown their 
shoi’es, 

As if the world were all dissolv’d to tears ; 

So high above his limits swells the rage 
Of Bolingbroke, covering your fearful lend 
With hard bright steel, and hearts hai^der 
than steel. in 

White-beards have arm’d their thin and hair- 
less scalps 

Against thy majesty ; and boys, with women’s 
voices. 

Strive to speak big, and clap their female 
joints 

i In stiff unwieldy arms against thy crown ; 

I Thy very beadsmen leani to bend their 
j bows 

Of double-fatal yew against thy state ; 

I Yea, distaff-women manage rusty bills 
i Against thy seat : both young and old rebel, 
And all goes worse than I have power to tell. 
K. Rich. Too well, too well thou tell’st a 
tale so ill. 121 

Where is the Earl of Wiltshire ? where is 
Bagot? 

What is become of Bushy ? where is G»’een 1 
That they have let the dangerous enemy 
]Measui*e our confines with such peaceful 
steps ? 

If we prevail, their heads shall pay for it. 

I warrant they have made peace with Boling- 
broke. 

Scroop. Peace have they made with him, 
indeed, my lord. 

K. Rich. O villains, yijiers, damn’d without 
redemption ! 

Dogs, easily veon to fawn on any man ! isb 
S nakes, in my heart-blood warm’d, that sting 
my heart ! 

Thi*ee Judases, each one thrice worse than 
Judas ! 

Would they make peace ? terrible hell make 
war 

U|>on their spotted souls for this offence 1 
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Scroop. Sweet love, I ace, changing liii 
pi’opevty, 

Turns to the sourest anti most deatlly hate. 
Again uncui’se their souls j their peace is made 
With lieatlsand not with hands : those whom 
•you curse, 

Have felt the worat of death’s destroying 
wotind, 

And lie full low, grav’d in the hollow ground. 

Aum. Is Bushy, Green, and the Earl of 
Wiltshire, dead ? 

' Scroop. Yea, all of i aem at Bristol lost 
their heads. 

Aum. Where is the duke, my father, with 
his power ? 

K. Rich. No matter where. Of comfort 
no man speak : 

Let ’s talk of giuves, of worms, and epitaphs ; 
Make dust our paper, and with rainy eyes 
Write soiTow on the bosom of the earth. 

Let ’s choose executoi’s, and bdk of wills : 
And yet not so, — for what can we l>cqueath, 
Save our deposed bo<lies to the ground 1 wo 
Our lands, our lives, ami all arc Bolingbroke’s, 
Ami nothing can wc call our own but death, 
And that small model of the barren earth. 
Which serves as pixste and cover to our bones. 
For God’s sake, let us sit upon the ground. 
And tell sad stories of the death of kings : — 
How some have been depos’d, some slain in 
war. 

Some haunted by the ghosts they have de- 
pos’d. 

Some poison’d by their wives, some sleeping 
kill’d. 

All murder’d : — for within the hollow crown. 
That rounds the mortal temples of a king, la 
Keeps Death his court, and there the antick 
sits. 

Scoffing his state, and grinning at his pomp ; 
Allowitig him a breath, a little scene. 

To monarchise, be fear’<l, and kill with looks ; 
Infusing him with self and vain conceit, 

As if this flesh, which walls about our life, 
Were brass impregnable; and, humour’d thus. 
Comes at tlie bust, and with a little pin 
Bores through his castle wall, and — farewell 
king ! 170 

Cover your heads, gnd mock not flesh and 
blood. 

With solemn reverence : thi'ow away resjiect. 
Tradition, form, and ceremonious duty. 

For you have but mistook me all this while : 

I live with bread like you, feel want. 

Taste grief, need friends. Subjected thus, 
How can you say to me, I api a king ? 

Bishop, My lord, wise men ne’er wail tlieir 
present woet^ • 


But presently prevent the ways to wait 
’To fear the foe, since fear oppresseth strength,. ^ 
Gives, in your weakness, strength unto your 
foe, 181 

And so your follies fight against youi’self. 

Fear, and bo slain ; no worse can come to 
fight : 

And fight and die is death destroying death ; 
Whei'o fearing dying pays death servile 
breath. 

Attm. My father hath a power, inquire of 
him, 

And learn to make a body of a limb. 

K. Rich. Thou chid’st me well. — Proud 
Bolingbroke, 1 come 

To change blows with thee for our day of 
doom. 

This ague-fit of fear is over-blown : • n-o , 

An easy task it is to win our own. — 

Say, Scroop, where lies our uncle with his 
power ? 

S^ieak sweetly, man, although thy looks be 
sour. 

Scroop. ]\^n judge by the complexion of 
the sky 

The state and inclination of the day ; 

So may you by my dull and heavy eye, 

My tongue hath but a heavier tale to S!iy. 

I play the torturer, by small and small, 

To lengthen out the woi-st that must be- 
spoken. 

Your uncle York is join’d with Bolingbroke, 

And all your northern castles yielded up, 

Ami all your southern gentlemen in arms 
Upon his party. 

K. Rich. Thou hast said enough. — 

Beshrew thee, cousin, which didst lead me- 
fortli 

Of that sweet way I was in to despair 1 
What say you now 1 what comfort have W'O- 
now ? 

By Heaven, I ’ll hate him everlastingly 
That bids me be of comfort any more. 

Go to Flint Ca.stle : there I ’ll pine away ; 

A king, woe’s slaA'e, shall kingly woe obey. >«> 
That jx)wer I have, discharge ; and let thenk 

To ear the land that hath some hope to grow,. 

For I have none. — Let no man speak again 
To alter this, for counsel is but vain. 

Auvi. My liege, one word. 

K. Rich. He does me double wroiig, 

That wounds me with thb flatteries of his- 
tongue. 

Discharge my follower: let them hence 
away. 

From Richard’s night to Boliugbroke’s fair- 
day. \ExmnL 
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SCEKB in. 


Scene III. — Wales. A Plain before Flint 
Castle. 

ErUeVy with drwm, and coloursy BoLiNdBROKE 
and Forces; York, Northumberland, 
and others, 

Boling. So that by tlds intelligence wi 
learn, 

The Welshmen are dispers’d, and Salisbury 
I.S gone to meet the king, who lately landed 
With some few private friends * ujjon this 
coast. 

North. The news is very fair and good, mj 
lord : 

Richard, not far from hence, hath hid hi 
^ head. * 

YJrrh. It would beseem the Lord North 
• uinberland, 

To say, King Richard : — alack, the heavy day, 
"When such a sacred king should hide his 
head ! «- 

North. Your grace mistakes ; only to be 
brief, 

Left I his title out. r 

York. The time hath been. 

Would you have been so brief with him, he 
w'ouhl 

Have been so brief with you, to shorten you 
For taking so the head, your whole head’.*; 
length, 

Boling. Mistake not, uncle, further than 
you should. 

York. Take not, good cousin, further than 
you should, 

Lest you mistake ; the heavens are o’er your 
head. 

Boling. I know it, uncle ; and oppose not 
myself 

Against their will. — But who comes here ? 

Enter Percy, 

Welcome, Harry. What, will not this castle 
yield ? 20 

Percy. The castle royally is maim’d, my 
lord. 

Against thy entrance. 

Boling. Royally? 

Why, it contains no king? 

Percy. Yes, my good lord. 

It doth contain a king : King Richard lies 
Within the limits of yond lime and stone. 

And with him are the Lord Aumerle, Ix)rd 
Salisbury, 

Sir Stephen Scroop j besides a clergyman 
Of holy reverence, who, T cannot learn. 

North O ! belike it is the BLshop of Car- 
lisle. so 

Bolvgy. [TV) Northumberland.] Noblelord, 


Go to the rude ribs of that ancient castle, 
Through brazen trumpet send the breath of 
parle 

Into his niin’d ears, 

And thus deliver. Henry Bolingbroke 
On both his knees doth Has King Richard’s 
» hand. 

And sends allegiance, and true faith of heart. 
To his most royal person ; hither come 
Even at his feet to lay my arms and power, 
Provided that my banishment repeal’d, v> 
And lands I'estor’d again, be freely granted. 
If not, I ’ll use the advantage of my power. 
And lay tlie summer’s dust with showers of 
blood. 

Rain’d from the wounds of slaughter’d Eng- 
lishmen : 

The which, how far oS from the mind of 
Bolingbroke 

It is, such crimson tempest should bedronch 
The fresh green lap of fair King Richard’s 
land, 

My stooping duty tenderly shall show. 

Go, signify as much, while herp we march 
Upon the grassy carpet of this plain. so 

Let ’s march without the noiso of threat’ning 
drum. 

That from the c»i8tlo*.s tatter’d 1>attlements 
Our fair appointments may bo well perus’d. 
Methinks, King Richard and myself should 
meet 

With no less terror than the elements 
Of fire and water, when their thundering 
shock 

At meeting tears the cloudy cheeks of heaven. 
Be he the fire, I ’ll be the yielding water : 

The rage be his, while on the earth I rain 
My waters ; on the earth, and not on him. — 
March on, and mark King Richard how he 
looka 

A parley sounded, and answered by a trumpet 
within. Flourish, Enter on the toaUs 
King Richard, the Bishop of Carlisle, 
Aumerle, Scroop, and Salisbury. 

Boling. See, see. King Richard doth him- 
self appear. 

As doth the blushing discontented sun 
from out the fiery po^l of the east. 

When he perceives the envious clouds are 
bent t 

To dim his glory, and to stain the track 
Of his bright passage to the Occident. . 
York. Yet looks he like a king : behold, 
his eye, 

As bright as is^ the e^le’s, lightens forth 
Ciontrolling majesty. Alack, alack, for woe,* n 
That any liarni should stain so fair a show I 



Act III. 


KING RICHAIID IL 


Scene III. 


K. Rich, \To Northumbebeand.] We are 
amaz’d ; and thus long have we stood 
To watch the fearful l)ending of thy knee, 

■ Because we thought ourself thy lawful king : 
And if we be, how dare thy joints forget 
To pay their awful duty to our presence ? 

If we be not, show us the hand of God a 
That hath dismiss’d us from our stewardship ; 
For well we know, no hand of blood and 
bone 

Can gripe the sacred handle of our sceptre, » 
.Unless he do profane, stea^, or usurp. 

And though you think that all, as you have 
done. 

Have tom their souls by turning them from 
us, 

And we are barren and bereft of friends, 

Yet know, my master, God omnipotent. 

Is mustering in his clouds on our behalf 
Armies of {jestilence ; and they shall strike 
Your children yet unborn, and unljegot. 

That lift your vassal hands against my head, 
And threat the glory of my precious crown. 
Tell Bolingbroke, for yond, methinks, ho 
stands, , »> 

That every stride he makes tipon my land 
Is dangerous treason : he is come to ope 
The purple testament of bleeding war ; 

But ere the crown ho looks for live in peace, 
Ten thousand bloody crowns of mother's sons 
Shall ill become the flower of England’s face, 
Change the complexion of her maid-pale peace 
To scai'let indignation, and bedew 
Her pastures’ grass with faithful English 
blood. ino 

North. Tlie King of heaven forbid, our lord 
the king 

Should so with civil and uncivil arms 
Be rush’d upon I Thy thrice-noble cousin, 
Harry JBoUngbroke, doth humbly kiss thy 
hand ; 

And by the honourable tomb he swears, 

That stands upon your royal gi’andsire's 
bones. 

And by the royalties of both your bloods, 
Currents that spring from one most gi-acious 
head. 

And by the buried hand of warlike Gaunt, 
And by the worth and honour of himself, no 
Comprismg all that may be sworn or said, 

His coming hither hath no furtlwjr scope. 

Than for his lineal royalties, and to beg 
Enfranchisement immediate on his knees ; 
Which on thy royal party granted once, 

‘His glittering arms he will commend to rust, ’ 
His barbed steeds to stables, and his heart 
To £iithful service of your majesty. 

This swears he, as he is a prince, is just ; 


And, as I am a gentleman, I credit him. rjo 
K. Rich. Northumberland, say, — ^thus the 
king returns : — 

His noble cousin is right welcome liither ; 
And all the number of his fair demands 
Shall be accomplish’d without contradiction. 
With all the gracious utterance thou hast, 
Spesik to his gentle hearing kind commends. — 
[Northumberland retires to Bolingbroke. 
\lo AumerBe.] We do debase ourself, cousin, 
do we not, 

To look so poorly, and to .sjieak so fair ? 

Shall we call back Northumberland, and send 
Defiance to the traitor, and so die? la) 

Aum. No, good my lord : let ’s fight with 
’ gentle words, ^ 

Till time lend friends, and friends their \elj> 
ful swoi’ds. • 

K. Rich. O God ! O God ! that e’er this 
tongue of mine, 

Tliat laid thp sentence of dread banishment 
On yon proud man, sliould take it off again 
With words of sooth ! O ! that I were as 
great • 

As is my grief, or lesser than my name. 

Or that I could forget what I have been, 

Or not remember what I must be now ! 
Sweil’st thou, proud heart 1 I ’ll give thee 
scope to beat, no 

Since foes have scope to beat both thee and 
me. 

Amn. Northumberland comes back from 
Bolingbroke. 

K. Rich. What must the king do now i 
Must he submit '? 

The king shall do it. Must he bo de|)os’d? 
*1116 king shall be contented. Miist he lose 
The name of king ? o’ Ood’s name, let it go : 

I ’ll give my jewels for a set of beads, 

My gorgeous palace for a hewnitage. 

My gay aj>parel for an alms-man's gown. 

My figur’d goblets for a disli of wood, Isa 
My sceptre for a palmer’s walking-staff. 

My subjects for a pair of carved saints. 

And my large kingdom for a little grave, 

A little little grave, an obscure grave ; 

Or I ’ll be buried in the king’s highway, 

Some way of common trade, where subjects’ 
feet 

May hourly trample on their sovereign’s 
head ; 

For on my heart they tread, now whilst I 
live, 

Aoid, buried once, why not upon my head I — 
Aumerle, thou weep’st ; my tender-hearted 
cousin i 

Wo ’ll make foul weather with despised teal’s ; 
Our sighsand they aliall lodge the summer corn. 
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And make a deartli in this revolting land. 

Or shall we pla^ the wantons with pur woes, 
And make some pretty match with shedding 
tears i 

As thus ; — to drop them still upon one place, 
Till they have fretted us a pair of graves 
Within the earth ; and, therein laid, — “There 
lies 

Two kinsmen, digg’d their graves with weep- 
ing eyes." * 

Would not this ill do well ?— Well, well, I 
see 

£ talk but idly, and you mock at me. — 

Most mighty* prince, my Lord Northumber- 
land, 

What , says King Bolingbroke 1 will •his 
/ majesty 

‘ Oive 'Richard leave to live till Richai’d die! 
Voti make a leg, and liolingbi'oke says— ay. 

North. My lord, in the base couii he doth 
attend « 

To speak with yoti ; may ’t please you to 
come down ? 

A' Rich. Down, down, Iconts; like glister- 
ing Phaeton, 

Wanting the manage of unruly jades. 

[Nouthumheuland retires again to 

Bolingbroke. 

In the base court 1 Base court, where kings 
grow bji.se, iso 

To come at trjiitors’ calls, and do them grace. 
In the base coui’t ? Come down '{ Down, 
court ! down, king ! 

For night-owls shriek, where mounting lark.s 
should sing. [Rjceunt^ro/n aln>vi>. 

Boling. What says his majesty '? 

North. Sorrow and grief of heart 

Makes him speak fondly, like a frantic man: 
Yet he is come. 

Enter King Richard, and his Attendants, 
below. 

Boling. Stand all apart. 

And show fair duty to his majesty. — 

My gracious lord, — [Kneeling. 

K, Rich. Fair cousin, you debase your 
princely knee, m 

To make the base earth proud with kissing it : 
Me rather had, my heart might feel your love. 
Than my unpleas’d eye see your courtesy. 

Up, cousin, up : your heart is up, I know. 
Thus high at least, although your knee be low. 
Boling. My gracious lord, I come but for 
mine own. 

K. Rich. Your own is yours; and I am 
yours, and all. 

Boling. So far be mine, my most redoubted 
lord, 1 


As my true service shall deserve your love. 

K. Rich. Well you deserve : they well de- 
serve to have, ax» 

That know the strong’st and surest way to 
get.— 

Uncle, give me your hand : nay, dry your 
t eyes ; 

Teara show their love, but want their 
remedies. — 

Cousin, I am too young to be your father. 

Though you are old enough to bo my heir. 

What you will have, I ’ll give, and willing 
too ; 

For do we must what force will have us do. — 

Set on towards London. — Cousin, is it so? 
Boling. Yea, my good lord. » 

K. Rich. Then I must not say no. 

[Flourish.. Exeunt. 


Scene IV. — Langley. The Duke of York’s 
G arden, 

Enter the Queen and two Jjadies. 

« 

Queen. What sijort shall we devise here in 
this garden, 

To drive away the heavy thought of care ? 

_1 Lady. Mjidam, we ’ll play at bowLs. 
Qmen. 'T will make mo think the w'orld is 
full of rubs. 

And that my fortune runs against the bias. 

1 Lady. Madam, we ’ll dance. 

Queen. My legs can keej) no measure in 
delight, 

When my poor heart no measure keeps in 
grief ; 

Therefox’e, no dancing, girl ; some other simi’t. 
1 Ijudy. Mad.'im, we '11 tell tales. xo* 

Queen. Of sorrow, or of joy ? 

1 Lady. Of either, miidam. 

Queen. Of neither’, girl ; 

For if of joy, being altogether wanting, 

It doth remember me the more of sorrow ; 

Or if of gi’ief, being altogether had. 

It adds more sorrow to my want of joy ; 

For whjit I have, I need not to repeat. 

And what I want, it boots not to complain. 

1 Lady. Madam, 1 '11 sing. 

Queen. 'T is well that thou hast cause ; 
But thou shouddst please me better, wouldst 
thou weep. a 

1 Lady. I could weep, madam, would it do 
you good. 

Queen. And I could sing, would weeping 
do me good, 

And never Ixxrrow any tear of thee. 

But stay, here come the ^idenei’s ; 
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Let ’s step into the sIukIow of these ti'ees.* 

My wretcliedness unto a row of pins, 

They ’ll talk of stsite } for every one doth so 
Against a change : woe is forerun with woo. 

[Queen and Ladies retire. 

Enter a Gardener and two Servants. 

Gard. Go, bind thou up yond dangling 
apricocks, ^ ^ •"* 

W^hich, like unruly children, make their sire 
Stoop with oppression of their prodigal 
weight : 

Give some supportance to the bending 
twigs. — 

Go thou, and like an executioner 

Cut off the heads of too-fa.st-growing sprays. 

That look too lofty in our commonwealth ; 

All must l»e even in our government. — 

You thus employ’d, 1 will go root away 
The noisome weeds, that without i)rolit suck 
The soil’s fertility from wholesome flowers. 40 
1 Serv. Why should we, in the compass of 
a pale, 

Keep law, and form, and due proportion, 
Showing, as in a model, our firm estate. 
When our sea-walled garden, the whole laud, 
Is full of weeds, her faii'est flowers chok’d up, 
Her fruit-trees all unprun’d, her hedges 
ruin’d. 

Her knots disoitler’d, and her wholesdhae 
herbs 

Swarming with caterpillars ? 

Gard. Hold thy^eace. 

He that hath suffer’d this disorder’d spring. 
Hath now himself met with the fall of leaf : 
The weeds that his broad-spreading leaves did 
shelter, si 

That sdem’d in eating him to hold him up, 
Are plucked up, root and all, by Boling- 
broke ; 

I mean, the Earl of Wiltsliire, Bushy, Green. 
1 Serv. What ! are they dead ? 

Gard. They are ; and Bolingbroke 

Hath seiz’d the wasteful king. — O ! what pity 
is it. 

That he had not so trimm’d and dress’d his 
land, 

As we ttiis garden ! We at time of year 
Do wound the bark, the skin of our fruit-trees. 
Lest, being oyer-proud in sap and blood, eo 
With too much riches it confojand itself : 

Had he done so to great and growing men, 
They might l^ve liv’d to bear, and he to taste 
Their fruits of duty. Superfluous branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughs may live : 
Had he done so, himself had borne the crown, 
Which waste of idle hours iTath quite thrown 
down. 


1 Serv. What ! think you then, the king 
shall be depos’d ? 

(^ard. Depress’d he is ah'eiuly ; and depos’d,. 
’T is doubt, he will be. Letters came last 
night w 

To a dear friend of the good Duke of York’s,. 
That tell black tidings. 

(^tieen. O ! I am press’d to death through 
want of speaking, \Coming forward.. 
Thou, old, Adam’s likeness, set to dress this, 
giyden. 

How dares thy harsh-rude tongue sound this 
un pleasing news I 

What Eve, what serpent hath suggested thee; 
To make a second fall of cursed man ? 

Why dost thou say King Richard is depos’d ? 
Dar’st thou, thou little better tliinh than 
earth, \ 

Divine his downfall 1 Say, where, when, andi 
how 80 - 

Cam’st thou by these ill tidings? speak, thou 
wi%tch. 

Gard. Pa . <lon me, madam : little joy have I,. 
To breathe these news, yet what I say is true. 
King Richarll, he is in the mighty hold 
Of Bolingbroke ; their fortunes both are 
weigh’d : 

In your lord’s scale is nothing but himself. 
And some few vanities that make him light ; 
But in the balance of great Bolingbroke, 
Besides himself, are all the English peers, 
And with that odds he weighs King Richard 
down. oo 

Post you to London, and you ’ll find it so ; 

I speak no more than every one doth know. 

Queen. Nimble mischance, that art so light 
of foot. 

Doth not thy embassage belong to me. 

And am I last that knows it ? O ! thou 
think’st 

To servo me last, that I may longest keep 
Thy sorrow in my breast. — Come, ladies, go 
To meet at London London’s king in woe. — 
What! was I born to this, that my sad 
look 

Should grace the triumph of great Boling- 
broke ? lOft 

Gardener, for telling me these news of woe, 
Pray Gocl the plants thou graft’st may never 
grow. [Exeunt Queen and Ladies^ 

Gard. Poor Queen ! so that thy state might 
be no worse, 

I would my skill were subject to thy curse. — 
Here did she fall a tear ; here, in this place, 

I ’ll set a bank of rue, sour herb of giace ; 
Rue, even for ruth, here shortly shall be seen» 
In the remembrance of a weeping queen 

[Exeufd. 
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Act IV. 


KING RIOHARD H. 


SCBKE X. 


^CT IV. 


ScEK£ I. — London. Westminster HalL 

The Lords Spirittud on the right side of th 
throne ; the Lords Temporal on the left 
the Commons below. 

Enter Bolinobroke, AuMERLk, Suhrby, 
Northumberland, Percy, Fitzwatek, 
anotJier Lord, the Bishop of Carlisle, th 
Abbot of Westminster, a'nd Attendants. 
Officers behind, with Bagot. 

Boli/ng. Call forth Bagot. — > 

Now/Bagot, freely speak thy mind, 

Wh& thou do.st know of noble Gloster’s death, 
Who wrought it with the king, and who per- 
form’d 

The bloody office of his timele.ss end. 

Bagot. Then set before iny face the Lord 
Aumerle. 

Boling. Cousin, stand forth, .and look upon 
tliat man. 

Bagot. My Lord Aumerle, I know your 
dating tongue 

Scorns to unsay what once it hath deliver’d. 
In that dead time when Gloster’s death wjus 
plotted, 10 

I heard you say, — “ Is not my arm of length. 
That reacheth £h)m the restful English court 
As far as Calais, to mine uncle’s head 1 ” 
Amongst much other talk, that very time, 

I heard you say, that you had ratlier refuse 
The offer of an hundred thousand crown.s. 
Than Bolingbroke’s return to England ; 
Adding withal, how blest this land would be 
In this your cousin’s death. 

Aum, Princes, and noble lords?, 

What answer shall I make to this base man ? 
Shall I so much dishonour my fair stars, 21 
On equal tenns to give him chastisement 1 
Either I must, or have mine honour soil’d 
With the attainder of his slanderous lips, — 
There is my gage, the manual seal of death. 
That marks thee out for hell : I say, thou liest. 
And will maintain, what thou hast said, is 
false, 

In thy heart-blood, though being all too base 
•To stain the temper of my knightly sword. 
Boling. Bagot, forbear : thou shalt not 
take it up. ao 

Aum. Excepting one, I would he were the 
best 

In all this presence, that hath mov’d me so. 
Fit%. If that thy valour stand on sym- 
pathies, 


There is my gage, Aumerle, in gage to thine. 
By that fair sun which shows me where thou 
, stand’st, 

I heard thee say, and vauntingly thou spak’st it. 
That thou wert cause of noble Gloster’s death. 
Jf thou deny’st it twenty times, thou liest ; ■ 
And I will turn thy falsehood to thy heart, 
Where it was forg’d, with my rapier’s point. , 
Aiim, Thou dai‘’st not, coward, live to see 
that day. 41 

Fitz. Now, by my "soul, I would it were 
this hour. 

Aum. Fitzwater, thou art damn’d to hell 
for this. 

Percy. Aumerle, thou liest ; his honour is 
as true 

In this appeal, as thou art all unjust ; 

And, that thou art so, there I throw my gage, 
To prove it on thee to the extremost point 
Of mortal breathing. Seize it, if thou dar’st. 

Aum. An if I do not, may my hands rot off. 
And never brandish more revengeful stee! » 
Over the glittering helmet of my foe ! 

Lord. I task the earth to the like, forsworn 
Aumerle ; 

And spur thee on with full as many lies 
As may be holla’d in thy treacherous ear 
From sun to sun. There is my honour’s 
pawp : 

Engage it to the trial, if thou dar’st. 

Aum. Who sets me else 1 by Heaven, I ’ll 
throw at all. 

I have a thousand spirits in one breast. 

To answer twenty thousand such as you. 
Surrey. My Lord Fitzwater, I do remember 
well , « 

The very time Aumerle and you did talk. 

Fitz. ’T is very true : you were in presence 
then-; 

And you can witness with me, this is true. 
Surrey. As false, by Heaven, as Heaven 
itself is true. 

Filz. Surrey, thou liest. 

Surrey. Dishonourable boy ! 

That lie shall lie so heavy on my sword. 

That it shall render vengeance and revenge. 
Till thou, the Jio-giver, and that lie, do lie 
h earth as quiet as thy father’s skull 
h proof whereof, there is my honour’s pawn ; 
Engage it to the trial, if thou dar’st. n 

Fvtz. How fondly dost thou spur a forwa^ 
horse ! , 

f I dare eat, or drink, or breathe, or live^ 
dare meet Surrey in a wildemeo^, 


U6 


Act IV. 


KING EICHARD 11. 


Scene I. 




An^ spit Upon him, whilst I say, he lies, 
And lies, and lies. There is my bond of faith 
To tie thee to my strong correction. 

• As I intend to thrive in this new world, 
Aumerle is guilty of my true api)eal. 

Besides, J heard the banish’d Norfolk say. 
That thou, Aumerle, didst send two of tly 
men 

To execute the noble duke at Calais. 

Aum. Some honest Christian trust me witl, 
a gage. 

That Norfolk lies, here do ^ throw down this, 
If he may bo repeal’d to try his honour. • 
Boling, liiese differences shall all rost 
under gage. 

Till Norfolk bo repeal’d : repeal’d he shall be. 
And, though m*ino enemy, restor’d again 
To all his lands and signories ; when he ’s 
return’d, 

Against Aumerle we will enforce his trial. 
Bishop. That honoumble day shall ne’er be 
seen. 

Many a time hath banish’d Norfolk fought 
Bor Jesu Christ in glorious Christian field. 
Streaming the ensign of the Christian cross, 
Against black pagans, Turks, and Saracens j 
And, toil’d with woi’ks of war, retir’d himself 
To Italy, and there at Venice gave 
His body to that pleasant country’s earth. 
And his puro soul unto his captain Christ, 
Under whose colours he had fought so long. 
Bolirig. Why, bishop, is Norfolk dead? wi 
Bishop. As surely as I live, my lord. 

Boling. Sweet peace conduct his sweet soul 
to the bosom 

Of good old Abraham ! — Lords appellants, 
Your diffei’ences shall all rest under gage. 

Till we assign you to your days of trial 

Enter Yoke, attended. 

York. *Great Duke of Lancaster, I come to 
chee 

From plume-pluck’d Richard, who with wil- 
ling soul 

Adopts thee heir, and his high sceptre yields 
To the possession of thy royal hand. no 

Ascend his throne, descending now from him, 
And long live Henry, of that name the fourth ! 
Boling, In God's name, I ’ll ascend the 
regal throne. 

Bishop. IVfcrry, God forbid ! — 

Worst in this royal presence may*I speak, 

Yet best beseeming me to speak the truth. 
Would God, that any in this noble presence 
Were enough noble to be upright judge 
Of noble Richard : then true nobless would 
Leam him forbearance from so foul a wrong. 
What subject con give sentence on his king? 


And who sits here that is not Richard’s sub- 
ject ? 399 

Thieves are not judg’d, but they are by to hear, 
Although apparent guilt be seen in them ; 
And shall the figure of God’s majesty. 

His captain, steward, deputy elect, 

Anointed, crowned, planted many years. 

Be judg’d by subject and inferior breath. 

And he himself not present ? O ! forfend it, 

... 

That, in a Christian climate, souls refin’d i») 
Should show so heinous, black, obscene a 
deed ! 

I speak to subjects, and a subject speaks, 
Stirr’d up by God thus boldly for his king. 

My Lord of Hereford here, whom you call 
king, % 

[s a foul traitor to proud Hereford’s king^ 
Aiid if you crown himj let me prophesy. 

The blood of English sKall manure the ground, 
And future ages groan for this foul act ; 

Peace shall ^ sleep with Turks and infidels, 
And in this seat of })eace tumultuous wars no 
Shall kin with kin, and kind with kind con- 
found ; * 

Disorder, hoiTor, fear, and mutiny. 

Shall here inhabit, and this land be call’d 
The field of Golgotha and dead men’s skulls. 

O I if you raise this bouse against this house, 
It will the wofullest division prove. 

That ever fell upon this cursed eartli. 

Prevent it, resist it, let it not be so. 

Lest child, child’s childron, cry against you — 
woe ! 

North. Well have you argu’d, sir ; and, for 
your pains, wo 

Of capital treason we arrest you here. 

My Lord of Westminster, be it your charge 
To keep him safely till his day of trial. — 

May it please you, lords, to grant the com- 
mons’ suit? 

Boling. Fetch hither Richard, that in com 
uion view 

He may surrender : so we shall proceed 
Without suspicion. 

York. 1 will be his conduct. [Exit.. 

Boling. Lords, you that here are under our 
arrest, 

Procure your sureties for your days of 
answex’. — 

To the Bi8h<}p.'\ Little are we beholding to 
vour love, wo 

And little look’d for at your helping hands. 

Reenter York, xcith King Richard, ami 
Officers hearing the crovon, dec. 

K. Rich. Alack 1 why am I sent for to a 
king, 



Act IV. 


KING RICHARD 11. 


Before I Imve .shook off the regal thoughts 
Wherewith T reign’d? I hardly yet Iiave 
learn'd 

To insiimate, flatter, bow, and bend my limbs : 
Give .sorrow leave awhile to tutor me 
To this submis.sion. Yet I well remember 
The favouj*8 of these men ; were they not 
mine ? 

Did they not sometime cry. All hail ! to me? 
So Judas did to Christ *. but he, in twelve, uo 
Round truth in all but one ; I, in twelve 
thousand, none. 

God save the king ! — Will no man say, Amen ? 
Am I both priest and clerk ? well then, Amen. 
God save the king ! although I be not he ; 
And yet, Amen, if Heaven do think him me. — 
Ttf do what service am I sent for hither ? 
^York. To do that office, of thine own good 
will, 

Which tired majesty did make thee offci’, 

The resignation of thy state and crown 
To Hany Bolingbi*oke. w 

K. Rich. Give me the < crown. — Here, 
cousin, seize the crown j 
Here, cousin, r 

On this side my hand, and on that side, thine. 
Now is this golden crown like a deep well, 
That owes two buckets filling one another ; 
The emptier ever dancing in the air, 

The other down, unseen, and full of water : 
That bucket down, and full of tears, am I, 
Di’inking my griefs, whilst you mount up on 
high. 

Boling. I thought you had been willing to 
resign. w» 

K. Rich. My crown, I am; but still my 
griefs are mine. 

You may my glories and ray state depo.se, 

But not my griefs : still am I king of those. 
Boling. Part of your cares you give me 
with your crown. 

K. Rich. Your cares set up do not pluck 
my cares down. 

My care is loss of car^ by ^d care done : 

Your care is gain of care, by new care won : 
The cares I give, I have, though given away ; 
They tend the crown, yet still with nre they 
stay. 

Boling. Are you contented to resign the 
crown 1 *» 

K. Rich. Ay, no ; — no, ay ; — for I must 
nothing be ; 

Therefore no no, for I resign to thee. 

Now mark me how I will undo myself : — 

1 give this heavy weight from off my head, 
And this imwieldy sceptre from my hand. 

The pride of kingly sway from out my heart ; 
With mine own tears I wash away my balm, 


1 With mine own hands I give away my crowuv - 
With mine own ton^e deny my sacred state> 
With mine own breath release all duty's 
rites : 

All pomp and majesty I do forswear ; 

My manors, rents, revenues, I forego ; 

My acts, decrees, and statutes, I deny : 

God paixlon all oaths that ai’e broke to mo I ' 
God keep all vows unbi’oke, that swear to 
thee ! 

Make me, that nothing have, with nothing* 
griev’d, 

And thou with all plesis’d, that hast all 
achiev’d ! 

Long may’st thou live in Richard’s seat to sit,. 
And soon lie Richai’d m an earthy pit ! 

God save King Henry, uiiking’d Richard 
says, sao- 

And .send him many years of sunshine days ! — 
What more lemains ? 

North. [Offering a paper.^ No more, but 
that you read 

These accusations, and these grievous crimes. 
Committed by your person, and your followers. 
Against the stite and j)rofit of this land ; 

That, by confessing them, the souls of men ■ 
May deem that you are worthily depps’d. 

K. Rich. Must I do so? and must I ravel 
out 

My weav’dmp follies? Gentle Northumber- 
land, m 

If thy offences were upon record. 

Would it not shame thee, in so fair a troop, 

To read a lecture of them ? If thou wouldst. 
There shouldst thou find one heinous article. 
Containing the deposing of a king. 

And cracking the strong warrant of an oath, . 
Mark’d with a blot, damn’d in ^the book of 
Heaven. — 

Nay, all of you, tliat stand and look upon 
me, 

Whilst that my wretchedness doth bait my- 
self. 

Though some of you, with , Pilate, wash your 
hands, ' S4i> 

Showing an outward pity ; yet you Pilates 
Have here deliver'd me to my sour cross. 

And water cannot wash away your sin. 

North. My lord, despatch : read o’er these 
articles. 

K. Rich. Mine eyes are full of tears, X • 
caflnot see ; 

And yet salt water blinds them not so much. 
But they can see a sort of tiaitors here. 

Nay, if I turn mine eyes upon myself, 

I find myself a traitor with the rest ; 

For I have<given here my soul’e consent, m . 
To undeck pbe pomj^us body of a king ; 
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RICHARD AND BOLINGBROKP:. 

K. Richard. A brittle glory shineth in this face. 

“ King Richard II./’ Act /K,, Scene I* 


TV:. KING BIGHARD II. ScEyw L 

' — 


gloiy base, and sovereignty a slave, 

!’ «;3P!roud majesty a subject, state a peasant 

NwtJi. My lord, — ■' 

K. Rich No lord of thine, thou haught 
insulting man. * 

Nor no man’s lord : I ’ have no name, no 
title, — 

No, not that name was given me ^ the font, — 
But ’t is usurp’d. — ^Alack, the heavy day ! 
That I have worn so many winters out, 

And know not now what name to call myself. 
O ! that I were a mockery i^.ing of snow, mi 
S tanding before the sun of Bolingbroke, 

To melt myself away in water-drops I — 

Good king, — great king, — and yet not greatly 
good, 

, An if my word be sterling yet in England, 

I^t it command a mirror hither straight. 

That it may show me what a face I have, 
Since it is bankrupt of his majesty. 

Bolhig. Gg some of you, and fetch a 
looking-glass. arh Attenda'iit. 

Iforth Read o’er this paper, while the 
glass doth come. 270 

K. Rich. Fiend ! thou torment’st me ere I 
• come to hell. 

Boling. Ui’ge it no more, my Loixl Northum- 
berland. 

North. The commons will not then be 
satisfied. 

K. Rich They shaH be satisfied : I ’ll read 
enough, 

Wlien I do see the very book indeed. 

Where all my sins are writ, and that’s — 
myself. 

Re-enter Attendant, with a glms. 

Give me that glass, and therein will I read. — 
No deeper wrinkles yeti Hath sorrow 
struck 

So many blows upon this face of mine, 

And made no deejjer wounds 1 — O flattering 
glass ! ' 2 HU 

.Like to my followers in prosperity, 

Thou dost beguile me. Was this face the 
face, 

'That every day under his household roof 
Did keep ten thousand men 1 Was this tho 
face. 

That like the sun did make beholders wink 1 
Was this the face, that fac’d so many follies, J 
And was at last outfac’d by Bolingbroke 1 
A brittle glory shineth in this face : 

As brittle as the glory is the face ; 

[Paehea tha glaaa against the grotind. 
For there it is, crack’d in a hundred shivers. — 
Mark, silent king, the moral of this sport, »i 
How soon my sorrow hath destroy’d my face. | 


I Boling. The shadow of your sorrow hath 
1 destroy’d 

The, shadow of your face. 

Ki Rich Say that again, 

The shadow of my sorrow 1 Ha ! let iro : — 
’T is very true, my grief lies ail within ^ — 
And theso external manners of lamente;' 

Are merely shadows to the unseen grief, 

That swells with silence in the tortur’d soul ; 
There lies the •substance : and I thank thee, 
king, aoo 

For thy great bounty, that not only giv’st 
Me cau.se to wail, but teachest me the way 
How to lament the cause. I ’ll beg one boon, 
And then be gone and trouble you no more. 
Shall I obtain it 1 

Boling. Name it, fair cousin. 

K. Rich. Fair cousin 1 I am greater than 
a king ; 

For, when I was a king, my flatterers 
Were then bijt subjects ; being now a s^|>ject, 
I have a king here to my flatterer. 

Being so great, f have no need to beg. sw 
Boling. Yet a^k. 

K. Rich. And shall I have it 1 
Boling. You shall. 

K. Rich Why then, give me leave to go. 
Boling. Whither 1 

K. Rich. Whither you will, so I were from 
your sights. 

Boling. Go, some of you; convey him to 
the Tower. 

K. Rich O, good ! Convey 1 — Conveyers 

are you all. 

That rise thus nimbly by a true king’s fall. 

lExe^iiit Khig Richard and Gftard. 
Boling. On Wednesday next we solemnly 
sot down swj 

Our coronation : lords, jirepai-e yourselvefl. 

^Exeunt all hut the Abbot, Biahttp of 
Carlisle, and Aumsrle. 
Abbot. A woful pageant have we here 
beheld. 

Biahop. The woe ’s to come : the children 
yet unborn 

Shall feel this day as shaip to them as tliom. 

Anm. You holy clergymen, is there no plot 
To rid tho realm of this pernicious blot 1 
Abbot. My lord, before I freely speak my 
mind herein, 

Yoxi shall not only take the sacrament 
To buiy mine intents, but also to effect 
Whatever I shall happen to devise. 

I see your brows are full of discontent. 

Your heaits of sorrow, and your eyes of tears ; 
Come home with me to supper ; I will lay 
A plot, shall show us all a merry day. 

[Exeunt. 



AC5T V. 


' KING RICHARD II. 


gfJBNE I. 


ACT V. 


Scene I. — London. A Street leading to 
the Tower. 

Enter Queen mtd Attendants. 

Quern. This way the king will come : this 
is the way • 

To Julius Oeesar’s ill-erected towei*, 

To whose flint bosom ray condemned lord 
Is doom’d a prisoner by proud Bolingbrake. 
Here let us rest, if this rebellious earth 

Have any resting for her true king’s queen. 

• • 

fEnter King Richard and Guards. 

But^oft, but see, or rather do not see 
My fair I’ose wither : yet look up, behold. 
That you in pity may dissolve to dew. 

And wash him fi'csh again w 4 h true-love 
tears. — , ’•<> 

Ah ! thou, the model where old Troy did 
stand, • , 

Thou map of honour, thou King Richard’s 
tomb. 

And not King Richard, thou most beauteous 
inn, 

Why should hard-favour’d grief be lodg’d in 
thee. 

When triumi)h is become an ale-house guest ? 

K. Rich. Join not with grief, fair woman, 
do not so, 

To make my end too sudden: learn, good 
soul. 

To think our former state a happy dream ; 
From which awak’d, the truth of what we are 
Shows us but this. I am sworn brother, 
sweet, 20 

To grim necessity ; and he and I 
Will keep a league till death. Hie thee to 
France, 

And cloister thee in some religious house : 

Our holy lives must win a new world’s crown, 
Which our profane hours here have stricken 
down. 

Qiteeti. What! is my Richard both in 
shape and mind 

Transform’d and weakened 1 Hath Boling- 
broke 

Depos’d thine intellect 1 hath he been in thy 
heart ? • 

The lion, dying, thrusteth forth his paw. 

And wounds the earth, if nothine else, with 
rage so 

To be o'ei^ower’d ; and wilt thou, pupil-like, 
Take thy correction mildly ? kiss the rod, 

And fawn on rage with base humility. 


Which art tt Hqjti, and a king of beasts? 

A. Ric/h^ A king, of beasts, indeed ; if 

<!' aught but beasts, 

I had been still a happy king of men. 

Good sometiinq qui^ii, prepare thee hence for 
France*: 

Think I am dead, and that even here thou 
tak’st. 

As from my deatli-bed, my last living leave. 
In winter’s tedious nights sit by the fire « 
With good old folks, and let them tell thee 
tales 

Of woful ages, long ago betid ; 

And, ere thou bid good night, to quit their 
grief. 

Tell thou the lamentable fall of me, 

And send the heai-ers weeping to their 
beds : 

For why the senseless bi*ands will sympathise 
The heavy accent of thy moving tongue. 

And in compassion weep the fire out ; 

And some will mourn in ashes, some, coal- 
black, 

For the deposing of a rightful king. so 

Enter Northumberland, att^pded. • 

North. My lord, the mind of Bolingbroke 
is chang’d : 

You must to Pomfret, not unto the Tower. — 
And, madam, there is order ta’en for you : 
With all swift speed you must away to 
France. 

K. Rich. Northumberland, thou, ladder, 
wherewithal 

The mounting Bolingbroke ascends my throne. 
The time shall not many hours of omB 
More than it is, ere foul sin gathering head 
Shall break into corruption. Thou shalt 
think. 

Though he divide the realm, and give thee 
half, 60 

It is too little, k^lping him to all ; 

He shall think, that thou, wliich know’st tbe 
way 

To plant unrightful kings, wilt know again. 
Being ne’er so little urg’d, another way 
yo pluck hiili headlong from tlie usurped 
throne. 

The love of wicked friends converts to fear ; 
That fear to hate; and hate turns one, or . 
both. 

To worthy danger and deserved death. 

North. My guilt be on my head, and there 
an end. 
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King Richard, We make woe wanton with this fond delay : 
Once more, adieu ; the rest let schrrow say. 


KING BICHARD II. 


Scene II. 


Take leave, and part, for you must part forth- 
with. ™ 

JT. Rich. Doubly divorc'd ! — Bad men, ye 
• violate 

A two-fold niarria^; 'twixt my crown and 

And then betwixt me and ray married wife.-y- 
Xiet me unkiss oath 'twixt thee and mo j 
And yet not so, for with a kiss 't was made. 
Part us, Northumberland; I towards the 
north, 

Where shivering eold am* sickness pines the 
clime ; , * 

My wife to France : from whence, set foiiJi 
in pomp. 

She came ailorned hither like sweet May, 

Sent back like Hallowmas, or short’st of 
day. «> 

Qumn. And must we be divided ? must we 
. parti 

K. Rich. Ay, hand from hand, my love, 
and heart from heart 

Qiieefi. Banish us both, and send the king 
with me. 

JVo-fth. That were some love, but little 
policy. 

' Queen. Then whither he goes, thither let 
me go. 

K. Rich. So two, together weeping, make 
one woe. 

Weep thou for mo in France, I for thee 
hero; 

Better far off, than near, be ne’er the near’. 
Go, count thy way with sighs, I mine with 
.. groans. 

Quern. So longest way shall have the 
longest moana m 

K. Rich.o Twice for one step I ’ll groan, the 
way being short, 

And piece the way out with a heavy heart 
Gome, tfome, in wooing sorrow let’s be 
biief. 

Since, wedding it, there is such length in 
grief 

One kiss shall stop our mouths, and dumbly 
part : 

Thus give I mine, and thus take I thy heart 

[They kiee. 

Queen. Give me mine own agmn ; ’t were 
no good part. 

To take on me to keep, and kill tljy heart. 

[They kies again. 

So, now I have mine own again, be gone, 

Tlmt I may strive to kill it with a groan, joo 
> K, Rich. We make woe wanton with this 
' " fond delay : 

Once more, adieu ; the rest let sorrow say. 

* ' ■ . ’ . [ExeutU, 
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Scene II.— -London. A Room in the Duke 
of York’s Palace. 

Enter York and the Duchess. 

Duck. My lord, you told me, you would 
tell the rest. 

When weeping made you break the stoiy off. 
Of our two cousins coming into London. 

Ymk. Where did I leave 1 

Dwh. 0 At that sad stop, my lord, 
Where inuhf misgovern’d hands, from win- 
dows’ tops, 

Threw dust and nibbisli on King Richard’s 
heocL 

York. Then, as 1 said, the duke, great 
•1 Bolingbroke, 

Mounted upon a hot .and heiy steed. 

Which his aspiring rider seem’d to know, * 
With slow but stately pace kept on his 
course, w 

While . all tongues cried — “ God save thee, 
Bolingbroke!” 

You would have thought the veiy windows 
spake, 

So many greedy' looks of young and old 
Through casements darted their desiring eyes 
Upon his visage ; and that all the walls 
With painted imagery had said at once,— 
“Jesu preserve thee! welcome, !l^ling 
broke ! ” 

Wliilst be, from one side to the other turning, 
Bareheaded, lower than his proud steed’s, 
neck, 

Bespake them thus,— “ I thank you, country- 
men : " » 

And thus still doing, thus he pass’d along. 

Dtich. Alas, i)Oor Richard ! where rode he 
the whilst ? 

York. As in a theatre, the eyes of men. 
After a well-grac’d actor leaves the stage. 

Are idly bent on him that enters next^ 
Thinking his prattle to be tedious ; < 

Even so, or with much more contempt, men’s . 
eyes 

Did scowl on Richard : no man cried, God 
save him ; 

No joyful tongue gave him his welcome 
home ; 

But dust was thrown upon his sacred head, w 
Which with such gentle sorrow he diook off, 
His face still combating with tears and smiles. 
The badges of his grief and patimice. 

That had not God, for some strong purpose, 
steel’d 

The hearts of men, they must perforce have 
. melted. 

And barbarism itself have pitied him. 

But Heaven hath a hand in these events, 
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* :‘Wh«t i»'ihe mattei’, my lord 2 


To. vhose high will we bouud. our calm con- 
tenta 

To Bolingbroke are we sworn subjects now, 

Whose state and honour I for aye allow. w 

Dtic/i. Here comes my son Aumerle. 

York. Aumerle that was ; 

But that is lost for being Richard’s friend. 

And,, .madam, you must call him Rutland 
now. 

.1 am in parliament pledge for his trutii 

And lasting fealty to the new-made king. 

Enter Aumerle. 

Thmh. Welcome, my son. Who ai*c the 
violets now. 

That strew the green lap of the new-come 
spring 2 

Madam, I know not, nor I greatly 
care not ; 

God knows, I had as lief be none, as one. 

York. Well, boar you well in this new 
spring of time, * «» 

Lost you be -cropp’d before you come to prime. 

WJiat nows from Oxford ? hold those justs . 
and triumphs 2 * 

Aum. Jfor aught I know, my lord, they do. 

York. You will be there, I know. 

Aum, If God prevent not, I purpose so. 

. York. What seal is that, that hangs with- 
out thy bosom ? 

Yea, look’st thou pale 1 let me see tlie 
writing. 

Aum. My lord, ’t is nothing. 

York. ■. No matter thou wlio’ sees it': 

I will be satisfied, let me see the writing. 

Avne I do beseech your grace to pardon 
me. 

Tt is a matter of small consequence, 

Wliich for some reasons J! would not have 
seen. 

York. Which for some reasons, sir, I mejm 
to. see. 

[ fear, I fear, — 

Duch. What should you. fear 1 

'T is nothing but some bond that he is enter’d 
into 

For gay apparel ’gainst the triiunph day. 

Vork. Bound to himself! what doth he 
with a bond 

That he is bound to ? Wife, thou art a 
. fool. — 

Boy, let me see the writing. 

Auni. I do lx?seech you, piirdon me : I may 
hot show it. 7i) 

York. I will be satisfied : let me see it, I 
say. [Snatches it, and reads. 

Treason I foul treason ! — Villain ! traitor ! 

’ slave 1 


York. Ho ! who is within there 2 
Enttvr a Seirwut. 

. ' Saddle my horse. 

God for his mercy I what treachery .as here ! 

^ Eunh. Why, what is it, my lord ? 

York. Give me my boots, I say : saddle 
my horse. — [Exit Servant. 

Now, by tuLue honour, by luy life, my troth, 
I will ap];>each the villain. 

Duch. What ’s the matter 2 

York. Peace, foolish wonjan. w> 

Duch. I will not peace. — What is the 
matter, Aumerle ! 

Aum. Good mother, be content : it is no 
more 

Than my poor life must answer. 

Dwh. Thy life answer 1 

York. Bring me my boots : I will unto the 
king. 

Rr~t‘iitcr Serroof, icith boot t, 

Duch. Strike him, Aumerle.— -Poor boy, 
thou art amaz’d. — 

Hence, villain ! never more come in my 
sight.-^. [Exit, Servant. 

York. Give me my bix>ts, I say. 

Duch, ■ Why, York, what wilt thou do 2 
Wilt thou not hi«le the trespsiss of thine own 2 
Have we more sons, or are we like to hjive 2 
Is not my teeming date drunk up with time, 
And wilt thou pluck my fair .sou from mine 
age, w* 

And rob me of a hap[)y mother’s name 2 
Is he not like thee 2 is he iiot thine own 2 
• York. Thou fond, mad woman, 

Wilt thou toonceal this dark oonsphucy 2 
A ilozen of them here have tn’en the sacra- 
■hTcnt,-- 

Ami interchangeably s(^t down their ’Tiands, 
To kill the king at Oxford. 

Duch. He .shall be hone j 

We ’ll keep him here : then, what is that to 
him 2 II 

York. Away, foiul woman ! wen* he twexity 
times 

My son, I iwould appeach him. 

Dneh, Hadst thou groan’d for him, 

As I have done, thou wouldst be niore pitiful. 
But now I jenow thy mind : thou dost sus 2 >ect, 
That I have l>een disloyal to thy bed. 

And that he is a I>astard, not thy sou. 

Sweet York, sweet husband, be not of that 
mind : , 

He is as like^thee its a man may be, ' 

Not like to me, nor any of my kin, 

And yet I IdVe him. »■ 
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York. Make wary, untuly- woman ! 

• ■ \Exiif. 

D-iich. After, AnmeiTe Mount thee upon 
his horse : • ' . ' 

Hptir, post, and get before him to the king, 
And beg thy pardon ere he do aeouse thee. 

1 11 not be long behind ;■ thoxigli I be old, • 

1, doubt not but to ride as fast aS York : ■ 
And nevei‘ will 1 rise up from' the ground, 
Till Bolingbroko have pardon’d thee. Away ! 
be gone. ^^hxeuut. 


■Scene III.- 


- Windsor, 
(lastle. 


A Koom in tlie 


JEnt^r Bohnobkoke as Kiruj ; . Peiu v, and 
ottuir Lords. 


Boliny. Can no man tell me of iny unthrifty 
son ? 

•Tis full three months, since 1 did’ see him 
last. 

If any plague hang over us, ’t is he. 

I wouhl to God, my lords, ho might be found. 

Inquire at London, ’mongst the tavenis there, 

For there, they say, he daily doth frequent. 

With unrestrained loose companions. 

Even such, they say, as stfiiul in narrow lanes. 

And boat our watch, and rob our passengers ; 

Which he, young wanton, and effeminate Iwy, Open the door, or I wjll break it open. 


To have some eonf<n'enoe with your gi'ace 
alone. 

Boling. Withdraw yourselves, •. and’ leave 
us here alone. — 

[Eoaeunt Percy cmd Lords. 

What is the matter with our cousin now % 
Anvi. For ever may my knees grow iW>. the 
earth, * [Kne^. 

My tongue cleave to my roof within 'luy 
mou^h, ' 

Unless a pardon, ere I rise, or speak. • 
Boling. Intended, or committed, was. this 
fault I 

If on the first, how heinous e’er it be, 

To win thy aftei’-love, I pardon thw. 

A am. Then give me leave that 1 may; turn 
the key. 

That no man enter till my tale be done. • 
Boling. Havo thy <lesire. 

[Attmekle locks tlie door. 
York. [ Within.'\ My liege, beware ! look to 
thyself : 

Tliou hast a traitor in thy presence there. «i 
Bolitig. Villain, I ’ll make thee sa/e. 

\jDravnng. 

A uni. Stay thy revengeful hand ; tJiou 
hast no cause to fetu*. 

York. [WWiin,^ Open the door, secui’c, 
foolhardy king : 

Shall I for love speak treason to thy face I 


Takes on the jwint of honour^ to support 

So dissolute a crew. 

Percy. My lord, some two days since F saw 
the prince, 

And told him of these tnumphs held at 
Oxford. 

Bolmg.* And what said the gallant ? 

Percy. His answer was, — he would unto 
the stews. 

And from the common’st creature }>luck. a 
glove, 

And wear it as a favour ; and with that 

He would unhorse the lustiest challenger. 

Boling. As dissolute, as desperate : yet 
through both 

1 see some sparks of better hope, which elder 
days 

May happily bring forth. Biit who comes 
Fere I 

jfiVtter Aumerle. 

Aiitn. Where is the king ? 


[Bolinobroke opens the door.. 

[ Bnter Yokk. 

Boling. What is the matter, uncle ? s]>eak ; 
Recover breath : tell us how near is danger, 
That we may arm us to encounter it. 

. York. Peruse this writing hei-e, and thou 
shall know 

The treason that my liaste forbids me show. .■«> 
Aam. Remember, as thou read’st, thy pro- 
uusc past : 

I do repent me ; road not my name there ; 

My lieart is not confederate with my hand. 
York. ’T wa.s, villain, ere thy hand did set 
it down. — • 

tore it from the traitor’s bosom, king t 
Four, and not love, begets his penitence. 
Forget to pity him, lest thy pity prove 
A serpent that will sting thee to the heart, 
Boling. O heinous, strong, and bold con- 
spiracy ‘ 


O loyal father of a treacherous son ! iw 

Boling. What means our cousin, that he Thou sheer, immaculate, and silver fountain, 
stares From whence this stream through muddy 

And looks so wildly 1 ^ jmssages 

■ Anni. God save your grace. T do beseech Hath held his emrent, and defil’d himself I 


your majesty. 


Thy overflow of good converts to bad ; 


12S 
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Scene III. 


And thy abundant goodness shall exciuvs 
This deadly blot in thy digressing son. 

Ywk. So shall my virtue be his vice’s 
bawd, 

And ho shall spend mine honour with his 
shame, 

As thriftless soms their .scraping fathci-s’ gold. 
Mine honour lives when his dishonour <lics, ro 
Or my .sham’d life in his dishonour lies : 

Thou kill’st ino in his life ; giving.him breath, 
The traitor lives, the true man ’s put to death. 

Duck. \Within.^ What, ho! my liege ! for 
God’s sake, let mo in. 

ItoUng. What shrill-voic’d suppliant makes 
this eager cry 1 

Dmh. A woman, and thine aunt, great 
king; ’tis 1. 

Spe^ with me, pity me, 0 |Kjn the door : 

A beggar begs that nev'or begg’d before. 

Jibing. Our scene is .altered, from a serious 
thing, 

And now chang’d to “ The Beggar and the 
King.”— ' so 

My dangerous cousin, let your mother in : 

1 know, .she ’s come to j>ray for your foul .sin. 

York. If thou do pardon, -whosoever i)ray, 
More sins for this forgivene.s8 prosper may. 
This fester’d joint cut off, the rest rests 
sound ; 

This, let alone, will all the rest confound. 
l^Jnter DutuiEss. 

Ouch. O king 1 ]*elieve not this hard- 
hearted man : 

Ijove, loving not itself, none other can. 

York. Thou frantic woman, what dost thou 
make hero ? 

Sh.all thy old dugs once more a traitor rear ? j»o 

Dueih,. Swe('t York, be patient. Hear me, 
gentle liege. \K7tael8. 

Boling. Rise up, good aunt, 

Duch. Not yet, I thee be,seech : 

For ever will 1 walk u|:»on my kheo.s, 

And never see day that the happy .sees, 

Till thou give joy ; until thoti bid me joy. 

By pardoning Rutland, my tramigmssing boy. 

, Autn. Unto my mother’s prayers 1 bend 
my knee. [Kneels. 

York. Against them both my true joints 
bended be. [Kneels. 

Ill may’st thou thrive, if thou grant any 

grace ! 

Ouoh. Plead.s he iu earnest 1 look upon his 
face ; loo 

His eyes do drop no tear.s, his prayers are in 

jest ; 

His words come front his mouth, ours from 
our breast : 


He*prays but faintly, and would be denied ; 
We pray with heart, and soul, and all be- 
side : 

His weary joints wt>uld gladly rise, I know ; 
Our knees shall kneel till to the ground they 
grow : ^ 

H^ prayers are full of false hypocrisy ; 

Ours of true zeal and deep integrity. 

Our prayers do out-pray his ; then let them 
have 

That mercy which true prayers ought to 
have. 110 

Boling. Good aunt, stand up. 

Dueh. Nay, do not say — stand up ; 

But, pardon first, and afterwai-ds, stand up. 
An if I wore thy nurse, thy tongue to teach. 
Pardon should be the first 'word of thy 
speech ^ 

I never long’d to hoar a word till now ; 

Say — pardon, king ; let pity teach thee how : 
The word is short, but not so short as sweet ; 
No word like pardon for kings’ mouths so 
meet. 

York. Speak it in French, king : say, par- 
donnez-rtioi. 

Duch. Dost thou teach pardon pardon to 
destroy 1 -- no 

Ah I my sour husband, my hard-hearted lord, 
'I’hat sett’st the word itself again.st tho 
word! 

Speak, pardon, as ’t is cun*ent in our land 1 
The chopping French -wo do not understand. 
Thine eye begins to sj>eak, .set thy tongue 
there, ( 

Or in thy piteous heart plant thou thine ear, 
'J'hat hearing how our plaints and prayers ^do 
pierce, 

Pity may move thee pardon to rehearse. 

Boling. Good aunt, stand up. 

Ouch. I do not sue to stand : 

Pardon is all the suit I have in hand.^ i.w 

Bolhig. I pardon him, as God shall pardon 
me. 

Ouch. O happy vantage of a kneeling 
knee ! 

Yet am I sick for fear : speak it again ; 

Twice saying pardon doth not pardon twain, 
But makes one pardon strong. 

Boling. With all my heart 

I pardon him. 

Ouch. A god on earth tKou art. 

Boling. But for our trusty brother-in-law, 
and tho abbot. 

With all the rest of that consorted crew, 
Destruction straight shall dc^ them at the 
heels. 

Good uncle, help to order several powers m 
To Oxford, otf- where’er these traitors are : 
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They shall not live within this worU, I 
sweaT ; 

'But I will have them, if I once know whore. 

Uncle, farewell, — and cousin too, adieu : 

Your mother well hath pray’d, and prove you 
.true, 

DttcL Come, my old son : I pray God make 
thee new. [/Cxetmt. 


SCKXK XV. 

jSnier >Sir Pierce o/ Kxton aiid a Servant. 

Exton. Didst thou not mark the king, what 
words he spake ? 

“ Have I no friend will i*id me of this living 
• fear?” 

Was it 'not so I 

Serv. Tliose were his very words. 

Eadon. “Have I no friend?” quoth he : 
he spake it twice. 

And urg’d it twice togother| did he not ? 

Serv. He did. 

Exton. And, speaking it, he wistly look’d 
. on me. 

As who should .say, — I would ilmu wert the 
man 

That would divorce this terror from my 
heart, 

Meaning the king at Pomfret. Como, let ’s 
go : 10 

I am the king’s friend, and Avill rid his foe. 

f Eicetmt. 


Scene — ■Pomfi'ot. The Dungeon of the 

Castle. 

” Enter Kimj Richard. 

K. Rioh. I have been .studying how I may 
com})are 

This prison, where I live, unto the world : 
And for because the world is jxipulous. 

And here is not a creature but myself, 

1 cannot do it ; yet I ’ll hammer it out. 

My brain I ’ll prove the female to my soul ; 
My soul, the father : and these two begot 
A generation of still-breeding thoughts. 

And these same thoughts people this little 
world. 

In humours like the people of this world, lo 
For no thought is contented. Tlie better sort. 
As thoughts of things divine, a,ve intermix’d 
With scruples, and do set the Vord itself 
Against the word : 


As thus, — “Come, little ones;” and then 
again, — 

“ It is as hard to come, as for a camel 
To thread the postern of a needle’s eye.” 
Thoughts tending to ambition, they do plot 
Unlikely wondei-s ; how these vain weak 
nails 

May tear a passage through the flinty ribs *o 
Of this hard world, my ragged prison walls ; ‘ 
And, for they cannot, die in their own pride. 
Thoughts finding to content flatter them* 
selves. 

That they are not the first of fortune’s slaves. 
Nor shall not bo the last ; like silly beggars, 
Who, sitting in the stocks, ixjfugo theii 
shame, 

That many have, and others must sit there : 
An<l in this thought they find a kind of ^ase. 
Bearing their own misfortune on the back ^ 
Of such as have before endai’’d the like. »> 
Thus play I, in one j)erson, many jieople. 

And none cAntented : .sometimes am 1 king ; 
Then treason makes me wish myself a beggar, 
And so I am : then, crushing penury 
Persuades me i. was better wheu a king ; 

I Then am I king’d again ; and, by-and-by, 
Think that I am unking’d by Bolingbroke, 
And stiaight am nothing. — But whate’er I 
am. 

Nor I, nor any man, that but man is, 

With nothing shall be pleas’d till he be cas’d 
With being nothing. — [il/wsic.] Music do I- 
hear 1 o 

Ha, ha ! keep time. — How sour swwt music 

is, 

When time is broke, .and no proportion kept ! 
So is it in the music of men’s lives. 

And here have; I the daintiness of car. 

To check time broke in a disorder’d string ; 
But, for the concord of my state and time, 

Had not an ear to hear my true time broke. 

I w’asted time, and now doth time waste me ; 
For now hath time made me his numberii^ 
clock : 00 

My thoughts axe minutes, and with sighs they 
jar 

Their watches on unto mine eyes, the outward 
watch, 

Wliex’eto my finger, like a dial’s point. 

Is pointing still, in cleansing them fx’om tears. 
Now, sir, the sound, that tells what hour it 
Ls, 

Are clamorous gioans, that strike upon my 
heax't, 

Which is the bell : so sighs, and tears, and 
gx'oans, 

Show minutes, times, and hours; but my 
time 


m 



Act V. 


SOKNE VI. 
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Runs posting on iu Bolingbt*oke’8 proud joy, 
While I stand fooling here, his Jack o’ the 
clock. 

This music mads me : let it sound no mon; : 
For though it hath holp ma<lmcn to tlieir 
wits, 

In me, it seems, it will make wis<! men imui 
VTet blessing on his heaii> that giv<;8 it me ) 

* For ’t is a sign of love, and love to Richard 
Is a stninge brooch in this all-hating world. 

(rrootti. 

(rroonu Hail, royal prince ! 

K. Jiich. Thanks, noble po<‘r ; 

The cheapest of ns is ten groats too dear. 
What art thou 1 and how comcst thou hitjicr. 
Whew no man never comes, but that sad 
n dog 

l^at biings me food to make misfortune live / 
Groom. 1 was a j)oor groom of thy stable, 
king, 

When thou wert king ; wlio, tit..velling to- 
Avaaxls York, • 

With much ado, at length have gotten leave 
To look u])on my .som<?times ^'oyal master’s 
face. 

O ! how it yearn’d my heart, when I beheld 
In London streets that coi'onation day. 

When Rolingbroke rcale on rojni Barbary I 
That horse that thou so often Imst l)esti’id. 
That horse that I so carefully have <lress’d ! 

' £. Jtich. Rode he on Barbary ? Tel! ini*, 
gentle friend, '•i 

How went he under him ? 

Gro&m. So proudly, as if he disdain'd the 
ground. 

K. Jtich. So proud that Bolingbroke was 
on his bjick ' 

That jade hath oat brejul from rny royal 
}ian<l ; 

This hand hath made him protid with clapping 
him. 

Would he not stumble ? would ho not fall 
down 

(Since pride must have a fall), and break the 
neck 

Of that proud man that did usurp his back ? 
Forgiveness, horse ! why do I rail on thee, oo 
Sipce thou, created to be aw’d by man, 

Wast born to bwir ? I was not made a 
horse ; • 

And yet I bear a burden like an ass, 
Spur-gall’d, and tir’d, by jauncing Boling- 
broke. 

Enter Keeper, with a ditih. 

Keep. [To the G-room.] Fellow, give place, 
here is no longer stay. 


K. Rich. If thou love me, ’t is time thovi 
wert away. ’ 

Groom. What my tongue dares not, that 
my heart sliall say. [Exit. 

Keep. My lord, will ’t please you to fall 
to? , 

K. Rich. Taste of it first, as thou art wont 
* to do. ‘ 

Keep. My lord, I dare not : Sii’ Pierce of 
Exton, who lately came from the king, com- 
mands the contrary.’ 

A". Rich. The devil take Henry of Lan- 
.. castor, and thee ! i<tt 

PsRicnod is stale, and I am Aweary of it. 

[iStrikee the Keeper.. 

Keep. Help, help, hclj» ! 

f 

Enter Sir PiEROF. a/’Exton, and Servants, 
armed. * 

K. Rich. How now ! what moans death in 
tliis rude assaiilt ? 

Villain, thine own hand yields thy death’s 
instrument. 

[Snatching a. weapon, and killing oitc. 
(Jo thou, and fill another i*oom in hell. 

[J/e kills another : Exton strikes him 
* down. 

That hand shall burn in never-quenching fire. 
That .staggers thus my person. — Exton, thy 
fierce hand 

Hath with the king's bloo<l stain’d the king’s 
own laud. 

Mount, mount, my soul ! thy seat is up on 
high, 

Whilst my gross Hesli siiiks downward, here 
to die. [Dies, 

Exton. As full of valour as of royal blood : 
Both have I spilt ; O, would the deed were 
good ! 

For now the devil, that told me I did well. 
Says that this deed is chronicled iu beK. 

This dejwl king to the living king 1 ’ll bear. — 
Take lienee the rest, and give them burial 
here. [Eaxnmt. 

Scene VI. — Windsor. An Apartment iu the 
Castle. 

Flmvrish. Enter Bolinobrokb and York, 
witlaJjords and Atte'iuhi'tds. 

Boling. Kind uncle York, the latest news 
we hear 

Is, that the rebels have consum’d with fire 
Our town of Cicester in Olostershire ; 

But whether tliey be ta’en, or - slain, we hear 
not ‘ . 
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Ender Northi'Mbkrland. 

Wtrfcome, my lord. What i.s the news ? 

North. First, to thy sacred state wish I all 
happiness. . 

“The next news is, — I have to London sent 
■The heads of Salisbury, Spencer, Blunt, and 
Kent. 

The manner of their taking may appear 
At large discoursed in this jiaper here. u> 

\l*rpj»mti7i^ a paper. 

Bolmg. We thank tin , gentle Percy, for 
tJiy pains. 

And to thy woi’th 'will add right worthy 
gains. 

Enter Fitkwatkr. 

My lord, I ]^a^'e from Oxfoitl sent to 
London 

The heads of Bixscas and Sir Bejuiet Seely, 
Two of the dangerous consorted traitors. 

That sought at- Oxford thy dire overthrow. 

Boling. Thy pains, Fitewater, shall not l)e 
forgot ; 

Right noble is thy merit, well I wot. 

Enter Percy, v:ith the. /tlshop o/’C.\rlisle. 

Percy. The grand eon.spirator. Abbot of 
Westmiitstei', 

With clog of conscience an<l .sour melancholy. 
Hath yielded up his l)ody to the gntve 2 t 
But here is Carlisle living, to abide 
Thy kingly doom, and .s(>nteuco of his pride. 

Boling. Carlisle, this is your dt)Oui : — 
Choose out some secret place, some reverend 
room, 

More tlian thou host, and witli it joy thy 

lif^: 


1 Ho, as thou llv’st in peace, die free fram 
' strife : 

For though mine enemy thou hast ever been^ 
High sparks of honour in thee have I seen. 

I Aai«rFxTON, with Atte admits bearing o- coffin. 

Extou. Great king, within this coffin I 
present » 

Thy buried fear ; herein all breathless lies 
The mightiest -of thy greatest enemies, 

Richard of Bordeaux, by me luther brought. ' 

Boling. Kxtou, I thank thee not ; for thou 
hast wrought 

A deed of slander, with thy fatal hand, 

Uj)on my head and all this famous laud. 

ExUyn. From your own movith, my lord, 
did I this dee«l. 

Boling. They love not poison that do ixJlscS*— • 
need, 

Nt»r <lo I thee : though I did wish him dead. 

1 hate the murdei'er, love him murdered. ♦* 
The guilt oi conscience tahe thou for thy 
lal)our, 

But neither xy^ good word, nor princely 
favo\ir ; 

With Cain go wander through the shades of 
night, 

And never sliow thy head by day nor light. — 
Lords, I protest, my soul i.s full of woe. 

That bloorl should sprinkle me to make me 
grow : 

Come, mourn with me for t,hat I do lament, 

Aiul put on sullen blac*k, incontinent. 

I ’ll make a voyage to the Holy Land, 

To wash this blood off from my guilty hand. 
March sadly after ; grace my mournings 
here, oi 

In w'eeping after this untimely bier. \Exeunt. 
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Kimf. 


SCENE . — England. 


ACT L 


Scene I. — London. An Ajmrtincnt in the 
Palace. 

Ent^r King Hbnr^ We.stmorkland, Sir 
Walter Blunt, and others. 

. K. Hen. So shaken as we are, so wan with 
care, 

Find we a time for frighted peace to pant, 
And breathe short-winded accents of new 
broils 

To be commenc’d in .stronds afar remote. 

Ho more the thirsty entrance of this soil 
Shall daub her lips with her own children’s 
blood ; 

No more shall trenching war channel her 
fields, 

Nor bruise her flowerets with the amed 
hoofs 

Of hostile paces : those opposed eyes, 

Which, like the meteors of a treubled heaven, 
All of one nature, of one substance bred, n 
Did lately meet in the intestine shock 
And furious close of civil butchery, 

Shall now, in mutual, well-beseeming ranks, 
March all one way, and be no more oppos’d 
Against acquaintance, kindred, and allies ; 

The edge of war, like an ill-sheathed knife. 

No more shall cut his master. Therefore, | 
friends, 


«• 

I As far as to the sepulchre of Chiist, 

! (Whose soldier now, under whose blessed 
j cross ai 

j We aixj impressed and engag’d to flght,) 

' Forthwith a ]X)wer of English shall we levy, 
Whose arms were moulded in their mother's’ 
womb 

To chase these pagans, in those holy fields. 
Over whose acres walk’d those blessed feet, 
Which, fourteen hundred year’s ago, were 
nail’d 

For our advantage on the bitter croa.. 

But this our purpose is a twelvemonth old. 
And bootless ’t is to tell you, we will go : 
Therefore we meet not now. — ^Then, let me 
hear » 

Of you, my gentle cousin Westmor’eland, 
What yesternight our council did decree, 

In forwarding this dear expedience. 

West. My liege, this haste was hot in 
question. 

And many limits of the charge set down 
But yester^right ; when, all athwart, there 
came 

A post from Wales loaden with heavy 
news ; 

Whose worst was, tlrat the noble Mortimer, 
Leading the 'men of Herefordshire to fight 
Against the ■iri’egular and wild Glendower, 40 
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Was by the nide hands of that . Welshinau 
taken, 

A thousand of his j>eople butchered ; 

Upon, whose dead corse there was such mis- 
use, 

£$uch beastly, shameless transformation. 

By those Welshwomen done, as may not bo 
Without much shame re-told or sjwken of. 

K. Hen. It seems then, that the tidings of 
this broil 

Brake off our business f the Holy Land. 
H'est. This match’d with other like, my 
gi'acioxis lord ; 

For more uneven and unwelcome news so 
Came from the nortli, and thus it did rejjort : 
On Holy-rood day, the gallant Hotspur there, 
Young Harry Percy, and brave Archibald, 
That ever-valiant and approved Scot, 

At Ilolmedon met, 

Where they did spend a sad and bloody hour, 
As by discharge of their artillery. 

And shape of likelihood, tlio news was told ; 
For he that brought thein, in the very heat 
And pride of their contention did take horse, 
Uncertain of the issue any way. ai 

A. Heji. Here is a dear and true-industrious 
friend, 

Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted flora his honse, 
Stain’d with the variation of each soil 
Betwixt that Holmedon and this seat of ours ; 
And he hath brought us smooth and welcome 
news. 

The Earl of Douglas is <liscomfitetl ; 

Ten thousand bold Scots, two-and-twcnty 
knights, 

Balk’d in their own blood, did Sir Walter .see 
On Holm^don’s plains : of prisoners, Hotspur 
took 70 

Mordjike the Earl of Fife, and eldest sou 
To beaten Douglas, and the Earl of Athol, 

Of Murray, Angus, and Menteitb, 

And is not this an honourable spoil ? 

A gallant prize ?• ha, cousin, is it not 'f 
IF ist. In faith. 

It is a conquest for a prince to boast of. 
iST. Hsn. Yea, there thou mak’st me sad, 
and mak’st me sin 

In envy that my Lord Northumberland 
Should be the father of so blest a son : so 

A son, who is the theme of honour’s tongue ; 
Amongst a grove the very stmightest plant ; 
Who is, sweet Fortune’s minion, and her 
pride : 

Whilst I, by looking on the praise of him, 

See riot and dishonour stain the brow 
Of my young Hany. O ! thd!t it could, be 
prov’d. 

That some night-tripping fairy hod exchang’d I 

P IS 


I 

I Tu cradle-clothes our children where they lay. 
And call’d mine Perey, his Plantagenot ! 
Then would I have his Harry, and he mine. «* 
But let him from my thoughts. — What think 
you, coz, 

Of this young Peivy’s pride ? the prisonera, 
Which he in this adventure hath jjurpris’d. 

To his own use ho keeps, and stmds me woid, 
I shall have none but Mordako Earl of Fife. 
IFest. Tfiis is his uncle’s teaching, this is 
Worcester, 

Malevolent to you in all Jispccis ; 

Which makes him prune himself, and bristleup 
The crest of youth against your dignity. 

A', lien. But I have sent for him to 
answer this ; loo 

And, for this cause, awhile wo must neglect 
Our holy purj)08e to Jerusalem. 

Cousin, on Wednesday next our council we 
Will hold at Windsor : so inform the lords; 
But come yeunself with speed to us again; 
For more is t3 bfi said, and to be done. 

Than out of anger can be uttered. 

Went. I willf my liege. ^Exeunt, 


Scene li. — The Same. Another A|>artment 
in the Palace. 

Enter Hknrv, Prince of Wales, and Falstaff. 

Fal. Now, Hal, what time of day is it, lad ? 
P. lien. I'hou art so fat-witte<l, with drink- 
ing of old sa(;k, and unbuttoning thee after 
supper, and sleeping upon bencbes after noon, 
that thou hast forgotten to demand that tnily,, 
which thou wouldst truly know. What a 
devil hast thou to do with the time of the 
thiy 1 unless hours were cups of sack, and 
minutes capons, and clocks the tongues of 
bawd.s, and dials the signs of leaping-houses, 
and the blesseil sun himself a fair hot wench 
iji flaine-colour’d taffeta, I see no reason why 
thou shouldst be so superfluous to demand' 
the time of the day. ■ i» 

Fal. Tndeetl, you come near me, now, Hal ; 
for we, that take purees, go by the moon and , 
the seven stars, and not by Phoebus, — he, 
“ that wandering knight ho fair.” And, 1 
pr’ythee, sweet wag, when thou art king, — . 
as, God save thy grace — majesty, I should 
.say, for grace thou wilt have none, — 

P. Hen. What! none? 

Ftil. No, by my troth ; not so much as will 
serve to bo prologue to an egg and butter. *t 
P. lTe^\. Well, how then^ come loundly, , 
roiindly. 

Fak Marry, then, sweet wag, when tliou 
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art king, let not us, that arc squires of the 
night’s body, be called thieves of the day’s 
b^uty : let us be Diana’s foresters, gentlemen 
of the shade, minions of the moon; and let 
men say, we be men of good government, 
being governed as the sea is, by our noble 
and chaste mistress the moon, un<ler whose 
countenance we steal. » 

P. Hm. Thou say’st well, and it holds well, 
too ; for the fortune of us, that are the moon’s 
men, doth ebb and flow like the sea, being 
governetl as the sea is, by the moon. As for 
proof now : a purse of gold most re.soluteIy 
snatched on Monday night, and most disso- 
lutely spent on Tuesday morning ; got vdth 
swearing — ^lay by ; an<l .spent with crying — 
bring in ; now, in as low an ebb as the foot 
of the ladder, and, by-aud-by, in as high a 
flow as the ri<lge of the gallows. w 

Fal. By the Ijord, thou say’st true, lad. 
And is not my hostcas of the ta>^ern a most 
sweet wench ? 

P. Jim. As the honey of Hybla, my old 
lad of the cjistle. And is ixot a buff jerkin a 
most sweet robe of diirance ? 

Fah How now, how now, mad wag J what 
in thy quips, and thy cpiiddities? what a 
plague have I to do with a buff’ jerkin H 
P. Hen. Why, what a pox have 1 to do 
with my hostess of the tavern ? 

Fed. Well, thou hast called her Ui a reckon- 
ing many a time and oft. 

P. Hen, Did I ever call for thee to pay thy 
pai^t ? 

Fal. No ; I ’ll give thee thy due, thou hast 
paid all there, 

P. Hen. Yea, and elsewhere, so far as my 
coin would stretch ; and, where it would not, 

I have used my credit. 

Fal. Yea, and so u.sed it, that were it not 
here apparent that thou art heir-apjMirent, — 
But, 1 pr’ythee, sweet wag, shall there be 
gallows standing in England when thou art 
king, and resolution thus fobbed, as it is, with 
the rusty curb of old father Antick the law ? 
Do not thou, when thou art a king, hang a 
thief. 

P. Hen. No ; thou shalt. 

Fal. Shall 1 1 O rare ! By the Lonl, I ’ll 
be a brave judge. 

P. //r». Thou judgest false already : I 
mean, thou shalt have the hanging of tho 
thieves, and so become a rare hangman. n 
Fed Well, Hal, well; and in some .sort it 
jumps with my humour, as well as waiting in 
the court, I can tell you. 

P. Hen. For obtaining of suits ? 

Fal, Yosi, for obtaining of sxiits, whereof 


the hangman hath no lean wai'drobe. ’Sblood, 
1 am as melancholy as agib cat, ora higged bear» 
I\ Hen. Or an old lion, or a lover’s lute. ’ 
Fal. Yea, or the drone of a Lincolnshiro 
bagpipe. 

P. Hen. What say'st thou to a liare, or tlie- 
melancholy of Moor-ditch ? 

Fal. Thou hast tho most unsavoury similes,, 
and art, indeed, the most comparative, ras- 
calliest, — sweet young prince. — But, Hal, I 
j)r’yihee, trouble me no more with vanity. 1 
would to Goil, thou and I knew where a com- 
modity of good names were to be bought. An, 
old lord of the council rated me the other day 
in the street about you, sir; but I marked! 
him not : and yet he talked very wisely ; but 
I regarded him not : aixl yet he talked wisely, 
and in the street too. o» 

P. Hen. Thou didst well ; for wisdom cries 
out in the streets, and no man regards it. 

Fal. O ! thou hast damnable iteration, and? 
art, indeed, able to corrupt a saint, lliou. 
hast done much harm ujHin me, Hal ; — God 
forgive thee for it. Before I knew thee, Hal,. 
T knew nothing ; and now am I, if a marr 
should s])eak tnily, little better than one of 
the wicked. I must give over this life, and 
I will give it over ; by the Ijonl, an I do not, 

I am a villain : I ’ll be damnetl for never a 
king’s son in Ohristemlom. 

P. Hen. Whera shall we take a purse to- 
morrow, .Jack ? MB 

Fal. ’Zounds ! where thou wilt, lad, I ’ll; 
make one ; an I do not, call me villain, and. 
l>affle me. 

P. Hen. I see a good amendment of life itt 
thee ; from praying to purae-taking.. 

Enter Poms, at a distance. 

Fal. Why, Hal, ’t is my vocation^ Hal : 

’t is no sin for a man to labour in his voca- 
tion. Poins ! — Now shall we know if Gads- 
hill have set a match. — O ! if men were to be* 
saved by merit, what hole in hell wcto hot. 
enough for him ? This is the most omnipo- 
tent villain, that ever cried, “ Stand ! ” to a. 
true man. 

P. Hen. Good morrow, Ned. 

Poins. Good morrow, sweet Hal. — Wha.t 
.says Monsieur Remorse ? What says Sir 
John Sack-atid-Sugar ? Jack, how agrees the 
Jevil and thee about thy soul, that thou 
soldest him on Good Friday last, for a cup of 
Madeira, and a cold capon’s leg ? 

P, /few.. Sir John stands to his word : the- 
devil shall haVe his bargain, for he was never 
yet a breaker ‘of proverbs ; he will give the* 
devil his due. 
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Foins. Then art thou damned for keeping 
thy word with the devil. 

. P; ffen. Else he had been damned for 
tiozening the devil. , 

PoWA But, my lads, my lads, tomorrow 
rooming, by four o’clock, early at Gadshill. 
'There are pilgi'ims going to Canterbury with 
licli offerings, and traders riding to London 
with fat purses : I have visors for you all, 
you have horses for yourselves. Gadshill lies 
to-night in Rochester ; 1 have bespoke supper 
to-morrow night in Eastcheap ; we may do it 
as secure as sleep. If you will go, 1 will stuff* 
your purses full of crowms ; if you will not, 
tarry at home, and be hanged. 

Fal. Hear ye, Yedw’ard : if I tarry at 
itome, and go not, I ’ll hang you for going. 

Foim. You will, chojKS 1 

FdL Hal, wilt thou make one? 

F. Hen. Who, I mb? I a thief ? not I, by 
roy faith. 

Fal. There ’s neither honesty, manhoo<], 
jior good fellowship in thee, nor thou cams! 
not of the blood loyal, if thou darest not stand 
for ten shillings. 

F. Hen. W(ill then, once in my days, I ’ll 
be a madcap, 

Fal. Why, that ’s well said. 

F. Hen, Well, come what will, I ’ll tarry 
at home, 

Fal, By the Lord, I ’ll Iw a tiuitor then, 
when thou art king. iso 

F. Hen. I ©ire not. 

Foins. Sir John, 1 pr’ythoe, lea\'o the 
prince and me alone : I will lay him down 
■such reasons for this adventuix*, that he 
■shall go. • 

Fal. Well, God give thee the spirit of per- 
ssuasion, and him the ears of profiting, that 
what thou speakest may move, and what he 
■hears may be believed, that the true prince 
roay (for recreation sake) prove a false thief ; 
"for the poor abuses of the time want counte- 
nance. Farewell : you shall find me in East- 
•cheap. 160 

P. Hen. Farewell, tlie latter spring ! Fare- 
well, All-halown summer ! \Fxit Falstaff. 

^ Foim. 1^0 w, my good sweet honey lord, 
ride with us to-morrow: I have a jest to exe- 
cute, that I cannot manage alone. FalstaflT, 
Bardolph, Peto, and Gadshill, sh^ll rob thase 
men that we liave already waylaid ^ yourself 
and I will not be tiiere ; and when they have 
ihe, booty, if you and I do not rob them, out 
this head off from my shoulder^ 

P, Hen. But how shall we part with them 
in setting fortli ? * m 

Foim. Why, we will set forth before or 

lai 


after them, and appoint them a place of meet- 
ing, wherein it is at our pleasure to fail ; and 
then will they adventure upon the exploit 
themselves, which they shall have no sooner 
achieved, but we ’ll set upon them. 

P. Hen. Yea, but ’t is like that they will 
know us by our hoi-ses, by our habits, and by 
every other appointment, to lie ourselves. 

Foim. Tjit ! our horses they shall not see, 
I ’ll tie them in the wood ; our vLsors we will 
change, after we leave theia ; and, sirrah, I 
have cases of buckram for the nonce, to im- 
mask our noted outward garment.s. 

P. Hen, Yea, but I doubt they will bc‘ too 
liari for us. 

Foins. Well, for two of them, I know them 
to bo as true-bred cowards as over 
back; and for the third, if he fight longer 
than ho sees reason, I ’ll forswear arms. The 
virtue of this jest will be, the incomprehensible 
lies that thiS same fat rogue will tell us, when 
we meet at supper : liow thirty ‘at least he 
fought with : what wards, what blows, what, 
extremities he*eudurod : and in the reproof 
of this lies the jest 

P. Hen. Well, I ’ll go with thee : provide 
us all things necessary, and meet me to- 
moiTow night in Eastcheap, there I ’ll sup. 
Farewell. 

Foim. Farewell, my lord. [Eait. 

I\ Hen. I know you all, and will awhile 
ii])hold 

The unyok’d humour of your idleries.s. »»> 
Yet herein will I imitate the sun. 

Who doth pennit the base contiigious clouds 
To smother up his beauty from the world. 
That when he plea.se again to be himself. 
Being wanted, he may be moi*c wonder’d at, 
By i>reakii)g througli the foul and ugly 
mists 

Of va|x)urs, that did seem to strangle him. 

If all the year were playing holidays, 

To sport would be as tedious ns to work : 

But when they seldom come, they wish’d-for 
come, *w 

And nothing pleasoth but rare accidents. 

So, when this loose behaviour I throw off’, 

And pay the debt I never promised. 

By how much better tlmn my word I am. 

By so much shall I falsify men’s hopes ; 

And, like bright metal on a sullen ground, 

My reformation, glittering o’er my fault, 

Shall show more goodly, and attract more 
eyes 

Than that which liath no foil to set it off. 

I ’ll so offend, to make offence a skill ; on 
Redeeming time, when men think least I wilL 

[EmL 
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Scene 7 1 f.- -TIio Silnu*. Another Apartment 
in t})«> Palace. 

Eulfif King Hexjiv, NoRTur!MBEUL.\ND, 

WoucESTicB, Hotspur, (S’oAValteu Brunt, 

and others. 

K. /fen. My bloo<l hath been too cold and 
temperate, 

Unapt to stir at these indigniti<iE, 

And you liave found me ; for, aciyirdingly. 
You treail upon my patience : but, be .sure, 

1 will .from henceforth rather be invsclf, 
Mighty, and to be fear’d, than my couditu>n. 
Which hatli been smooth as oil, soft as yotiiig 
down, 

And' therefore lo.st that titUs of rosj)oct, 
•‘•^'V’iiich the proud soul ne’er pays l)ut to the 
proud. 

War. Our house, my sovereign li<‘ge, little 
df^serves i» 

The scourge of grcatne.s,s to lx; iisixl on it ; 
And that same greatness too which our own 
hands 

Have help to make so portly. 

North. My lord, — 

K. Iftm. Worcestor, get thee gone ; for 1 
do see 

Danger and disobedience in thim‘ eve. 

O, sir, your pre.scnce is too bold and peremj)- 
tory, 

And majesty might never yet endure 
The moody frontier of a sei-vant brow. 

You have good leave to leave us ; wh(*n we 
need •-"> 

Your use and counsel, we shall send for 
you. — [Exit WoKc’ESTHit. 

[To Northumberland.] You were about to 
speak. 

North. Yea, my good lord. 

Those prisoners in your highness’ name de- 
manded, i 

Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon took, j 
Were, as he say.s, not with such strength 
denied 

As was deliver’d to your majesty ; 

Either envy, therefore, or misprision j 

Is g^iilty of this faidt, and not my son. I 

Hot. My liege, I did deny no prLsoiiei’s; j 
But, I remember, when the fight was done, w> ; 
When I was dry with rage and exti'eme toil, j 
Bimthiess and faint, leaning uix>n my swoi'd, i 
Came there a certain loitl, neat and trimly i 
dress’d, 

Fresh as a bridegroom; and his chin, new : 
reap’d, 

Show’d like a stubble-land at harvest-home. 

•He was perfum^l like a milliner, 

And ’tw'ixt his finger and his thumb he held 


A potincet-box, which ever and anon 
He gave Ids nose, and took ’t away again; 
Who, therewith angry, when it next .came 
there, 

Took it in snuff: — and still he smil’d and 
talk’d ; 

.•Vntl, as the soldiei’s bore dead bodies by. 

He call’d them untaught kuave.s, unmannerly, 
To bring a slovenly unhandsome corse 
Betwixt the wind and his nobility. 

With many holiday and latly terms 
Ho qiicjstion’d me ; among the rest, demanded 
My prisoners, in your maje.sty’s behalf. 

1 then, all smarting, with my wounds being 
cold, 

To be so [jester'd with a [)opinjay, m 

Out of my grief and my impatience 
Answer’d ncglo(jtingly, I know not what. 

He should, or ho should not ; for he madtv 
me mad. 

To .see luni shine so brisk, and .smell so sweet, 
And talk so like a ’waiting-gentlewoman 
t)f guns, and drums, and wounds, God sa\'ii 
the mark ! 

And telling me, the sovereign’ st thing on 
earth 

Was parma(uty for an inw'ard bruise : 

And that it was great pity, so it was. 

That villainou.s saltpetre .shouhl Ije digg’d C(>. 
Out of the bowels of the hai’udess earth. 
Which many a good -tall fellow had destroy’d 
So cowardly ; ami, but for these vile guns, 

He wotdd himself have been a soldier. . 

'fills bald unjointod chat of hi.s, my lord, 

I answer’d indirectly, as 1 .sjxid ; 

And, I be.seech you, let uot his report 
Oorno current for an accusation, 

Betwixt my love and your high majesty. 

/Hunt. I’he circumstance consider’d, go<xl 
my lord, 7 « 

Whatever HaiTy Percy then had said 
To such a person, and in such a place, 

At such a time, with all the rest le-toldy 
May reasonably die, and never rise . 

To do him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he said, so he unsay it now. , 

K. Hen. Why, yet he doth deny . his 
prisoners. 

But with px’ovi.so, and exception. 

That we, »^t our own charge, shall ransom 
straight 

His brother-in-law, the foolish Mortimer ; »> 

Who, on my soul, hath wilfully betray’d 
The lives of those that he did lead, to fight • 
Against the^ great magician, damn’d .Glefii- 
. dower. 

Whose dau^ter, as - we hear, the Earl of 
March . - 
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Hath lately inamcil. Hhall oiir coffers then 
Be emptied to redeem a tmitor home 1 
Shall we buy treason, and indent with fears, 
When they have lost and forfeited them 
selves 1 

No, on the ban'en mountains let him starve ; 
For I shall never hold that man my friend, » 
Whose tongue shall ask me for one j)etmy cos 
To ransom home revolted Mortimer. 

I/ot. Revolted Mortimer ! 

He never did fall off, m’ sovereign liege, 

But by the chance of wan: to prove that 
true, ' 

Needs no more but one tongue for all those 
wounds, 

Those moutlied wounds, which valiantly he 
took. 

When on the gentle Severn’s sedgy bank. 

In single opposition, hand to hand. 

He did confomul the best part of an hour 
In changing hardiment with great Glendower. 
Thi’ee times they breath’d, and three times 
did they drink, 

Upon ag>*e<iment, of swift Severn’s flood, 

Who then, affrighted with their bloody looks, 
Ran fearfully among the ti^mbling I’eeds, 
And hid his crisp head in the hollow bank 
Blood-stained with these valiant combatants. 
Never did base and rotten policy 
Colour her working with such deadly wounds ; 
Nor never could the noble Mortimer no 

Receive so many, and all willingly : 

Then let him not be slander’d with revolt. 

A’’. Hen. Thou tiost b<}lie him, Percy, thou 
dost belie him : 

He never did encounter with Glendower. 

I tell ih^. 

He durst as well have met the devil alone, 

As Owen Glendower for an enemy. 

Art thou not asham’d? But, sirrah, hence- 
forth 

Let me not heai* you S])eak of Mortimer. 

Send me your prisoners with the speediest 
means, m 

Or you shall hear in such a kind from me 
As will displease you. — My Lord Northum- 
berland, . • 

We license your departure with your son. — 
Send us your prisoners, or you ’ll hear of it. 
\EQeeurd King Henrv, Blunt, and Train. 
Hot. And if the devil come kind roar for 
them, 

I will not ^nd thenL' — I will after straight. 
And tell him so ; for I will ease my heart, 
Although it be with hazard of my head. 

North. What ! drunk with choler % stay, 

. . and pause awhile ; , 

Here comes your uncle. 


Re-enter WoRfJESTE.s. 

Hot. Speak of IVJortirner ! lai 

'Zoumls ! 1 will sjjcak of him ; .and let my 
soul 

Want mercy, if I do not join with him : , 

In his behalf, 1 ’ll cnjpty all these veins, 

An<l shed my dear hlo(.Hl dixtp by tirop i’ tlie 
(lust. 

But I will 4ift the dowu-irod Mortimer 
As high i’ the air as this unthankful king. 

As this ingrate and canker’d Bolingbroke. 
Not'th. [7b WoROKSTKR.] Brother, th»j 
king hath made your lu^phew mad. 
Wor. Wlio struck this heat up .'ifter I was 
gone '? 

/fot. Ho will, forsooth, have all my 
prisoners ; 

And when I urg’d the ratisom once again 
Of my wife’s brother, then his check look’d 
pale^ 

And on my ftiee he turn’d an ey<; of death. 
Trembling even at the nanui of Mortimer. 

Wor. I canpot blame him. Was be not 
j)roclaim’d 

By Ricliard, that dead is, llie, next of blood ? 

North. He was ; I heard the proclamation : 
And tlien it was, when the unhapj>y king 
(Whoso wrongs in us God pardon !) did set 
forth 

Upon his Irish expedition ; iao 

From whence he, intercepted, did return 
To be depo.s’d, and shortly' murdered. 

Wor. And "for whose* d**atli, we in tJ»e 
world’s wide mouth 
Ijive scandalis’d, .and foully sj)ok<'n of. 

Hot. But, .soft ! 1 pray' you, did King 
Richard then 

Proclaim niy brother Edmund Mortimer 
Heir to the crown ? 

North. He did : myself did hear it. 

Hot. Nay, then I cann<jt blame his cousin 
king, 

'That w’ish’d him on the barren mountains 
starve. 

But .shall it be that you, tli.at set the crown 
Upon the head of this forgetful man, i«i 
And for his sake wear the detested blot 
Of murd’rous subornation, shall it be, 

That you a world of curses undergo, 

Being the agents, or base second means, 

The cords, the ladder, or the hangman 
rather ? — 

0 ! pardon me, that I descend so low, 

To show the line and the. predicament, 
Wherein you range under tins subtle king. — 
Bhall it, for shame, be spoken in these days, 

Or fill up chronicles in time to come, uj 
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Timt wen of your nobility and power 
Did gage thorn both in an imjuBt behalf 
(As both of you, God pardon it ! have done), 
To put down Richard, that sweet lovely rose, 
/Liid plant this thorn, this canker, Boling- 
broke ? 

And shall it, in more shame, l.»e further 
spoken, 

'Phat you are fool’d, discarded, and shook off 
Bv him, for whom these shamei^ ve uuder- 
. wont ? 

No ! yet time serves, wherein you may 
retleem •«) 

Your banish’d honours, and restore youi'solves 
Into the good thoughts of the world agtiin : 
Revenge the jeering and tliadain’d <‘ontempt 
Oi^Jihis proud king, who studi<‘s day and 
night 

To answer all tho debt he owes to you. 

Even with tho bloody jiaymciit of \ our <}eaths. 
Therefore, I say, - -- 

irov. Peace, cousin I^ftay no mom 

And now T will unclasji a secret book. 

And to your (puck-conceiving discontents 
I ’ll read you matter deep and dangerous, no 
As full of peril and adventurous s})irit, 

As to oVi’-walk a current, roaring loud. 

On tbe unstcadfast footing of a spear. 

Jfotu If lie fall in, good niglit ! — or sink or 
swim : 

rtoud danger from the east nnto the west, 

So honour cross it from the north to south, 
And let them grapple ; — O ! the blooil mom 
stirs 

Tp rouse a lion than to start a liare. 

iVpr(/i: Imagination of some great exploit 
Drives him beyond the bounds of patience, suo 
/lot. By Heaven, mcthinks, it were an 
easy leap 

To pluck, bright honour from the pale-fac’d 
moon, 

Gr dive into the bottom of the deep, 

Where fathom-line could never touch the 
gi'ound, 

And pluck up drowned honour by the locks, 

8o he that doth redeem her thence might 
wear 

Without corrival all her dignities : 

But out upon this half-fac’d fellowship ! ' 

, iVor. lie apprehends a world of figures 
here, 

Btit' hot tlie form of what he should attond.-i- 
Good cousin, give me aiidience for a while, 211 
And list to me. 

ffot , I cry you mercy. 

Those same noble Scots,' 
That are yout prisoners, — 

Hot. I ’ll keep them all. ’ 


By God, he shall hot have a Scot of them : 
No, if a Scot wotild save his soul, he shall 
hot. 

I ’ll keep them, by this hand. 

Wor. * You start away, 

And lend no ear nuto my purposes. * 

Th>jse prisoners you shall keep. 

Hot. I will : that’s flat. 

He said, he would not ransom Mortimer; aa* 
Forbad my tongue to speak of Mortimer 
But I will find liim when he lies asleep, 

And in his ear I Ul holla — Mortimer ! • 

Nay,’ 

I ’ll have a starling shall be taught to speak 
Nothing but Mortimer, and give it him, 

To keep his auger still in motion. 

Wor. Hear you, cousin, a word. 

Hot. All studies here I solemnly defy, 

Save how to gall and pinch this Bolinghroke : 
And that same .swoitl-and-buckler Prince oi 
Wales, a»i 

But that T think his father loves him not, 
And would be glad he met with some mis- 
chance, 

1 would have liim poison’d with a pot of ale. 
Wor. Farewell, kinsman. I will talk to 
i you, 

When you are better temper’d to attend. 
Xorth. Why, wliat a wasp-stung and im- 
patient fool 

Art thou, to break into this woman's mood, 
Tying thiue ear to no tongue but thine own ! 
Hot. Why, look you, I am whipp’d and 
scouig’d with rods, sw 

Nettled, and .stung with pismires, when I 
hear 

Of this A'ile |)oIitician, Bolinghroke. 

In Richard's time, — what do yo ' call the 
place '{ — 

A plague upon ’t — it is in Glostershire ; — 

'T was wheie the madcap duke his undo 
kept, 

His uncle York,— where. I first bow’d my 
knee 

Unto this king of smiles, this Bolingbrok(‘, 
'Sblood ! . 

When you and he came back from Ravens- 
purg. 

North.. At Berkley Oastle,. *«< 

Hot. You say true. — 

Why, what candy deal of coui'tesy 
This fawning gi*eyhound then did proffer me ! 
Look, — “ when his infant fortune <5ame to 
age,’* . . 

And, — ^‘ gentle Harry Percy/’ — and,— t- “ kind 
cousin,’* 

O, the devil take sucli cossenera ! — ^God forgive 
me : 
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, .Good uncle,, tell your tale, for J have- done. 

Wor^ Nay, if you have not, to ’t again ; 

, We ’ll stay your leisure. 

/Jot. 1 have done, i’* faith. 

. Wor. Then oni:e moie to yonr Heottigh 
prisoners. ■ • 

Deliver them up witlu>vit< their ■ ransom 
straight, • 

And make the Douglas’ son' tour only mean 
Eor' powers in Scotland ; •whieh,i''for divers 
reasom^ • 

Which I shall send you • v ritten, be assur’d, 
Will easily be granted. — [^To Northuwbku- 
LAND.] — You, my loixl, . ! 

•Your son in Scotland being tJuvs employ y, 
Shall secretly into the lx)som ercep: 

Of that same noble prelate' well -.Iwdov’d, , 

The archbishop. 

IJot. Of York, is it not ? ' i' 

Wo'r. True ; . who bears, hard . 

Hia brother’s death at Bristol, the -Loi’d 
Sci'oop. , ■ ' 

I speak not this in estiimUion, ■ ' • • 

As what 1 think might be, but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted, an<l set down ; 

And only stays but to behold the face 
Of that occasion that shall bring it on. 

Jfot. 1 smell it : 

Ui)ou my life, it will do womli-o^is well. 
North. Before the game ’s afoot, tliou gtill 
lett’st slip. 2 «' 

Mot. Why, it cannot choose but be a noble 
plot. — 


And then the jwwer of Scotland and of 
Y ork, 

To join with Mortimer, ha ? 

Wor. And so th^' shall. 

Hot. In faith, it is exceedingly well aihi’d. 
Wor. And ’t is no little reason bids us 
.speed, 

To save our heads by raising of a head y ' 
For, bear oui’selves a.s even as we can, ’ 

The king w^l always think him in ‘our debt, 
And think wo think ourselves unsatisiied'l 
Till he hath found a time to pay us hoirie.' 
And SCO already how he doth begin 
'To make us stmngei's to his looks of lo\'e. 

Jfot. Ho does, he does : we ’ll be reveng’d 
on him. 

Wor. (’ousin, farewell. — No furth(*r go in 
this, ■ ' ■ • . 

Than I by letters shall direct your Coui’fie. 
When time is ripe (wliich will be sud<lenty); 

1 ’ll steal to Glemlower, and Lord Mm’fcinlev ;. 
Whei'e you ihad Douglas, and our powers at 
once, * ... 

As 1 will fasliion it, shall happily metd;;' ; 

To bear our Tortuncs in our own " sti*ong 
anns, • . • - 

Which now we hold at much uncertainty; 
North. Farewell, good brother r we shall 
thrive, I trust. 

Hot. Uncle, adieu.- -O! let the hours be 
* short, 

Till tiehls and blows and groans applaud' our. 
sport. [^Excuat. 


ACT 

Sf!ENE*T. — Rotdiester. An Inn Yard. 
Motor a Corriery with a laoteni i/i his /land. 

1 Car. Heigh-ho ! An ’t be not four by the 
day, I ’ll be hanged : Charles’ wain is over the 
new chimney, and yet our horse not packed. 
What, ostler ! 

Ostler. [TFtiAm.] Anon, anon. 

• 1 Citt-r. I pr’ythee, Tom, beat Cut's; .saddle, 
put a few flocks in the point; the’ l)oor jade 
is wrung in the withers out of all cess. 

Enter another Carrier. 

2 Car. Peas and beans are- as^ank here as 
a dog, and th|).t is the next way to - give poor 
jades the bots r tliis house is turned upside 
'down, since Robin ostler died. 

1 Car. Poor fellow ! never ,ipyed since the 
price of oats rose ; it was the death of him. 

• 2 Car. I think, this bo the ihost villainous 


II. 

house in all Ijondon road for fleas : 1 'am 
stung like a tenck 

1 Car. Like a tench ? by the mas.s, thei*e is 
ne’er a king in Christendom could be better 
bit than I have lieen since the first cock. •-•i 

2 Car. Why, they will allow u.s ne’^ir a 
jordan, and then ffo leak in your chimney ; 
and your chamber-lie breeds fleas like a 
loach. 

1 Car. What, ostler ! come away, and be 
hanged, come away. 

2 Car. I have a gammon of bacon, and 
two razes of ginger, to be delivered as far as 
Charing Cross. 

1 Car. 'Odsbody ! the turkeys in my pan- 
nier are quite starved. — What, ostler ! — 
plague on thee ! hast thoii never an eye in 
thy head 1 canst not hear ? An ’t were not 
as good a deed as drink, to break the pate of 
thee, I am a very, villain. Come, and be 
hanged : — hast no faith in thee t 
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EnU^ Gadshill. 

Gads, Good morrow, carriers. What 's 
o’clock ? 

■ 1 Car, I think it be two o’clock. 

Gads. I pr’ythee, lend me thy lantern, to 
see my gelding in the stable. 

1 Car. Nay, soft, I pray ye : I know a 
trick worth two of that, i’ faith. 

Gads. I pr’ythee, lend me thine. 

2 Car. Ay, when 1 canst tell 1 — Lend me 
thy lantern, quoth 'a? — marry, I ’ll set! thee 
hanged first. 

Gads. Sirrah carrier, what time do you 
mean to come to London 1 

2 Car. Time enough to go to bed with a 
candle, I warrant thee. — Come, neighbour 
, Mag s, we ’ll call up the gentlemen : they will 
along with company, for they have great 
charge. [Exemit Carriers. 

Gads. What, ho ! chamlterlain ! .w 

Cham. [Within.] At hand, quoth pick- 
purse. “ 

Gads. That ’s oven as fair as — at hand, 
quoth the chamberlain ; for * 1110 X 1 varieat no' 
mora from [>icking of purses, than giving 
direction doth from labouring : thou lay’st 
the plot how. 

Enter Chamberlain. 

Cham. Good morrow, Miuster Oadshiil. It 
holds current that I told you yesternight : 
there 's a franklin in the wild of Kent, hath 
brought three hundred marks with him in 
gold : I heanl him tell it to one of’ hus com- 
pany, last night at supper ; a kind of auditor ; 
one that hath abundance of charge too, God . 
knows what. Tliey ai*e up already, and call ' 
for eggs and butter : they will away presently. 

Gads. Sirrah, if they meet not with Saint 
Nicholas* clerks, I ’ll give thee this neck. 

Claim. No, I ’ll none of it : I pr’ythoe, 
keep that for the hangman ; for, I know, thou 
worshipp’st Saint Nicholas as truly as a man 
of falsehood may. 

Gads. What talkest thou to me of the 
hangman ? if I hang, I ’ll make a fat pair of 
gallows ; for, if I hang, old Sir John hangs 
Mrith me, and thou knowest he 'a no starve- 
ling. Tut ! there are other Trojans that thou 
dreamest not of, the which, for sport sake, are 
content to do the profession some grace ; that 
would, if matters should be look^ into, for 
their own credit sake, make all whole. I am 
joined with no foot land-rakers, no long-.staff, 
sixpenny strikers, none of these mad, mus- 
tachio-porple-hued malt-worms : but with 
nobility and tranquillity burgomasters, and 


I great oneyers : such as can hold in, such as 
will strike sooner than s{>eak, and speak 
sooner than drink, and drink sooner than 
pray : and yet I lie ; for they pray con- 
tinually to their saint, the commonwealth j 
or, rather, not pray to her, but prey on her, 
fqr they ride up and down on her, and make 
her their boots. • 

Cham. What! the commonwealth their 
boots 1 will she hold out water in foul way % 
Gads. She will, she will ; justice hath 
liquored her. We steal as in a castle, cock- 
sure ; we have the receipt of fem-se^, we 
walk invisible. m 

Cham. Nay, by my faith ; I think you are 
more beholding to the night,, than to fern- 
seed, for your walking invisible. 

Gads. Give me thy hand : thou shalt have 
a share in our purchase, as 1 am a 'true man. 

Cham-. Nay, rather let me have it, as you 
are a felse thief. 

Gads. Go to ; homo is a common name to 
all men. Bid the ostler bring my gelding out 
of the stable. Farewell, you muddy knave, wo 

[Exeunt. 


ScENB II. — The Road by Gadshill. 

Entsr Primes Henry and Poins ; Bardolph 
and Pki’O, at some distance. 

Poins. Come, shelter, shelter : I have re- 
moved Falstaff’s horse, and he frets like a 
gummed velvet. 

P. Hen. Stand close. 

Enter Falstaff. 

Fed. Poins ! Poins, and be hanged ! Poins ! 

P. Hen. Peace, ye fat-kidneyed rascal ! 
What a brawling dost thou keep 1 

FaZ. Where ’s Poins, Hal ? 

P. Hen. He is walked up to the top of the 
liill ; I ’ll go seek him. [Pretends to seek Poins. 

Fal. I am accursed to rob in that thief s 
company ; the rascal hath removed my horse, 
and tied him I know not where. If I travel 
but four foot by the squire fuii^her afoot^ I 
shall break my wind. Well, I doubt , not but 
to die a fair death for all this, if I ’scape 
hanging for Jcilling that ingue. I have for- 
sworn his company hourly any time this two- 
and-twenty years, and yet I bewitched 
with the rogue’s company. If the rascal have 
not given me medicines to make me love him, 
I ’ll be hanged, ; it could not be else ; 1 have 
drunk medicines. — Poins ! — Hal ! — a plague 
upon you both 1 — Bardolph !-—Peto ! — f'll 
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starve, ere I ’ll rob a foot further.' An 't were 
' not aa good a deed as drink, to turn true man, 
and leave these rogues, I am the veriest varlet 
' that ever chewed with a tooth. Eight yaixls 
of uneven ground is threescore and ten miles 
afoot with me, and the stony-hearte<l villains 
know it well enough. A plague ujicn ’t, wh-su 
thieves cannot be true to one another ! [ They 
whUtU.] Whew ! — A plague upon you all ! 
Give me my horse, you i*ogues ; give me my 
korse, and be hanged. 

P. Hen. Peace, ye fat-guts ! lie down : lay 
thine ear close to the ground, and list if thou 
canst hear the tread of travellers. 

Fal. Have you any levers to lift mo up 
again, being down ? ’Sblood ! I '11 i»ot bear 
mine own flesh so far afoot again, for all the 
coin in thy father’s exchequer. What a 
plague mean ye to colt me thus % 

P. Hen. Thou liest : thou art not col ted ; 
thou art uncolted. 

Pal. I pr’ythee, goo<l Prince Hal, help me 
to my hoiue, good king’s son. « 

P. Hen. Out, you rogue ! shall I be your 
ostler ? 

Fal. Go, hang thyself in thine own heir- 
apparent garters ! If I be ta’en, I ’ll peach 
for this. An I have not ballads made on you 
all, and sung to filthy tunes, let a cup of sack 
be my poison : when a jest is so forward, and 
afoot too, I hate it. 

Enter Gadshill. 

Gads. Stand. 

Fal. So I do, against my will. 

Poim. O ! 't is our setter : I know his 
voice. 

Enter Bardolph. 

Bard. What news ? 

Gads. Case ye, case ye ; on with your 
visors : there ’s money of the king’s coming 
down the hill j 't is going to the king’s ex- 
chequer. 

Fal. You lie, you rogue : ’t is going to the 
king’s tavera 

Gads. There ’s enough to make us all. 

Fal. To be hanged. 

P. Hen. Sirs, you four shall front them in 
•the narrow lane ; Ned Poins and I will walk 
lower : if they ’scape from you^ encounter, 
then they light on us. 

Peto. How many be there of them 1 

Gads. Some eight, or ten. 

Fal. ’Zounds ! will they not rob us 1 

P. Hen. What, a coward. Sir JTohn Paunch ? 

Fal. Indeed, I am not John of Gaunt, your 
i;i^dfather ; but yet no coward!^ Hal. 


P. Hen. Well, we leave that to the pi-oof. 

Poins. Sirrah Jack, thy horse stands be- 
hind the hedge ; when thou needest him, there 
thou shalt find him. Farewell, and stand 
fast. 71 

Fal. Now cannot I strike him, if I should 
bo hanged. 

P. Hen. [Aside to Poin.s.] Nod, where are 
our disguises ? 

Poins. Hare, hard by : stand close, 

[Exeunt Prince Henry and, PoiNs. 

Fal. Now, my masters, hajipy man be his 
dole, say I : every man to his business. 

EnJter Travellers. 

1 Trav. Come, neighbotir; the boy shall 
lead our horses down the hill; we’ll walk 
afoot awhile, and ease our logs. •• • 

Thieves. Stand ! 

Travellers. Jesu bless wh ! 

Fal. Strike ; down with them ; cut tho vil- 
lains’ tliroata ^ Ah ! whoreson caterpillars 
bacon-fed knaves ! they hate us youth : down 
with them ; fleece them. 

Travellers. (T ! we are undone, both we 
and ours, for ever. 

Fal. Hang ye, gorbellied knaves. Are ye 
niulone 1 No, ye fat chuffs ; I would, your 
store were here ! On, bimons, on [ What ! 
ye knaves, young men must live. You are 
grand-jurors, are ye 1 We 'll jure ye, i’ faith, w 
[Exeunt Falstafp, dsc., driving the ■ 

Travellers out. 

Re-enter Prince Henry and I’oiNS. 

P. Hen. The thieves have bound the true 
men. Now could thou and I rob the thieves, 
and go meirily to London, it would be argu- 
ment for a week, laughter for a month, and a 
good jest for ever. 

Poins. Stand close ; I hear them coming. 

Re-enter Thieves. 

Fal. Come, my masteivs ; let us share, and 
then to horse before day. An the Prince 
and Poins be not two arrant cowards, there ’s 
no equity stirring : there 's no more valour 
in that Poins, than in a wild duck. 

P. Hen. Your money, 

[Rushing out upon them. 

Poins. Villains. 

[As they are sharing, lEe Prince and 
Poins set upon them. They all run 
away, and Falstapf, after a blow or 
two, runs away too, leaving the booty 
behind them. 

P. Hen. Got with much ease. Now 
meirily to horse : 


187 



Ad» H, 


KING Henry iv— part i. 


The thjeyeH are scatter’d, and possess’d 'witli 
fear 

So strongly, that they dare not meet each 
other j 

Each takes his fellow for an officer. lo? 

.Vway, good Ned. Falstatf sweats to death, 
And lards the lean earth as he walks along : 
Were 't not for laughing, I should pity him. 
Pmns. How the rogue roai^’d ! \JExe%inl. 


Scene III. — ^Warkworth. A Room in the 
Castle. 

, r 

Enter Hotspur, reading a letter. 

for mine own jjart, my lord, I 
could be well contented to Iw there, in re- 
spect of the love I bear your liouse.” — He 
•ould be contentetl, — wliy is ])e not then ? 
In resj>ect of the love he bears ,our house : — 
He shows in this, he loves his own bam 
better than he loves our house. Let me see , 
some more. “The purj>ose you undertake, 
is dangerous ; ” — ^why, that ’s certain : ’t is 
dangerous to take a cold, to sleep, to drink ; 
but I tell you, ray lortl fool, out of this 
nettle, danger, we pluck this flower, safety. 

“ The purpose you undertake, is dangerous ; 
the friends you have named, uncei’tain; the 
time itself unsorted, and your whole plot too 
light for the counterpoise of .so great an 
opposition.” — Say you so, say you so ? I say 
unto you again, you ai*e a shallow, cowardly 
hind, and you lie. What a lack-brain is' 
this I By the Loi'd, our plot is as good a 
plot as ever was laid ; our friends true and 
constant : a good plot, good friends, and full 
of expectation ; an excellent plot, very good 
friends. Whac a frosty-spirited logue is 
this ! Why, my Lord of York commends 
the plot and the general course of the action. 
’Zounds ! an I wei-e now by this rascal, I 
^uld brain him with his lady’s fan. Is 
there not my father, my uncle, and myself ? 
Lord Edmund Mortimer, my Lord of York, 
and Owen Glendower ? Is there not, besides, 
the Douglas ? Have 1 not all their letters, 
to meet me in arms by the ninth of the next 
month, and si's they not, some of them, set 
forwaiid already? What a pagan rascal is 
this ! an infldol ! Ha ! yon ' shall see now, 
m very sincerity of fear and cold heart, ^will 
he to the king, and lay open all our pro- 
ceedings. O ! I could divide myself and go- 
to buffetfs^ for moving such a disli of skimmed 
milk with so honourable an action. Hang 
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him 1 let him' tell the king ; wo are prepareA^/ 
I will set forward to-night. 

Enter Lady Percy. 

[ How now, Kate? I must leave you within- 
j these two hours. 

I Lady. <_), my goo<l lord ! why are you thusi' 

I alone ? 

I For what oflence have I this fortnight been 
A V>ani.sh’d womaji fi’om my Harry’s bed ? 

Tell me, sweet lord, what is’t that take»’ 
from thee «> 

Thy stomach, jdeasure, and thy golden sleep? 
Why dost thou bend thine eyes upon tlie 
earth. 

And start so often when thou sitt’st alone ? 
WJiy hast thou lost tlie fresh blood in thy 
cheeks. 

And given my treasures, and my rights of 
thee, 

To thick-ey’d musing, and curs’d melancholy ? . 
In thy faint slumlx^rs I by thee have watch’d. 
And heard thee murmur tales of iron war’s. 
Speak terms of manage to thy bounding steed, 
Cry, “ Courage ! — to the field ! ” And thou 
hast talk’d 

Of sallies, arid retires ; of trenches, tents, 

Of palisadoes, frontiers, parapets. 

Of bjisilisks, of carriron, culverin, 

Of jrrisorrers' ransom, and of soldiers slain, * 
And all the curreirts of a heady fight. 

Thy spirit withirr thee hath been so at war, 
Arrd thus hath so bestirr'd thee in thy sleep. 
That beads of sweat have stood ujarn thy 
bi’ow, 

Liko bubbles in a late-<listurbeJ stream ; 

Arrd in thy face strange motiorrs have 
appear’d, «>» 

Such as we see when men restrsxin their 
breath 

On some great sudden best. O I what j>or- 
tents are these ? 

Some heavy business hath my lord irr hand, 
And I must know it, else he loves me not, 

Jlot, What, ho ! 

Enter iiervant. 

Is Gilliams with the packet. gone? 
Serv. He is, my lord, an hour ago. . 

Hot. Hath Butler brought those Irorsea 
'from^he sheriff? 

t^erv. One horse, my lord, he brought even 
now. 

Hot, What horse ? a roan, a crop-ear, is it 
not ? 

Serv. It is, my lord. 

Hot. That roan shall be my throne. «> 
Well, 1 will back him straight : O, E^peranee t 
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HOTSPUR AND LADY PKRCY. 


Lady Peny, Answer me 

Directly to this question that I ask. 

In faith, I'll break thy little finger, Harry* 

An if thou wilt not tell me all things true* 

“King Hennv IV.," Pari A, Act /A, Scene IIL, 





Act n. KING HENRY 

' Bid Butler lead him forth into the park. 

J 'Eodi Servant. 

' Hot. What say'st thou, my ladyl 
Ladtjr What is it carries you away ? ‘ 

Hot. Why, my horse, my love, my horse. 
Lady. Out, you mad-headed ape ! 

A weasel hath not such a deal of si)leeu. 

As you are toss’d with. In faith, 

I ’ll knov your business, Harry, that I will, so 
I fear, my brother MortiP)er doth stir 
About his title, and hath sent for you, ^ 

To line his enterprise. But if you go— 

Hot. So far afoot, I shall be weary, love. 
Lady. Come, come, you paraquito, answer 
me *. 

Directly unto this question that I ask. * 

In faith, I ’ll break thy little finger, Harry, 

An if thou wilt not tell me all things true. 

Hot. Away, 

Away, you trifler ! — Ix>ve ! — I love thee 
not, 

I care not for thee, Kate. This is no world. 

To play with mammets and to tilt with 
lips : 

We must have bloody noses and crack’d 
crowns, 

And pass them current too. God’s me, my 
horse I— 

What say’st thou, Kate ? what wouldst thou 
have with me ? 

Lady, Do you not love me? do you not, 
indeed ? 

Well, do not then ; for since you love me 
not, 

I will not love myself. Do yoti not love me 1 
Nay, tell ijtio, if you si)eak in jest, or no ? 

Hot. Come, wilt thou see me ride 1 m 
And when I am o’ horseback, 1 will swear 
I love thoe infinitely. But hark you, Kate ; 

I must not hav^ you henceforth question me 
Whither I go, nor reason whereabout. 

WTiither I must, I must ; and, to conclude, 

This evening must I leave you, gentle Kate. 

I know you wise ; but yet no furtlier wise 
Than Harry Percy’s wife : constant yo\i are. 
But yet a woman : and for secrecy. 

No lady closer ; for I well believe ’ no 

Thoii '^It not utter what thou dost not 
know; 

And TO far' will I trust thee, gentle Kate. 

Lady. How! so far? 

Hot. Not an inch further. But hark you, 
Kate : 

lYhither I go, thither shall you go too ; 

To-day will I set forfh, to-morrhw you. 

Will this content you, Kate t • 

• ,Lady. ' It must, of forve. \^Exewvt. 


IV.—rART i. ‘ Sciijns IV. 

Scene IV. — Eastcheap. A I^nt in the 
Boar’s Head Tavern. 

Enter Prince Henry anc? BoiNS. 

P. Hen. Ned, pr’ythee, come out of that 
flit room, and lend me thy hand to laugh a 
Uttle.- 

Poins. Where' hast been, Hal ? 

P. Hen. Ayith three or four loggerheads, 
amongst tljree or four score hogsheads. I 
have sounded the wi-y base string of humility. 
Sirrah, I am sworn brother to a leash of 
dmwers, and can call them all by their 
Christian names, as — Tom, Dick, and Francis. 
The) take it ah’eady upon their salvation, 
that though I be but Prince of Wales, yet I 
am the king of courtesy, and tell me flatly I 
am no proud Jack, like Falstaff, but a Corin- 
thian, a lad of mettle, a good boy, (by the 
Lord, so they call me,) — and when I au». 
King of En^and, I shall command all tlss 
good lads in hfastcheap. They call drinking 
deep, dying scarlet; and when you breathe 
in your wateiiltg, they cry, “ Hem ! ” and 
bid you play it off. To conclude, I am so 
good a proficient in one quarter of an hour, 
that I can drink with any tinker in his owii 
language during my life. I tell thee, Ned, 
thou hast lost much honour, that thou wert 
not with me in this action. But, sweet Ned, 
— to sweeten which name of Ned, I give thee 
this pennyworth of sugar, clapped even now 
into my hand by an under-skinker, one that 
never spake other English in his life, than — 
“ Eight shillings and sixpence,” and — “ You 
are welcome ; ” with this shrill addition, — 
“ Anon, anon, sir ! Score a pint of bastard 
in the Half Moon,” or so. Blit, Ned, to 
drive away the time till Falstaff come, I 
pr’ythee, do thou stand in some by-room, 
while I question my puny drawer to what 
end ho gave me the sugar ; and do thou never 
leave calling — Francis! that his tale to me 
may be nothing but — anon. Step aside, and 
I ’ll show thee a precedent. 

Poins. Francis ! 

P. Hen. Thou art perfect. 

Paine. Francis ! [Exit. 

Enter Francis. 

Fran. Anon, anon, sir. — Look down into 
the Pomegranate, Ralph. 

P. Hen. Come hither, Francis. 

Fran. My lord. 

P. Hen. How long hast thou to serve, 
Francis ? 

Fran. '. Forsooth, five years, and as much as 
to-— 



Act II. 


KING HENRY IV.— EAiri’ 1. 


Scene IV. 


/*oiiis. I Fratifis 1 

Frmt. Aiioii, unoii, sir, 

J\ //(■//. Fiv<} years ! by ’r liwly, a loii" 
lease tor t.lie* elinkin^; of pewter. Rut, Fr;ui- 
« is, barest Hum be so valiant as to play the 
eoward with thy indenture, ami to show it a 
fair pair of heels, ami run from it 1 

b'l'ait. O Ijord, sir ! .1 ’ll be sworn upon all 
the Ijooks in Knt^land, 1 eould find in tny 
iie.'irt — • 

\ I'Vaneis ! 

b'rmi. Anon, anon, sir.» 
l\ Hen. JIow old art thou, Francis? 

Frail, Let me see, about Michaelmas 
next T shall be — . 

Foins. [ \Vi(hl)i?[ Francis ! 

^^ran. Ajumi, sir. Pi*siy you, stiiy a little, 
luy lord. 

1*. Uni. Nay, but hark y'ou, Francis. For ] 
th(! sugar thou gavesL me, — ’t wsus a j>cnny- 
worth, w;is ’t not ? « 

Frau. O Lord, .>ir I I would it h.a<l been 
two. <'■“ 

/'. Uni. \ will give, thee for it a thousand 
pound : ask me when thou wilt, and thou 
shalt have it. 

J*oinfi. [ Within.^ Francis ! 

Fran. Anon, anon. 

/*. Uni, Anon, Francis I No, Francis ; 
but to-morrow, Framas ; or, Francis, on 
Thur.sday ; or, iiuleed, Francis, when thou 
wilt. l»ut, Francis, — 

Frau. Aly lord i 

P. llni. Wilt thou rob this leathern- jerkin, 
crystiil- button, nott-pated, agate-ring, jmke- 
stocking, caddis-garter, smooth-tongu<‘, Hpan- 
i.sJi-pouch, — 71 

Fran. O f.ord, .sir, wh.at do you mean? 

J*. JIni. Why th<‘n, your brown bastanl 
is your only drink ; ff)r, look you, Franci.s, 
your whib; canvas doublet Avill sully. In 
Barbary, sir, it cannot come to so much. 

Fran. Wliat, sir ? 

PoiriH. Francis! 

/*. Uen. A wav, vou rogue ! Dost thou 
not hear them call ? 

[//cri? thnf Uoth rail him ; thr. Framer 
sfatulu amaznlj not kiuiwimj lohich 
way to (JO. 

Enter Vintner. 

Vint: What ! stand’st thou still, and 
hear’st such a calling? Look to the guests 
within. \Exii Francis.] My lord, old Sir 
.lohn, with half a dozen more, are at the 
door : shall 1 let them in ? 

P. lien . Jjfit them alone awhile, and then 
t*pen the door. [Exit Vintner .^ Poins ! 


Re-niter Poin.s. 

Poitift. Anon, anon, sir. 

P. Urn. Sirrah, Falstalf and the rest of the 
thiev<*H are at the <loor. Shall we be merry % 

J\)i/is. As merry as crickets, my’^ lad. Rut 
hark y<i ; what cunning match have you 
made with this jest of the drawer? coine„ 

I \vhat 's the issue ? 

j /'. l / en . I am now of all humours, that 
have show’d them, selves hunK)ur.s, since the 
I old <la.ys of goodman Ad.ain to the pupil age 
! «d' tiiis,[)resent twelve o’clock at midnight. 

Re-enter Francis, with wine. 

What 's o’clock, Francis ? 

Fran. Anon, anon, sir. [Exit. 

/*. lien. That ever this fellow should have 
fewer words than a parrot, and yet the son of 
a woman! His industry is -up-staii’s, ami 
down-stairs ; his (doquence, the j)areel of a 
reckoning. I am not yet of Percy’s mind, 
the Hots])ur of the North ; he that kills me 
some .six or seven dozc'ii of Scots at a break* 
fast, wa.shes bis hands, and .says to his wife, — 
“ Fie upon this quiet life ! 1 want work.”' 

“O my sw'eet Harry,” says she, “how many 
hast thou killed to-day?” “(live my roan 
lior.se .a drench,” say^s he, and answers, “ Some 
fourb'cn,” an hour .after ; “a trifle, a triHe.” 
— I pr’ythee, call in Falsball’: I ’ll jday 
I’ercy, and that damned brawn shall play 
Dame Mortimer his wife. “ llivo ! ” says 
the drunkard. Call in ribs, call in tallow. 

Enter Faestaee, Gadsiiill, Rakdolpii, 
and Pkto. 

Poins. Welcome, Jack. Where hast thou 
be<*n ? 

Fal. A plague of all cowanls, I siiy, and a 
vengeanc(i too 1 marry, and amen ! — Give! me 
a cup of .sack, boy. — Ere I lead this life long, 

I ’ll .sew nether-stocks, and mend them, and 
foot them too. A plague of all cowanls ! — 
(iive me a cat}) of sitck, x’ogue. — Is there no 
virtue extant ? . ( lie drinks. 

P. Hen. Didst thou never sec i'itan kiss a 
dish of butter (pitiful-hearted Titan), that, 
nudted at the sweet tale of the sun ? if thou 
<lidst, then Iwdiold that compound. 

Fal. Yojf rogue, here ’s lime in this sack 
Ux> : thci’e is nothing but roguery to be found 
in villainous man ; yet a coward is worse than 
a cup of sack with lime in it ; a villainous, 
coward. — Go thy ways, old Jack; die when 
thou wilt • If manhood, good manhood, be- 
not forgot upon the face of the earth, then 
am I a .shotten herring. There live not three 
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good men tiiihange«l in Englund, and one of 
them is fat, luxl grows oUl : God help tlie 
• while ! a bad world, 1 say. I wouhl 1 were a 
. wiJavcr ; I could sing psalms or anything. A. 
j)lague *of all cowards, 1 say still. i«> 

1\ //e?i. How now% wool sack '? what mutter 
you ? ’ 

Fal. A king’s sou ! If I do not beat thee 
out of thy king<lom with a dagger of lath, and 
drive all thy subjects afore thee like a flock 
(.f wild geese, I ’ll never wnir hair on my face 
more. You Prince of Wales ! 

P. Hen. Why, you whoreson round man, 
what ’.s the matter 1 

Fal. Are you not a coward % an.swer me to 
that ; and Poin.s there. lai 

Pains. ’Zounds ! ye fat-pa\nich, an ye call 
me cowanl, 1 ’ll stab thee. 

Fal. 1 call thee coward ! I ’ll sec the<! 
damned ere I cull thee coAvard ; but I would 
give a thousand pound, I couhl run as fa.st as 
thou canst. You are straight enough in the 
.shoulders ; you <‘arc not who se<;s y<jur back : 
call you that backing of your friends 1 A 
]>lague upon such backing ! give me them that 
will face me. — Give mo a cup of sack ; I am a 
I'oguc, if T diMink to-day. 

P. Hen. O villain ! thy lips are scarce 
wiped since thou drunk’st last. 

Fal. All ’s one for that. [He drinks.^ A 
plague of all cowards, still say 1. 

P. Hen. What ’s the matter 1 
Fal. What ’s the matter % there be four of 
us here have ta’en a thousand ])ound this day 
" morning. 

P. Hen. Whei’e is it, Jacki where is it? 
Fal. Where is it ? taken from us it is : a 
humlred upon poor four of us. m 

P. Hen. What, a hundi’ed, man ? 

Fal. I am a rogue, if I were not at half- 
sw'ord with a dozen of them two haul’s to- 
gether. I have ’scap’tl by miracle. 1 am 
eight times thrust through the doublet ; four 
through the hose ; my buckler cut through 
and tlirough ; my sword hacked like a hand- 
saw : ecee signuvi. I never dealt bettor since 
I Avas a man : all would not do. A plague of 
all cowards ! — Let them speak : if they speak 
more or less than truth, they are villains, and 
the sons of darkness. i»i 

P. Hen. Speak, sirs : how was it ? 

(lads. We four set upon some dozen, — 

Fal. Sixteen, at least, my loixl. 

(lads. And bound them. 

Peto. No, 110 ,^ they were not bound. 

Fal. You ro^e, they were bound, every 
man of them ; .or I am a Jew else, an Ebrew 
Jew. 


(lads. As wc w(U’e shanng, some six or 
seven fresh nu'u .set upon us, — i»" 

Fal. And unbound the rest, and thencoim 
in the other., 

P. Hen, Wliat, fought ye with them all 1 
Fal. All? I know not what ye call all; 
but if I fought not Avitl» fifty of them, I am c 
bunch of radish ; if thens wci-c; not two OV 
throe and fifty upon ])oor old .lack, then am i 
no two-leggcll creature. 

P. Hen. *Pray God, you have not murdered 
some of them. 

Fal. Nay, that 's jiast praying for : 1 have 
peppered two of them : two, J am sure, I 
hav-j paid, two rogues in buckram suits. I 
tell thee what, Hal, — if I tell thee a lie, spii 
in my face, call me horse. Thou knowest my 
old wan! : — here I lay, and thus I bore iny 
point. Four rogues in buckram let drive at 
me, — 

Hen. ^Vliat, four? thou saidst but two, 
even now, 

Fal. Four, Hal ; I tohl thee four. 

Poitut. Ay, ay, he said four. 

F(d, These four came all a-frout, and mainly 
thmst at me, 1 made me no more ado, hut 
took all their seven points in my target, thus. 

P. Hen. Seven? why, there were but four, 
even now, 

FnL • In buckmm ? 

J^oins. Ay, four, in buckram suits. 

Fal. Seven, by thc.se hilts, or J am a A’illain 
else. ^ 

P. Hen. Pr’ythee, let him alone : wo shall 
have more anon. 

Fed. Dost thou hear me, Hal ? 

P. Hen. Ay, and mark thee too, J:ick, Z 2 <> 
Fal. Do so, for it i.s worth the listening to. 
These nine in buckram, that 1 told thee of, — 
P. Hen. So, two more alrt;adv. 

Fal. Their points being broken, — 

Pains. Down fell their hose. 

Fal. Began to give me giound ; but I fol- 
lowe<l me close, came in, foot and liaml, and 
with a thought seven of the eleven 1 paid. 

P. Hen. O monstrous ! eleven bucki’am 
men grewn out of two. i»> 

Fal. But, as the devil would have it, three 
misbegotten knaves in Kendal green came at 
my back and let drive at mo ; for it was so 
dark, Hal, that thou couldst not see thy hand. 

P. Hen. These lies are like the father that 
begets them ; gross as a mountain, ojien, pal- 
pable. Why, thou clay-brained guts, thou 
knotty-pated fool, thou whore.sou, obscene, 
greasy tallow-ketch, — • 

Fal. What ! art thou mad ? art thou mad ? 
is not the truth the truth ? >**1 
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P. Hen. Why, how couldst thou know 
these men in Kendal green, when it was so 
dark thou couldst not see thy hand ? come, 
tell 118 your reason; what sayest thou to 
this ? 

l*ovns. Come, your reason. Jack, your reason. 

Fal. WJiat, upon compulsion ? No ; were 
1 at the strapjmdo, or all the racks in the 
world, I would not tell you on compulsion 
< live you a reason on coinpnlsioA ! if reasons 
were as plenty as blackberries, I 'would give 
no man a reason upon compulsion, I. ar 
Hen. 1 '11 be no longer guilty of this sin : 
this sanguine coward, this hed-presscr, this 
iioi-se-back-breaker, thip Jiuge hill of flesh ; — 
Fal. Away, you starveling, you elf-skin, 

. you dried neat’s-tongue, bull’s-pizzle, you 
stock-fish, — O, for breath to utter what is 
like thee ! — you tailor’s-yard, you .sla^ath, you 
bow-case, you vile standing tuck ; — 

P. Hen. Well, breathe awhile, and then 
to it again ; and when thou haSt tired thyself 
in base ooni|)arisons, hear me sfieak but this. 
Poins. Mark, Jack. m- ms 

P. Hen. We two saw you four set on four, 
and you bound them, and were masters of 
their W'calth. — Mark now', how a plain tale 
shall put you down. — Then did we two set on 
you four, and, with a word, outfaced you from 
your prize, and have it ; yea, and can show it 
you here in the house. -^And, Falstalf, you 
tjarried your guts away as nimbly, with as 
quick dexterity, and roared for mercy, and 
still mn and roared, as, ev'er I heard bull-arlf. 
What a slave art thou, to hack thy sword ;w 
thou hast done, and then say, it was in fight ! 
What trick, what device, what starting-hole 
canst thou now find out, to hide thee from 
this o})eu and ap{)arent shame 1 

Poin.e. Come, lot’s, hear. Jack : what trick 
liast thou now ? 

Fal. By the Lord, I knew ye, as well as he 
that made ye. Why, hear ye, .my masters. 
Was it for me to kill the heir-apparent? 
Should .1 turn uj>on the true prince ? Why, 
thou knowest, I am afj yaliant as Hercules ; 
but beware instinct : the lion will not touch 
■jfche true prince. Instinct is a great matter, I 
was a cow'ard on instinct. I shall think the 
letter of myself anil thee, during my life ; I 
for a valiant lion, and thou for a true pripco. 
But, by the lioi'd, lads, I am glad you have 
the money., — Hostess, clap to the duel's : 
watch to-night, pray to-morrow.— Gallants, 
lads, boys, hearts , of gold, all the titles of 
good fellowship come to you 1 What 1 shall 
we be merry? shall we Lave a play extem- 
pore ? »i 


P. Hen. Content ; — ^and the argument shall 
be, thy running away. 

FaL Ah I no more of that, Hal, an thou » 
lovest me. 

1 Enter Hostess. 

*IIo8t. O Jesu ! My lord the prince, — 

P. 'Hen. How now, my lady the hostess 1 
wliat say’st thou to me ? 

Host. Marry, my lord, there is a nobleman 
of the court at door, would speak with you : 
he says, he comes from your father. ao» 

P. Hen. Give him as mhch as will make 
him a royal man, and send him back again to 
my mother. 

Fal. What manner of man iS he ? 

Host. An old man. 

Fal. What doth gravity out of his bed. at 
midnight ? — Shall I give him his answer ? 

P. Hen. Pr’ythee, do. Jack. 

Fal. 'Faith, and .1 ’ll send him packing. 

[Aaji/. 

X*. lien. Now, sirs ; by ’r lady, you fought 
fair;— so did you, Peto;— sodid you, Bar- 
dolph : you are lions, too, you run away upon 
instinct, you will not touch the true prince, 
no ; — fie ! 

Bard. ’Faith, I ran when I saw othei's run. 

P. Hen. ’Faith, tell me now in earnest : 
how came Falstaft’’s sword so hacked ? 

Peto. Why, ho hacked it with his dagger, 
and said, he would swear truth out of Eng- 
land, but he would make you believe it was 
done in fight ; and persuatled us to do the 
like. siic 

Bard. Yea, and to tickle our noses with 
.spear-grass, to make them bleed ; and then to 
beslubber our garments with it, and to swear 
it was the blood of true men. I did that 1 
did not this seven yeai’s before ; I blushed to 
hear his monstrous devices. 

P. Hen. O villain ! thou stolest a cup of 
sack eighteen yearn ago, and wert taken with, 
the manner, and ever since thou hast blushed 
extempore. Thou liadst fire and sword on 
thy side, and yet thou rann’st away. What 
nstinct hadst thou for it? 

Bard. My lord, do you see these meteors? 
do you behold these escalations ? ssi 

P. Hen. I do. 

Bard. Wlfcit think you they portend ? 

P. Hen. Hot livers and cold purses. 

Bard. Cholei*, my lord, if rightly taken, 

P. Hen. No, if rightly taken, halter. 

Me-enter Falstajpf. 

Here comes lekn Jack, here comes bare-bone. 
How now, my sweet ci’eatune of bombast*? 
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How long is't ago, Jack, since thou sawest 
thine own knee t 

Fdl, My own knee? when I was about 
thy years, Hal, I was not an eagle’s talon in 
the wawt ; I could have crept into any aider- 
man’s thtimlj-ring. A plague of sighing and 
grief ! it blows a man up like a bliidd^r. 
There 's villainous news abroad : here wa.s 
Sir John Bnicy from your father : you must 
to the court in the morning. That same 
mad fellow of tlie north, Percy, and he of 
Wales, that gave Amaimon the bastinado, 
and made Lucifer cuckold, and swore the 
devil his true liegeman upon the cross of a 
Welsh hook, — what, a plague, call you 
him ? — • *>0 

Poins. O ! Gleiulower. 

Faf. Owen, Ow(;u j the same ; — and his 
son-in-law, Mortiinei-, and old Northumber- 
land ; and that sprightly Scot of Scots, 
Douglas, that runs o’ hoi’seback uj) a hill 
peri)endiculai*. 

P. lien. He that rides at high spoe<I, and 
with his pistol kills a sparrow flying. 

Fnl. You have hit it. 

P. Hen. So did he never the sparrow. 

Pal. Well, that rascal hath good mettle in 
him ; he will not run. »‘i 

P. lien. Why, what a rascal art tliou then, 
to praise lum so foi* running ? 

Fal. O’ hoi*seback, ye cuckoo I but, afoot, 
he will not budge a foot. 

P. Hev. Yes, Jack, upon instinct. 

Fal. I grant ye, upon instinct. Well, he 
is there too, and one Mordako, and a thousand 
blue-caps more. Worcester is stolen away 
to-night ; thy father’s beard is tuimed white 
with the fiews ; you may buy land now as 
cheap as stinking mackerel. .-jti 

P. Hen. Why then, it is like, if there 
come a hot June, and this civil buffeting 
hold, we shall buy maidenheads as they buy 
hob-nails, by the hundreds. 

Fal. By the mass, lad, thou sayest true ; 
it is like, we shall have good trading that 
way. — But, tell me, Hal, art thou not hoiTibly 
afeard? thou being heir-apparent, could the 
world pick thee out three such enemies again, 
as that fiend Douglas, that spirit Percy, and 
that devil Glendower ? Art thou not honibly 
afraid ? doth not thy blood thrill ^t it ? ssi 

P. lien. Not a whit, i’ faith : I lack some 
of thy instinct. 

Fal. Well, thou wilt be horribly chid to- 
morrow, when thou eomest to thy father. 
If thou love me, practise an answer. 

P. Hen. Do thou stand for my father, and 
examine me upon the |>articulars of my life. 


Fal. Shall 1 ? content. — This chair shall 
be my state, this dagger my sceptre, and thi-s 
•cushion my crown. » 

P. Hen. Thy shite is taken from a joint- 
stool, thy golden sceptre for a leaden dagger, 
and thy precious rich crown for a pitiful bald 
qrown ! 

Fal,. Well, an the fire of grace b<< not 
quite out of thee, now slialt thou be moved. 
— Give me » cup of sack, to make mine eyes- 
look red, that it may be tliouglit 1 liave wept ; 
for I must speak in passion, and I will do it 
in King Canibyscs’ vein. 

P. Hen. Well, here is my leg. 

Fal. And here is my speech. — Shnul aside, 
nobility. 

Host. O Jesu ! This is excellent .sjkh:,. 
i’ faith. n 

Fal. Wee}» not, .sweet queen, for trickling 
teai's are vain. 

Host. O, the .father ! liow he holds bis 
eountenjince ! 

f'al. For Goil’s sake, lords, convey my 
ti-istful cmccn, 

For ieairs do stop the flood-gates of her eye.s. 

Host. O Jesu ! he doth it as like one of 
these liarlotry players as ever I see. 

Fal. Peace, good ]iint-pot ! peace, good 
tickle-brain ! — Harry, I do not only maricl 
where thou spendest thy time, but also how 
thou art accompanied : for though the camo- 
mile, the moz’e it is trodden on, the faster' 
it grows, yet youth, the more it is wash’d, 
the sooner it wears. That thoti art rny •'-on, 

1 have j)artly thy mother’s word, partly n»y 
own opinion ; but chiefly, a A'illainous trick 
of thine eye, and a fooli,sli hanging of thy 
nether lip, that <loth w;jrrant me. If the,n 
tJiou be son to me, here lies the poizzt why, 
being son to me, art tliou so pointed at H 
Shall the blessed sun of heaven prove a 
micher, and eat blacklierries ? a question not 
to be asked. Shall the son of England prove 
a thief, ami take purses? a question to bd 
asked. There is a thing, Harry, which thou 
hast often heard of, and it is known to many 
in our land by the name of pitch : this pitch, 
as ancient writers do report, dotli defile ; so 
loth the company thou keepest ; for, Harry, 
now I do not speak to thee in drink, but in 
tears ; not in pleasure, but in passion ; nor 
in words only, but in woes also. — And yet 
there is a virtuous man, whom I have often 
noted in thy company, but I kn<iw not his 
name. 

P. Hen. What manner of man, an it like 
your maiesty ? 

Fal. A goodly portly man, i’ faith, and ft 
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oorpulmt ; of a cheerful look, a pleasing eye, 
^and a most noble carriage; and, as I think, 
his age some fifty, or,+by 'i* lady, inclining to 
threescore, and now I remember me, his 
name is Falstaff : if that man should be 
lewdly given, he deoeiveth me ; for, Harry, 
I see virtue in his looks. If then the tree 
may be known by the fruit, as the fruit by 
the tree, then, peremptorily I speak it, there 
is virtuo in that Falstafif ; him keep with, the 
rest banish. And tell. me now, thou naughty 
varlet, tell me, where hast thou been this 
month ? 

J*. Hen, Dost thou speak like a king ? Do 
thou stand for me, and I ’ll play my father. 

Fid, Depose mel if thou dost it half so 
gravely, so majestically, both in word and 
matter, hang me up by the heels for a mbbit- 
sucker, or a }K>ulter’s hare. 

1\ Hen. Well, here I am set. 

Fai. And here I stand. — Judge, my 
masters. « ‘ 

P. Hen. Now, Harry ! whence come you 1 

Fal. My noble lord, from Eastchcap. 

P. Hen. The complaints I tear of thee are 
grievous. 

Fal. ’Sblood, my lord, they are false ; — nay, 

I ’ll tickle ye for a young prince, i’ faith. 

P. Hen. Swearest thou, tmgracious boy ? 
henceforth ne’er look on me. Thou art vio- 
lently carried away from gi-aco : there is a 
devil haunts thee, in the likeness of a fat old 
man : a tun of man is thy companion. Why 
dost thou converse with that tmnk of 
hiimours, that bolting-hntch of beastliness, 
that swoln parcel of dropsies, that huge bom- 
bard of sack, that stuffed cloak-bag of guts, 
that roasted Manningtree ox with the pud- 
ding in his belly, that reverend Vice, that 
grey Iniquity, that father ruffian, that Vanity 
in years 1 Wherein is he good, but to taste 
.sack and drink it 1 ’whei'eiu neat and cleanly, 
but to carve a capon and eat it? wherein 
cunning; but in craft ? whei’ein crafty, but in 
villainy ? wherein villainous, bitt in all things ? 
wherein worthy, but in nothing? 470 

FaL I would your grace would take me 
with you. Whom means your grace ? 

P. Hen. That villainous abominable rois> 
-leader of youth, Falstaff, that old white- 
' bearded Satan. 

Fai. My lord, the man I know. 

P. Hen. I know thou dost. 

FaL But to .say, I know more harm in him 
than in myself, were to say more than I 
know. That he is old, the more the pity> his 
white hairs do witness it : but flmt he is, 
saving your reverence, a whoi-emaster, that I 


utterly deny. If sack and sugar be a &ult^ 
God help the wicked 1 If to be old and 
merry be a sin, then many an old host that I 
know is damned : if to be fat be to be hated, 
then Pharaoh’s lean kine are to be loved. 
No, my good lord : banish Peto, banish Bar- 
dol^>h, banish Poins; but for sweet Jack 
Falstaff, kind Jack Falstaff, true Jack Fal- • 
staff, valiant Jack Falstaff, and tlierefore 
more valiant, being, as ho is, old Jack Fal- 
.staff, banish not him thy Harry’s company : 
banish plump Jack, and banish all the world. 
P. Hen. I do, I will. 491 

[A hwcMnff heard. 
[Exeunt Hontese, Fbamcis, and Baspolph. 

Re-enter Baruolph, ruwning. 

Bard. O, my lord, my lord ! the sheriff, 
with a most monstrous watch, is at tlie door. 

Fal. Out, you rogue ! Play out the play : 

I have much to say in the behalf of that Fal- 
staff. 

Re-enter Hostess. 

Host. O Jesu ! my loi^d, my lord ! — 

P. Hen. Heigh, heigh ! the devil lides upon 
a fiddlestick. What ’s the matter ? 

Host. The sheriff and all the watch am at 
the door : they am come to seamh the house. 
Shall I let them in ? 

Fal. Dost thou hear, Hal? never call a 
true piece of gold a counterfeit : thou art 
essentially mad, without seeming so. eoa 

P. Hen. And thou a natural coward, with- 
out instinct. 

Fal. I deny your major. If you will deny 
the sheriff, so ; if not, let him enter : if I 
become not a cart as well as another man, a 
plague on my bringing up ! I hope I shall 
as soon be sti'angled with a halter as 
another. sio 

P. Hen. Go, hide thee behind the arras : — 
the rest walk up above. Now, my masters, ' 
for a true face, and good conscience. 

Fal. Both which I have had ; but their 
date is out, and therefore I ’ll hide me. 

i Exeunt all hut the Prince a/nd PoiNS. 
en. Call in the sheriff. 

Enter Sheriff and Carrier. 

Now, master sheriff, what’s you^ will with 
me? 

Shxr. First, pardon me, my lord. A hue 
and cry 

Hath follow’d certain men unto house. 

P. J/ew. What men? 

Shxr. One of them is w^ff - W my 

gracious lord ; . , u 



Act III. 

A ,groas fat man. 

C(xr, As fat as butter. 

P, H&ti. The man, I do assure yoit, is not 
here, 

. FprT myself at this time have employ’d him. 
And, sheriff, 1 will engage my woixi to thee. 
That I will, by to-morrow dinner-time, 

Send him to answer thee, or any man. 

For ttnything he shall be charg’d withal : 

And so, let me entreat you, Itave the house. 

Shav. I will, my lorf’ There are two 
gentlemen 

Have in this i;obbery lost three hundrc-Hl 
marks. 

P. Hen. It may be so : if he have robb’d 
these ^len. 

Ho shall be answerable ; and so, farewell. 

Sher. Good night, my noble loid. 

P. Hen. I think it is good morrow, is it 
not 1 

Sli^. Indeed, my lord, I think it be two 
o’clock. \Exeunt Slteriff and Carrier. 

P. Hen. This oily rascal is known as well 
as Paul’s. Go, call him forth. 

Peto. Falstaff ! — Fast asleep behind the 
anus, and snorting like a horse. mo 


SCBKE I.. 

P. Hen. Hark, how hard ho fetches breatli. 
Search his pockets. [Pbto seoreAes.] What 
hast thou found ? . 

Peto. Nothing but )>apers, my lord. 

P, Hen. Let’s see what they be: read 


them. 

Peto. [Reads.^ “Item, A capon . 2a. 2d. 

Item, Sauce 

Item, Sack, two gallons . ... 5s. 8d. 

Item, Anchovies, and sack after 

s«P!>er 28. 6d. 

Item, Bread 


P. Hen. O monstrous ! but one half-penny- 
worth of bread to this intolerable deal of 
sjick ! — ^What there is else, keep close : we’ll 
i*ead it at more advantage. There let him 
sleep till day. I ’ll to the court in the 
morning : we must all to the wars, and thy 
place shall be Imnourable. 1 ’ll })rocure this 
fat rogue a charge of foot ; and, I know, his 
death will bo a march of twelve- score. The 
money 8hall*ljp paid back again with advan- 
tage. Be with me betimes in the morning ; 
and so, good morrow, Peto. 

Peto. Good ntoiTOw, good my lord. ax> 

\Exewni, 


KING HENRY IV.— PART I. 


ACT 

SoBNE I. — Bangor. A Room in the Ai'ch- 
deacon’s House. 

Enter Hotspur, Worcester, Mortimer, 
and Glenoower. 

Mort. These promises are fair, the parties 
sure, 

And our Induction full of prosperous hope. 
Hot. Lord Mortimer, and cousin Glen- 
dower, 

Will you sit down I — 

And, uncle Worcester : — a plague upon it ! 
t have forgot the map. 

Glend. No, hero it is. 

Sit, cousin Percy ; sit, good cousin Hotspur ; 
For by that name as oft as Lancaster 
Doth speak of you, 

His cheek looks pale, and with a rising sigh 
He wisheth you in heaven. u 

Hot. And you in hell, as oft as he hears 
Owen Olendower spoke of. « 

Glend. I cannot blame him. At my 
nativity 

The front of heaven was full of fiery shapes. 
Of burning-crossets ; and at my birth, 

The frame and huge foundation of the earth 
Shak’d like a coward. , 

Hot. Why, so it would have done at the 


III. 

.same season, if your mother’s cat had but 
kitten’d, though yourself had never been Imm. ' 

Gletid. I say, the earth did shake when I 
was born. 

* Hot. And I say, the earth was not of my 
mind. 

If you suppose as fearing you it shook. 

Glend. The heavens were all on fire, the 
earth did tremble. 

Hot. O ! then the earth shook to see the 
heavens on fire. 

And not in fear of your nativity. 

Diseased nature oftentimes breaks forth 
In stiange eruptions : oft the teeming earth 
Is with a kind of colic pinch’d and vex’d so 
By the imprisoning of unruly wind 
Within her womb; which, for enlargement 
stiTving, 

Shakes the old beldam earth, and topples 
down 

Steeples, and moss-grown towers. At your 
birth. 

Our grandam earth, having this distempera* 
ture. 

In passion shook. 

Glend. Cousin, of many men 

I do not bear these crossings. Give mo leave 
To tell you once again, — ^that at my birth 
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The front of heaven was full of fiery shapes ; 
The goats lan from the mountains, and th< 
Ijerds 

Were strangely clamorous to the frighted 
fields. 

These signs have niark’d me extraordinary. 
And all the courses of niy life do show, 

I am not in the roll of common men. 

Wliere is he living, — clipp’d in with the sea 
That chides the banks of England, Scotland 
Wales,— 

Which calls me pupil, or hatk read to me 1 
And bring him out, that i.s but woman’s son 
<Jan trace me in the tedious ways of art, 

And hold mo pace in deep experiments. 

Hot. I think, thei-o is no man .sjteak! 
bettor Welsh. 

.1 ’ll to «linner. 

Mart. Peace, eonsin Percy ! you will tn:ik» 
him mad. 

(rleitii, I can call spirits from the vasty 
«le(*p. , 

Hot. Whv, so can T, or so can anv man ; 
But will tliey come, when you <-lo call for^ 
them 'i ^ 

ttlend. Why, 1 can teach you, cousin, to 
conmiajid tin* devil. 

Hot. And 1 can teach thee, coz, to shame 
the <lcvil, 

By telling truth ; tell truth, and shame the 
levil. — 

ff thou have power to raise him, bring iiim 
hither, «> 

And I ’ll be sworn, J. have ^K>wer te shame 
him lienee. 

O ! while you live, tell truth, and .shame the 
levil. 

Mart, Gome, come ; 

No more of this unprofitable chat. 

(il.eiid. 1’hvee times hath Henry ,Bolin<;- 
brokt* made liead 

Against my power : thrice from the banks of 
Wye, 

And sundy-bottoiu’d tSevern, have I .sent him 
Bootless home, and weather-beaten back. 

Hot. Home without lioots, and in foul 
weather too ! 

How 'scapes he agues, in the ilevil’s luinie'l 
(flrnd. Gome, here’s the map. tSliall we 
divide our right, 

According to our thrtxv-fold order ta’en Y 
Mort. fhe archdeacon hath divided it 
Into tliree limits very equally. 

England, from Trent aiul Severn hitherto, 

By south and east, is to my part assign’d : 

All westward, Wales, beyond the Severn 
shore. 

And all the fertile land within that bound, 


To Owen Glendower : — and, .dear coz, to you 
The remnant northward, lying off from Trent. 
And our indentures tri2>ax*tite are drawn, »i 
Which being sealed interchangeably 
(A business that this night may execute). 
To-morrow, cousin Percy, you, and I, ‘ 

Apd my goo«l Lord of Worcester, will set 
forth, 

To meet your father, and the Scottish power. 
As is appointed us, at Shi'ewsbury. 

My father Glendower i.s not ready yet. 

Nor shall we need his help these fourteen 
/lays. — 

Within that space you may have drawn 
together »> 

Your tenants, friends, and., neighbouring 
gentlemen. 

Gle'tui. A shorter time shall send me to 
you, lonls ; 

And in my conduct shall your ladies come, 
From whom you now must steal, and take iio 
leav(; ; 

F«>r there will bo a world of water shed, 

U[>on the parting of your wives and you. 

Hot. Methinks, my moiety, north from 
Burton here, 

In quantity ecpials not one of your,s. 

See, how this river comes me cranking in. 
And cuts me from the best of all my land m 
A huge half-moon, a monstrous cantle out. 

I ’ll have the curi'ent in this jdace damm'd up. 
And here the smug and silver Ti'ent shall run 
In a new channel, fair and evenly : 

It shall not wind with such a deep indent, 

To rob me of so rich a bottom here. 

Ghmi. Not wind ? it shall, it must : you 
see, it doth. 

Mitrl. Yea, but 

Mark, how h<^ bears his course, and runs me 

With like advantage on the other side ; no 
1 elding the oppose<l continent as much 
As on the other sitle it takes from you. 

IFor. Yea, but a little charge will trench 
hijn here. 

And on this noilh si<le win this caj)e of land ;* 
And then he runs straight and even. 

Hot. I ’ll have it so ; a little charge will do 
it. 

Glend. I will not have it alter’d. 

Hot. Will not you t 

Gh'nJ.. No, nor you shall not. 

Hot. Who shall say me nay ? 

Gleml. Why, that will I. 

Hot. L(!t me not understand you then i 
•Jpeak it in Welsh. * i»> 

Olend. I <jp,n s^mak English, lord, as well 
as you, 
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For 1 was train’d up in the English court ; 
Where, being but young, I framed to the harp 
Many an English ditty, lovely well, 

•And gave the tongue a helpful ornament ; 

A virtue that was never seen in you; 

Hot. 'Marry, and I ’in glad of it with all my 
heart. 

I had rather lie a kitten, and cry, niew, 

Hian one of these same meti'e ballad-inongors : 
I had rather hear a brazen canstick turn’d, j*) 
Or a dry wheel grate on the axle-tree ; 

And that would set my teetn nothing on edge. 
Nothing so much as mincing poetry : 

*T is like the foi'c’U gait of a shutfling nag- 
Glend. Come, you shall have Trent turn’<l. 
Hot. T do not cure : I ’ll give thrice so 
much l^d 

To any well-deserving fiiend ; 

But in the way of bargain, mark ye me, 

I ’ll cavil on the ninth part of a haii'. 

Are tlie indentures drawn ? shall we be gone ? 
OUnd. Tlio moon shines fair, you may 
away by night : jo 

I ’ll haste the writer, and, withal. 

Break with your wives of your dejiartuve 
hence. 

I am afraid my daughter will nin mad. 

So much she doteth on her Mortimer. \^EmL 
Mort. Fie, cousin Percy ! how you cross 
my father ! 

Hot. I cannot choose ; sometime he angers 
me 

With telling me of the mold warp and the ant. 
Of the dr(*amer Merlin anti his pro[)hecies, 
And of a dragon, and a tinless fish, u-o 

A clip-wing’d griflin, and a moulten raven, 

A couching lion, and a ramping cat, 

And such a. deal of skimble-skamble stuflf 
As puts me from my faith. 1 tell you 
what, — 

He held me, last night, at least nine hours^ 

In reckoning uji the several devils’ names. 
That were his lackeys : T cried, “ Humph,” 
and “ Well, go to,” 

But mark’d him not a wonl. O ! h«^ ’s as 
tedious 

As a tired horse, a railing wife ; 

Worse than a smoky house. I had rather 
live i<K> 

With cheese and garlic in a windmill, far, 
Then feed on cates, ami have him talk to me 
In any summer-house in Christendom. 

Mort. In faith, he is a worthy gentleman, 
Exceedingly well read, and profited 
In strange concealments, valiant as a lion, 
And wondrous affable, and as bountiful 
As mines of India. Shall I tell ^u, cousin 1 
He holds your temper in a high respect, 


And curbs himself even of his natural scope, 
When you do cross liis humour; ’faith, he 
does. > 7 \ 

I warrjmt you, that man is not alive, 

Might so have tempted him as you have 
done, 

Witliout the tast-e of danger and reproof ; 
But do not use it oft, let me entreat you. 

Wor. In faith, my lord, you are too wilfu?- 
blamc^; 

And since your coming hither, have done 
enougl 

To ])ut him quite beside his patience. 

You must needs learn, lord, to amend this 
fault : 

Though sometimes it show greatness, courage, 
blood, !«' 

(And that ’s the dearast grace it renders you,; 
Yet oftentimes it doth present hai'sh luge. 
Defect of manners, want of government, 
Pride, haughtiness, opinion, and disdain ; 

The Icjist of which, haunting a nobleman, 
Loseth men’s hmrts, and leaves behind a stain 
Upon the beauty of all jiarts besides, 
Beguiling them commendation. 

Hot. Well, I am school’d good manncTs 
be your speed ! 

Here come our wives, and let us take our 
leave. 

Re.-mttcr Glendowbr, 'with the Ladvs. 

Mori. This is the deadly spitt; that angera 
me. 

My wife can sjieak no English, .1 no Welsli. 

(ilend. My daugliter wee])S ; she will not 
part with you : 

She’ll 1)0 a soldier too; she ’ll to the wars. 

Mort. Good father, t-ell her, that she, and 
my aunt Percy, 

Shall follow in your conduct speedily. 

[Gi.bndower speaks to /ter in Welsh, and 
she atisivers him in. the santc. 

Glend. She’s desi)erate here; a jH^visli 
.self-will’d harlotry. 

One that no persuasion can do good upon. 

\SJte speaks to Mortimer in WelMu 

Mmt. I understand thy looks : that pretty 
Welsl 

Which thou pourest down from these .swelling 
heavens, »» 

I am too perfect in : and, but for shame, 

In such a jiarley should I answer thee. 

[>SVte spealcs aporn. 

understand thy kisses, and thou mine, 

And that a feeling disputation : 

But 1 Avill never bo a truant, love, 

Till 1 have leam’d thy language; lor tlij 
tongue 
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Makes Welsh as sweet as ditties highly As if thou never walk’dst further thai.> 
penn’d, Finsbury. 

Hung by a fair queen in a summer’s bower, Swear me, Kate, like a lady as thou art, 
With mvishing division, to her lute. A goo<l mouth-filling oath; and leato “in 

Glnul. Nay, if you melt, then will she run sooth," 

mad. [iSVw »peak8 again. And such protest of pepper-gingerbread, 


Mart. O ! I am ignorance itself in this. »ii To velvet-guards, and Hunday-citizens, 
(Jletul. She bids you on the wanton rushes 
lay you down, 

And rest your gentle head upon her lap, 

And she will sing the swig that pleasoth you, 

And on your eyelids crown the god of sleep, 


I will not sing. 


C6me, sing. 

Lady I*. 

Hot. ’Tis the next way to turn tailor, or 
be red-breast teacher. An the indentures bt^ 
drawn, I ’ll away within these two hours ; 


(.’harming your blood with plej*. 3 ing heaviness; and so come in when ye will. 


Making such difference ’twixt wake and sleep. 
As is the difference betwixt day and night, 
The hour before the heavenly-harness’d team 
Begins his golden progress in the east. s-t) 
Mort. With all my heart I ’ll sit, and hear 
her sing : 

By that time will our book, I think, be <lrawn. 
Gleml. Do so ; 

And those musicians that shall.play to you, 
Hang in the air a thousand leagues from 
hence ; 

Ajid straight they shall Ijc here. Sit, aiuf 
attend. 

HoL Gome, Kate, thou art perfect in lying 
down : come, qtiick, (juick ; that I may lay 
my bead in thy lap. 

Lady 1*. Go, ye giddy goose. 

[7y«2 music plays. 
Hot. Now I perceive, the devil understands 
W elsh ; 

And ’t is no marvel, he is so humorous. 

By ’r lady, he ’s a good musician. 

Lady V. Then should you be nothing but 
musical, for you are altogether governed by 
humours. Lie still, ye thief, and hear the 
‘lady sing in Welsh. 

Hot. I htul mthor hear Lady, my brach, 
howl in Irish. 

Lady P. Wouldst have thy head broken ? 
Hot. No. 

Lady P. Then l>e still. 

Hot. Neither ; ’t is a woman’s fault. 

Lady P. Now, God help thee ! 

Hot. To the Welsh lady’s bed. 

Lady P. What 's tliat? 

Hot. Peace ! she sings. 

[A Welsh song sung by Ijody Mortimer. 


[ExU. 


Gledd. Come, come, Lord Mortimer ; you 
are as slow 

As hot Lord Percy is on tire to go. 

By this our book is diawn : ww will but seal, 
Ami then to horse immediately. 

Mort. With all my heart. [Exeunt. 


Scene II. — liondon. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter King Henrv, Wales, atid 

Lords. 

K. Hen. Lords, give us leave. The Prince 
of Wales and I 

Must have some private conference : but be 
near at hand. 

For we shall presently have neo<l of you. — 

[Eiceunt Lords. 

I know not whether God will have it so, 

For some displeasing service I hav'e done, 
That, in his secret doom, out of my blood 
He ’ll breed revengement and 


a scourge 


for 


me 


240 


But thou dost, in thy passtiges of life, 

Make me believe, that thou art only mark’d 
For the hot vengeance and the red of Heaven, 
To punish my mistreadmgs. Tell me else, n 
Could such inordinate and low desires. 

Such poor, such bare, such lewd, such mean 
attempts. 

Such barren jdeasures, rude society, 

As thou art match’d withal, and grafted to, 
Accompany the greatness of thy blood. 

And hold their level with thy princely hearfl 
P. Hen.. So please your majesty, I would I 
could 


Hot. Come, Kate, I ’ll liave your song too. Quit all offences with as clear excuse. 
Lady P. Not mine, in good sooth. 




’Heart ! 
“ Not 


As well as,« I am doubtless, I can purge 
Myself of many I am charg’d withal : 

Yet such extenuation lot mo beg. 

As, in reproof of many tales devis’d 
(Which oft the car of gi’eatness needs must 
heai*) 

And giv’s ) such sarcenet surety for thy oaths, j By smilingptek-thanks and base newsmongers, 

148 


Hot. Not yours, in good sooth ! 
you swear like a comfit-maker’s wife, 
you, in good sooth;” and, “As true as I 
live ; ” and, “ As Go<l shall mend me ; ” and, 
“ As sure as day ; ” 
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I may, for some things true, wherein my 
youth 

Hath foiilty wander’d and irregular, 

JbTnd pardon on my true submission. 

K, Hen. Gcsl i>ardon thee ! — ^yet let me 
’A^onder, Harry, 

At thy affections, which do hold a wing 
Quite from the flight of all thy ancestoiu 
Thy place in council thou hast rudely lost, 
Which by thy younger brother is stipplied ; 
And art almost an alien to the hearts 
Of all the court, and prince of my blood. 

The hope and expectation of thy time 
Is ruin’d, and the^oul of every man 
Prophetically does forethink thy fall. 

Had I so lavish of my presence been. 

So commoft-hacifency’d in the eyes of men, « 
So stale and cheap to vidgar company, 
Opinion, that did help me to the crown. 

Had still kept loyal to possession. 

And left mo in reputeless banishment, 

A fellow of no mark, nor likelihood. 

By being seldom seen, 1 could not stir, 

But like a comet I was wonder’d at ; 

That men would tell their children, “ Thi.s is 
he;” 

Others would say, — “ Where '? which is 
Bolingbroke 1 ” 

And then I stole all courtesy from Heaven, w 
And dress’d myself in such humility, 

That I did pluck alhigiance from men’s hearts, 
liOud shouts and siilutations from their 
mouths, 

Even in the presence} of the crowned king. 
Thus did I keep my person fresh, and new ; 
My presence, like a robe pontifical, 

Ne’er seen but wonder’d at: and so my state, 
Seldom, but sumptuous, showed like a feast, 
And won by rareness such solemnity. 

The skipping king, he ambled up and down no 
With shallow jesters, and rash bavin wits. 
Soon kindled, and soon burn’d ; carded his 
state. 

Mingled his royalty with carping fof>ls, 

Had his great name profanetl with their 
scorns. 

And gave his countenance, against his name. 
To laugh at gibing boys, and stand the push 
Of every beardless vain comjMirative ; 

Grew a compainion to the common streets, 
Enfeoffd himself to popularity. 

That, being daily swallow'd by men’s eyes, to 
They surfeited with honey, and began 
To loathe the taste of sweetness, whereof a 
little 

More than a little is by much too much. 

Bo, when he had occasion to be seen. 

He was but as the cuckoo is in tfune. 


Heard, not regardc^d ; swn, but with such 
eyes, 

As, sick and blunted with community, 

A fiord no extraordinary gaze. 

Such as is bent on sun-like majesty. 

When it shines seldom in atlmiring eyes ; «> 

But rather drows’d, and huim their eyelids 
down, 

Slept in his face, ami render'd such aspect 
As cloudy nien use to their adversaries, 

Being with his prest}nc(‘ glutle<l, gorg’d, ami 
full. ■ 

And in that very line, Harry, stand’st thou ; 
For thou hast lost thy princely privilege 
With vile participation. Not an eye 
But i;i aweary of thy common sight. 

Save mine, which hath desir'd tt) see thee 
more ; 

Which now doth that I would not have it do. 
Make blind itself with foolish tenderness. !'i 
I*. Hen. I shall hereafter, my tliriee- 
gracioiw lord. 

Be more myself.’ 

K. Hen. For all the world. 

As thou art to this hour, was Richard then, 
When I from France set foot at Ravenspurg ; 
And even as I was then, Ls Percy now. 

Now, by my sceptre, and my soul to boot, 

He hath more worthy intere.st to the state. 
Than thou the shadow of su(;cossion : 

For, of no right, nor colour like to I'ight, hm 
H e doth fill fields with harness in the realm. 
Turns head against the lion’s ai'ined jaws. 
And, being no more in debt to years than 
thou, 

Leads ancient lords and re\ e«-(‘nd bishops on 
To bloody battles, and to bruising arni.s. 

What never-dying honour hath ho got 
Against renowned Douglas, whose high deeds. 
Whose hot incursions, and great name in arms. 
Holds from all soldic?rs chief majority. 

And military title capital, uo 

Tlu-ough all the kingdoms that acknowledge 
, Christ. 

Thrice hath this Hotspur, Mans in swathing- 
clothes. 

This infant warrior, in his enterprises 
Discomfited great Douglas : ta’en him once, 
Enlarge<l him, and made a friend of him, 

To fill the mouth of deep defiance up. 

And shake the peace and .safety of our throne. 
And what say you to this ! Percy, North- 
umberland, 

The Archbishoii’s Grace of York, Douglii.s, . 
Mortimer, 

Capitulate against us, .-ind are up. 

But wherefore do I tell these news to thee i 
Why, Harry, do I tell thee of my foes, 
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Which art my near’sfc and deajrest enemy ? If promises be kept on every hand^ , 
Thou that art like enough, through vassal As ever offer’d foul play in a state. 


fear, 

lias<' indiiiation, and the start of spleen, 

To tight against me under Percy’s i>ay. 

To dog his heels, and curtsy at his frowns, 

To show how much thou art degenerate. 
r. lien. Do not think so; you shall not 
find it .so : . 

And God forgive them that so much have 
sway’d 

Yotir majesty’s good thoughts away from m< ! 
I will redeem all this oil Percy’s head, 

And, in the closing of some glorious day. 

He bold to tell you that I am your son ; 
When I will wear a garment all of blood, 
And stain my favours in a bloody mask. 
Which, wash’d away, shall scour my shame 
with it : 

.Vnd that shall be the day, whene’er it lights, 
I’hat this same child of honour and renown. 
This gallant Hots[)ur, this all-jpcaised knight, 
And your unthought-of Harry, chance to 
meet, m 

lAir every honour .sitting oiWiis holm. 

Would they were multitudes; and on my 
head 

My .shames mlonbled ! for the time will come. 
That I shall make this northern youth ex- 
change 

H is glorious deeds for my indignities. 

Percy is but my factor, good my lord, 

To engross up gloriou.s deeds on my behalf ; 
And I will call him to so strict account. 

That he shall render every glory uy), im 

Yea, even the slightest worshiy) of his time. 

Or I will tear the reckoning from his heart. 
This, in the name of God, I promise here ; 

The which, if he he pleas’d I shall perfoi-m, 

1 do Ijeseech your majesty, may salve 
’I'he long-gi’own wounds of my internywrance : 
If not, tlie end of life cancels all bands. 

And I will die a hundred thou.sand deaths, 
li’er bis^ak the smallest parcel of this vow. 

K. lien. A hundred thoasand rebels die in 
this : ’»*• 

Thou .shalt have charge and soveieigu trust 
herei)i. 

EiU,er Blunt. 

How now, go(xl Blunt? thy looks are full of 
.sy)ced. 

Blunt. Ho liath the business that I come to 
syjcak of. 

•Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath sent word, 
That Douglas and the English rebels met. 

The eleventh of this month, at Shrewsbury. 

A mighty and a fearful head they are, 


K. Hen. The Earl of Westmoreland set 
forth to-day, in* 

With him my son. Lord John •f Lancaster; 
For this advertisement is five days old. — 

On Wednesday next, Harry, you shall set 
forward; 

f>u Thui'sday we ourselves will march : 

Our meeting is Bridgnorth ; and, Harry, you 
Shall march through Glostershire ; by which 
I account, 

! Our business valued, some twelve days hence 
Our general forces at Bridgnorth shall meet. 
Our hands arc full of business : let ’s a'yay ; 
Advantage feeds him fat, while men ^lolay. 

* \E'j!xnnt. 


Scene HI. — Eastcheap. A Room in the 
Boar’s Hixid Tavern. 

EnUif Falstafp and BAunoLril. 

Fal. Bardolph, am I not fallen away vilely 
since this last action ? do I not bate? do I not 
dwindle? Why, iny skin hangs about mo likf* 
an old lady’s loose gown : 1 am withex*’d like 
an old apple-John. Well, I ’ll ref>ent, and 
that suddenly, while I am in some liking ; J 
shall be out of heart shortly, and then I shall 
have no strength to rejient. An I have not 
forgotten what the inside of a church is made 
of, 1 am a pey)p<!r-corn, a brewer’s horse. The 
inside of a church ! Company, villainous 
!omy>any, hath been the sytoil of me. 

Hard. Sir John, you are so fretful, yoxi 
cannot live long. 

F<d. AVhy, there is it. — Come, .sing me a 
bawdy song ; make me merry. I was as 
virtuously given as a gentleman need to be ; 
virtuous enough : swore little; dice<l not 
above seven times a week ; went to a bawdy- 
hou.se not . above once in a quarter — of an 
hour; paid money that I borrowed three or 
four times; lived well, and in good compass; 
and now 1 live out of all order, out of all 
compass. h> 

Bard. Wliy, you are .so fat, Sir John, that 
you must needs he out of all compass, out of 
all reasonable compa.s.s, Sir John. 

Fal. Do thou , amend thy face, and I ’ll 
amend my life. Thou art our admiral, thou 
bearost the lantern in the jx>op, — but ’t is in 
the nose of tht'e : thou art the Knight of the 
Burning Lamp. 

Bard. Why, Sir John, my face does you 
no harm. 
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FaL No; I’ll be awoni, T nuike as good 
• use of it as many a man doth of a death’s- 
itead, or a memento morL I never see thy 
•face but £ 'think uix)u hell-fire, and Dives 
that lived in purple ; for there he is in his 
robes, burning, burning. If thou wert any 
way given to virtue, I would swear by thy 
face; my oath should be, “By this fire, that ’s 
God’s angel.” But thou art altogether given 
over, and wert indeed, but for the light in 
thy face, the sun of utter darkness. When 
thou raim’st up Gadshill ir bhe night to catch 
my horse, if I did not think thou had’st been 
aii iffnis/alum, or a ball of wild-fire, there ’s 
!io [uirchase in money. O ! thou art a per- 
petual triutupl^, an everhwting bonfire-light. 
Thou hast saved me a thousand marks in 
links and torches, walking with thee in the 
night betwixt tavern ami tav(*ru : but the 
sack that thou hast <lrunk me, would have 
bought me lights as good cheap, at the deai’est 
chamIU'r’s in Europe. I have maint^lined 
that salamander of yours with fire any time 
this two-and-thirty year.s : (rod reward me 
for it ! 

Jiftnf. ’Sblood ! I would my face were in 
your l)elly. »> 

Fiif. God-a-mercy ! so should I be sure to 
be heart-burned, 

Fider HosteSif. i 

How now, Dame Partlet the hen ( have yoix 
inquired yet who picked my pocket 1 

J/ost. Why, Sir John, what do you tliink, 
Sir John '< Do you think t keep thieves in 
my house 1 t have searched, I have inquired, 
so Juis my husband, man by man, boy by boy, 
servant by»serv'ant: the tithe of a hair was 
never lost in my, house before. 

FaL You lie, ho.stcss ; Baidolph was 
shaved, and lost many a hair ; and I ’ll be 
sworn, ray pocket was picked. l.ro to, you | 
are a woman ; go. 

J/o8t. Who, I '( No. E ilefy the*; : God’s 
light ! I was never called so in mine own 
house befoi-e. 


drinkings, and money lent you, four-and- 
twenty pound. 

FaL He had his part of it : let him pay. 
//ost. He 1 alas ! he is jwor : lie hath 
nothing. 

FaL How ! poor { look xijion his face ; 
what call you rich ? let them coin his nose, let 
them coin his cheeks. I’ll not pay a denier. 
What, will you make a younker of me ? shall 
I not take mjno ease in mine inn, but I shall 
have my popket picked 1 I have lost a seal- 
ring of niy grandfather’s, worth foi'ty^mark. 

Jlonf. O Je.su ! I have heard the pi'iuce 
tell him, I know not how oft, that that ring 
was copper. 

Fd/. How ! the jirince is a Jack, a sneak- 
cup : ’sblood ! an he were here, I would 
cudgel him like a dog, if he would say so. -.n 

Enter Prince IIexuy awl PoiNS, m-archin;/. 
Falstakf meete tJie Prince, lilayiny oA /tin 
trmicheon, 'dke a Jife. 

F(d. How now, lad ? is the wind in that 
tloor, i’ faith 1 must we all march % 

Hard. Yea, tw’6 and two, Newgate-fashioi.'. 
Host. My lord, I jiray you, hear me. 

P. ILoi. What sayest thou, Misli’css 
Quickly ? How does thy husband ? I love 
liim well, he is an honest man. 

Host. Goo<.l my lord, hear me. i<«' 

FaL Pr’ythec, let her alone, and list to me. 
P. Hen. What .sayest thou, Jack ? 

FaL The other night I fell aslee[», here, 
behind the arras, an<l had my |)0<rket picked : 
this house is tiirneil liawdy-house ; they pick 
jiockets. 

' P. Hen. What didst tlioii lo.se, Jsick 'f 
FaL Wilt thou beli<*ve ims Hal ? tliree or 
four Ixmds of forty 2>ound a-pioce, and a .seul- 
I'ing of my grandfatlier’s. hm 

P. Hen. A trifle; some eight-}>emiy matter. 
Host. So I told him, my lord; and I said 
I heard your grjuie say so : juid, my lord, he 
sjioaks mo.st vilely of you, like a foiil-iuouthed 
man as he is, and said he would cudgel you. 

P, Hen. What ! he did not ? 


FaL Go to, I know you well enough. 

Host. No, 8ir John; you do not know 
me, Sir John : I know you. Sir John: you 
owe me money, Sir John, and now you jiick 
a (juarrcl to beguile me of it. I |>ought you 
a dozen of shirts to your liack. 

FaL Dowlas, filthy dowlas : I have given 
them away to bakers’ wives, and they have 
made holsters of them,. 

Host. Now, as I am a true woman, hollaiid 
of eight shillings an ell. You, owe money 
here besides, Sir J ohn, for your diet, and by- 


Host. There ’s neither faith, truth, nor 
womanhood in me else. 

Fal. Tliere’s no more faith in thee than in 
a stewed jirune ; nor no more truth in thee 
than in a drawn fox; and for womanhoo<l, 
Maid Marian may be the deputy’s wife of the 
ward to tliee. Go, you thing, go. )-•: 

Host. Say, what thing ? what thing ? 

Fal. What thing ? why, a thing to tliank 
God on. 

Host. I am no thing to thank God on, I 
would thou shouldst know it ; I am an honest 
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man’s wife ; ami, setting thy knighthood 
aside, tliou art a knave to call me so. 

FaL Setting thy womanhood aside, thou 
art a beast to say otherwise. jao 

Host. Say, what beast, thou knave, thou ? 
FaL Wliat beast 1 why, an otter. 

F. /fen. An otter. Sir J ohn ! why an 
otb^r ? 

FaL Why '{ she ’s neither tish nor flesh ; a 
man knows not where to have Ijct”- 

J/ost. Thou art an unjust in .say mg 

so : thdli or any man knows where to have 
me, thou knave thou ! • 

F. Hen. Thou sayest true, hostess ; and he 
slanders thee most grossly. 

Host. So he doth you, my lord •, and .said 
this other day, you ought him a thousaml 
jM)und. 

F. Hen. Sirrah ! do I owe you a thousand 
povuid I 

Fal. A thousaiid j)Ound, Hal ! a million ; 
thy love is worth a million j^t^Jou ow'est mo 
thy love. 

Host. Nay, my lord, he called you Jack, 
and said he would cudgel vCu. 

Fal Did I, Bardolphl* 

Hard. Indeed, Sir tfohn, you said .so. 

Fal. Yea ; if he said my ring was copper, iso 
F. Hen, I sfiy, ’t is copper ; darest thou be 
as gootl as thy word now I 

Fal. Why, Hal, thou knowest, as tliou art j 
but a man, I dare ; but as thou art a prince, 

I fear thee, as I fear the roaring of the lion’s 
whelp. 

F. Hen. And why not as the lion ? 

Fal. The king liinnself is to be feared as 
the lion. Dost thou think, I ’ll fear thee as I 
fear thy father ? nay, an I do, I pray Gotl, 
my girdle break ! as 

P. Hen. O ! if it should, how woul<l thy 
guts fall about thy knees ! But, sirrah, 
there ’s no room for faith, truth, nor honesty 
in this bosom of thine ; it is filled uj) with 
guts and raididff. Charge an honest woman 
with picking thy jxjcket ! Why, thou whore- 
son, impudent, embossed rascal, if there were 
anything in thy pocket but tavern-reckonings, 
memorandums of bawdy-houses, and one poor 
pennyworth of sugar-candy to make thee 
long-winded : if thy pocket were enriched 
with any other injuries but these, I am a 
villain. And yet you will stand to it, you 
will not pocket up wrong. Art thou not j 
ashamed I in j 

Fal, Dost thou liear, Hal t thou knowest, } 


in the state of innocency, Adam fell ; and 
what should poor Jack Falstaff do, in the 
♦lays of villainy 1 Thou seest I have more 
flesh than another man, and therefore more 
fmilty. You confess then, you picked my 
pocket ? » 

, JL Hen. It ajipears so by the story. 

Fal. Hostess, I forgive thee. Go, make 
ready breakfast ; love thy husband, look to thy 
servants, cherish thy guests : thou shalt find 
me tractable to any honest reason ; thou seest 
I am pacified. — Still? — Nay, pr’ythee, be 
gone. IFxit Hostess.^ Now, Hal, to the news 
at court : for the robbery, lad, — how is that 
! answered? 

F. Hen. O ! my sweet bee^, I must still be 
i gotKl angel to thee. — Tlio money is paid back 
! again. 

Fal. O ! I do not like that paying back ; 
’t is a double labour. 

F. Hen. 1 am good friends with my lather, 
and may do anything. loi 

Fal. Rob me the exchequer the fii’st thing 
I thou dost, and do it with unwashed hands 
j too. 

Bard. Do, my lortl. 

F. Hen. I have jirocured thee. Jack, a 
charge of foot. 

Fal. I would it hiul been of horse. Where 
shall I find one that can steal well ? O, for 
a fine thief, of the age of two-and-twenty, or 
thcreiibouts ! I am heinously unprovided. 
Well, God be thanked for these rebels ; they 
offend none but the virtubus : I laud them, I 
praise them. »>» 

. F. Hen. Bardolph ! 

Bon'd. My loid. 

F. Hen. Go bear this letter to Lord John 
of Lancaster, 

To my brother John ; this to my Lord of 
Westmoreland. — 

Go, Poins, to horse, to horse ! for thou and I 
Have thirty miles to ride yet ere dinner-time. — 
Jack, meet me to-moiTow in the Temple Hall 
At two o’clock in the afternoon 
There shalt thou know thy charge, and there 
receive sio 

Money, and order for their furniture. 

The land is burning, Percy stands on high. 
And either they, or we, must lower lie. 

[Exeunt Prince, Poins, and Bardolph. 

Fal. Rare words ! brave world ! — Hostess, 
my breakfast ; come. — 

O ! I could wisli, this tavern were my drum. 

[ExU, 
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ACT 

Scene I. — The Rebel Camp near Shrewsbury, 
Enter Hotspur, Worcester, uiul Douglas. 

Jiot. Well said, my noble Scot. If speak- 
ing truth 

In this, line age were not thought flattery. 
Such attribution should the Douglas luive. 

As not a soldier of this sea m’s stamp 
Should go .so general cnnTent through the 
world. 

By God, I cannot flatter : I defy 
The tongues ol^.soother.s ; l)ut a bi’aver place 
In my heart’s love hath no man than your- 
■scdf. 

Nay, task nui to my word ; .•ipj)rove me, lord. 

i)ouij. I'hou art the king of honour : i<> 

No man .so potent bi'eathes U 2 )Oii the ground. 
But I will board him. 

Jlut. Do .so, and ’t is well. — 

Enter <i Mrase nyer, vntli letters. 

What letters hast thou there % — can but 
thank you. 

Mess, These letters cojue from your 
father, — 

}lot. Lett<*rs from him ! why comes he 
not himself? 

Mess, Ho cannot come, my lord ; he ’s 
grievous sick. 

JJot. Zouiuls ! how has he the lei-sure to be 
.sick 

In such a justliiig time \ Who leads his 
power ? 

Under Avhose government come they along? 

Mess. His letters bear his mind, not J, my 
lord. ») 

Wor. I pr’ythoe, tell me, doth he keep his 
bed ? 

Mess. He did, my lord, four days ere I set 
forth ; 

And at the time of my departure tlK*nee, 

He was much fear’d by his jdiysician.s. 

W or. I would the state of time had first 
been whole. 

Ere he by sickness had been visited : 

His health was never better Avorth than now. 

Jlot, Sick now ! droop now ! tl^s sickness 
doth infect 

Tlie A’ei'y life-blood of our enterprise : 

”^1' is catching hither, even to our camp. so 
He Avrites me here, — that iinvard sickness — 
And that his friends by deputation could not 
So soon be drawn ; nor did he thjnk it meet, 

To lay so dangerous and dear a trust 


IV. 

On any soul j-emov’d, but on his own. 

Yet doth he give us bold adv'ertisement. 

That Avith our small C(jnJunction we should 
on. 

To see how fortune is disitos'd to us ; 

Jfor, as lu' AV*;ites, there is no <|uailing now, 
Be(?ause the, king is certainly possess’d 4o 
Of all our pur])o.ses. What say you to it? 
Wor. Your father’s sickness is a maim to 
us. 

I/oi. A jK iilons gash, a vejy limb lopp’d 
oft' ; — 

And yet, in faith, ’t is not ; his present want 
Seems more than we shall find it. — Were it 
gootl, 

To set the exact wealth of all our states . 

All at one cast? to .set so rich a main 
On the nice hR^ard of one doubtful hour? 

1 1 Avere not good ; for thewdn should Ave; read 
’file very bottom and the so\»l of hoj)e, m 
The very list, thO A’ery utmost bound 
Of all our fortunes. 

Dolly. ’Faith, and so wo shoidd ; 

Where now remains a sweet reversion : 

We may boldly spend upon the hope of what 
Is to come in : 

A comfort of retii’cmcnt lives in thi.s. 

Hot. A rendezvous, a home to fly unto. 

If that the devil and mischance look big 
U})on the maidenlnvul of our ali'aij's. 

Wor. But yet, 1 would your father had 
, been here. oo 

: The quality and hair of our attempt 
Bi'ooks no division. It will l)c thought 
By some, that know not why he is away, 

That wisdom, loyalty, and mere dislike 
Of our jiroceodings, keijt the earl from hence. 
And think, hoAv such an apprehejision 
May tuni the ti«le of fijarful faction. 

And br«?ed a kind of (piestion in our cause : 
For, Avcll you knoAv, avo of the ofl'ering side 
Must kee}) aloof from .strict arbitrement, to 
.\nd stop all .sight-holc.s, every loop, from 
Avhence 

The, eye of reason may piy in upon us. 

’riiis absence of your father’s draws a curtain. 
That shoAvs the ignorant a kind of fear 
Before not dreamt of. 

J/ot. You strain too far. 

I, rather, of his absence make this u.se : — 

It lends a lustn*, ami more groat opinion, 

A larger dare to our great enteiprise. 

Than if the eai’l Avere here ; for men must 
think. 
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If we, witliout his help, can make a head so 
To push a,^fiunst the king<lom, with his help, 
We shall o’ertiu-n it topsy-turvy down. — 

Yet all gu<?s w<dl, yet all our joints are whole. 
Doug. As heart can think : there is not 
such a word 

Spoke of in Scotland as this teitn of fear. 

Enter Sir Richard Vernon. 

Hot. My cousin Vernon! welcome, by my 
soul. 

Ver. Pray God, my news be worth a wel- 
come, lord. 

The Earl of Westmoreland, seven thousand 
strong, 

Is max’ching hitherwards ; with him, Prince 
John. 

Hot. No harm : what more 1 
Ver. And furtlier, T have leam’d, 

The king himself in pei’sou i.s set forth, «i 
Or hitherward.s intendeil sj)ccdil,v, 

With strong and mighty {)repa'’/‘ation. 

Hot. He shall be welcome too. Where is 
his son. 

The nimbhvfooted madcap Prince of Wales, 
And his comrades, that datf ’d the world aside, 
And bid it pass ? 

Ver. All fui‘ni.sli’d, all in arms, 

All plum’d like estridges, that with the 
wind 

Bated,— like eagles having lately bath’d ; 
Glittering in golden coats, like images ; loo 
As full of sph-it as the month of May, 

And gorgeous as tlu^ sun at midsummer ; 
Wanton sas youthful goats, wild as young 
bulls. 

I saw young Harry, with Ins beaver on, 

His cui.sses on his thiglis, gallantly arm’d. 

Rise from the ground like feather’d Mercury, 
And vaulttnl with such ease into his seat, 

As if an angel drop[)’d down from the clouds, 
To turn and wind a fiery Pegasus, 

And witch the world with noble horseman- 
ship. no 

//oL No more, no more ; worse than the 
sun in March, 

This pj-aise <loth nourish ague.s. Let them 
come 

They come like sacrifices in their trim, 

And to the fire-ey’d maid of smoky war, 

All hot, and blecaling, will we offer them : 

The maih*il Mars shall on his altar sit. 

Up to the ca)-.s in blootl. 1 am on fire. 

To hear this rich reprisal is so nigh. 

And yet not ours. — Come, let me taste my 
horse. 

Who is to bear mc!, like a thunderbolt, iso 
Against the bosom of the Prince of Wales : 


Hai’ry to Harry shall, hot horse to horse, 
Meet, and ne’er part, till one drop down a 
coim — 

O, that Gleudower were come ! 

Ver. There is more, news : 

I leam’d in Worcester, as I rode along, 

Hd ciuinot draw his power this foui'tecn days. 

Do\ig. That ’s the worst tidings that I hear 
of yet. 

IVor. Ay, by my faith, that bears a frosty 
sound. 

Hot. What may the king’s whole battle 
Teach unto'l 

Ver. To thirty thousand. 

Hot. Forty let it be : i!» 

My father and Glendower being both away, 
The powera of us may serve so great a day. 
Como, let us take a muster speedily : 
.Doomsday is near ; die all, die merrily. 

Dong. Talk not of dying : I am out of f .ar 
Of death, or death’s hand, for this one half 
year. [^E.cen/)U. 


Scene T1. — A public Road near Coventiy. 

E)Uer PAnsTAFP and Bardolrh. 

Fal. Bardolph, got thee before to Coven- 
try ; fill mc a bottle of sack. Our soldiers 
shall march through ; we ’ll to Sutton Co’fil’ 
to-night. 

‘Bard. Will yon give mc money, cajxtain ? 

Eal. Lay out, lay out. 

Bard. This bottle makes an angel. 

Fal. An if it do, bike it for thy labour; 
and if it make twenty, take them .all, I 'll 
answer thci coinage. Bid my lieuttmant Peto 
meet me at the town’s end. o 

Bard. I will, captain : farewell. \^Exit. 

Fal. If [ be not ashamed of my .sohliera, 
I am a soused giirnct. T hav(j misused the 
king’s ju-ess damnably. I have got, in exr 
change of a hundred and fifty soldiers, three 
hundred and o<Id pounds. I y)ress me none 
but good householders, yeomen’s sons : in- 
<|uire me out contranted baclu'lors, such as 
bad beeix asked twice on the lianns ; such a 
commodity of warm slaves, as had as lief hear 
the devil as a drum ; such as fear the report 
of a calivcc' wor.se than a struck fowl, or a. 
hurt wild-duck, I pressed me none but such 
toasts-and-but^r, with hearts in their bellies 
no bigger than pins’ heads, and they have 
bought out theii seiwices ; and now my whole 
charge consists of ancients, coi'porals, lieu- 
tenants, gentlemen of companies, slaves as 
ragged as Jja/arus in the painted cloth, where 
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the glutton’s dogs Hcketl his sore.s ; and such 
as, indeed, were never soldiers, but discarde<l 
luijust serving-meii, younger sons to younger 
brothel’s, revolted tapsters, and ostlers tmde- 
falleii ; the cankers of a calm world, and a 
long peace; ten times more dishonourable 
ragged than an old faced ancient : ahd such 
hai e 1, to till up the rooms of them that have 
bought out their services, that you would 
think that 1 had a hmulrod and lifty tattered 
prodigals, lately come f >m swine-keeping, 
from eating di’aff and husks. A mad fellow 
met mo on the v.'ay, and told me J IumI un- 
loaded all the gibbets, and pressed the dead 
bodio.«. No eye hath seen such scarecrows. 
1 ’ll not march through (Coventry with them, 
that ’s flat : — nay, and the villains march 
wide lictwixt the leg,s, as if they ha«l gyves 
on ; for, indeed, I had the most of them out 
of prison, 'riiere ’s not a shirt and a half in 
all my com[)auy : and the half-shirt is two 
napkins, tacked together, and thrown over the 
shouiih'rs like a herald’s coat without sleeves ; 
and the shirt, to say the truth, stolen fi’om 
my host at St. Albans, or the red-nose inn- 
keeper of Daventry. Rut that ’s all one ; 
they ’ll find linen enough on every hedge. 

Enter Prinee HenuY WESTMOREnAND. 

i\ ir< Ilovv^iow, blown Jaeki how now, 
quilt 1 M 

Fill. What, llal ! How now, mad wag? 
what a devil dost thou in Warwickshire? — 
My good Lord of W<?stmoi’cland, I cry you 
mercy : I thought your honour had already 
been at Shrewsbury. 

West. ’Fjiitli, Sir John, ’tis more thai 
time that I wer(j th(*re, and you too ; but my 
powers are there ah’eady. The king, I can 
tell yoxi, looks for us all : w'o must aw^ay all 
night. 

Fill. Tut, never fear me : I am as vigilant 
as a cat to steal cream. »»» 

P. Hen. I think, to steal cream indeed ; 
for thy theft liath already m:ule thee butter. 
Bxit tell me, ,J ack ; whose fellows are tln‘sc 
that come aft<jr? 

Fal. Mine, llal, mine. 

!*. Hen. I did never see such pitiful rascals. 

Fai. Tut, Tut! good enoiigli to toss; food 
frjr poxvder, food for pow^der; they ’ll fill a 
pit, as well as better : tush, man, mortal men, 
mortal men. 

West. Ay, but. Sir John, methiuks they 
are exceeding poor an«l bare ; too beggarly. r<» 

Fill. ’Faith, for their poverty, T know not 
whore they had that ; and for tlnnr barene.s.s, 

I am sure, they never learned that of me. 


Hen. No, I ’ll be SAVorn ; unless you 
call three fingers on the ribs, bare. But, 
sirrah, make, haste : Percy is already in the 
field. 

Fal. What, is the king encamped ? 

JFest. He i.s, Sir .John : T fear w’e shall stay 
too long. 

Fal. Well, 

To the latter end of .a fray, and tin; bogiuninq' 
of a least, ^ 

Fits a iluirfighb'i’, and a kecai guest. 

[Exetint. 


Scene III. — The Rebel Canq> near Shrews- 
bury. 

Enter Hotspur, WoRt^ESTER, r)oi <;L.As, 
and Vernon. 

Hot. We ’ll light with him to-niglit. 

Wor. It may not be. 

Dony. You giv(; hint then advantage. 

Ver. Not,a whit. 

Hot. Why say yon so ? looks lie not for 
supply ? 

Fer. So do w'o. 

Hot. His is certain, ours is doubtful. 

Wor. Gooil cousin, lx? advis’d : stir not to- 
night. 

Fer. Do not, ray lord, 

Dnng. You do not coumsel well 

You Kjieak it out of fear and cold heart. 

Ver. Do me no slander, Douglas : bx' nij^ 
life. 

And 1 dare well m.-iintain it with ray life 
If woll-respC’ctcd lionoui- bill me on, 

I hold .ns little eoun.sel with w’oak fear. 

As you. my lord, or any Scot that this day 
lives : 

Let it bi* seen to-morrow in the battle, 

Which of us fears. 

Dovy. Yon, or to-night. 

Fer. Content. 

Hot. To-night, say I. 

Fer. Come, come, it may not be. F won- 
der much. 

Being men of such groat leading as you ai’O, 
Tliat you foresee not what impediments 
Drag l»ack our expedition : ceid/ain horse 
Df my cousin Vernon’s are not yet come up ; 
Your uncle Worcester’s hor.se came but to- 
day : SI 

And now their pride and mettle is asleep, 
Tlieir courage with hard laboui’ tame and 
dull, ■' 

Tliat not a horse is half the half of himself. 
Hot. So are the horses of the cmany 
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Ill goiuTal, jouriu‘y-l)att‘<l, and brought low ; 
TJic) bottcir jjjirt of ours are full of rest. 

U'or. The iiuiubcu* of the king cixcecdetli 
ours . 

For God’s sake, c;ousin, stay till all coiue iu. 

[77c.ti trtunimt soauds a 

Eider Sir Waltkk Blunt. 

liluut. I oouio with gracious ofiei-s fi-c>m 
tlce king, »> 

If you vouchsatb me hciaring and respc'ct. 

Hot, Weleomo, Sir Walter Blunr ; and 
would to God 

You were of our dcjtenninatioii ! 

Some of us love you well ; and oven thos 
some 

Envy your great de.stT\ings and good name, 
BeCiUise yc)u are not of our cjualit c , 

But stand against us like! an cjnemy. 

Blunt. And Gutl defend but still 1 should 
stand so, .. 

So long as, out of limit and true rule, 

You stand .-igainst anointejd majesty. o 

But, to my eliargo. — The k.big bath sent to 
know 

The nature of your griefs, and whereupon 
You conjure from tbe breast of civil peace 
Such bold hostility, teaching his duteous 
land 

Audacious cruelty i If that the king 
Have any way yom* good dc.sorts forgot, 
Which he confessc*th to be manifold, 

Ho bids you name! your griefs, and. with all 
specsl, 

You shall have your dcisires with interest, 

And pardon ab.soluto for yourself, an<l tlie.se, 
Herein misled by your suggestion. f.i 

Hot. The king is kind ; an<l, well we know, 
the king 

Knows at what time to promise, wJien to jiay. 
My father, and my uncle, and myself. 

Did give him that same royalty he wears ; 
And, when he was not six-and-twenty 
strong, 

Sick iu the world’s rcigard, wretched and 
low, 

A poor unrninded outlaw sneaking honu;. 

My father gave him welcome to the shore; 
And, when he heal’d liim swear, and vow to 
God, mi 

He came but to be Duke of Lanea.ster, 

To sue his livery, and beg his peace. 

With tears of innoci ncy, and tei'ins of zeal, 

My father, in kind heart and pity mov’d, 
Swore him a.s.sistanec, and jierform’d it too. 
Now, when the lords and baron.s of the: 
realm 

Perceiv’d Nortimmberlaiul did lean to him. 


’Fhe more and less came in with cap and 
knee ; 

Met him in boroughs, cities, villages, 
jVttended him on bridgo.s, stood in lanes, ra 
Laid gifts btjfore him, ])roller’d him their 
oaths, 

Ga!vc! him their heirs as pages ; follow’d him, 
Even at the heels, in golden multitudes. 

II<! presently, as gremtnoss knows itself, 

! Stcips me a little higher than his vow 
j -Made to my fathcT, while his blood was 
I poor, 

i Upon tile naked shore at Rr.vensjmrg ; 

I jVnd now, forsooth, takes o» him to reform 
Some certain edicts, and some strait de<!rees, 
That lie too heavy on the eoinitiouwealth ; «> 
(.hies out up«>n abuses, seems to weep 
Over his country’s wrongs ; and, by this face, 
’Phis seeming brow of justice, did ho win 
! 'Plu! heaHs c>f all that hc! did angle for 
i Proceeded furthcu’ ; cut me oil’ the heads 
, Of all the favourites, that the absent king 
I In deputation left Ixdiind him here, 

1 When ho w.as personal in the Iri.sh war. 

! Blunt, Tut ! I came not to hear this. 

; Hot, Then, to the point, 

j In short time after he depos’d tlie king ; wi 
I iSoon after that, depriv’d him of his life ; 

! And, in the n<!ck of that, task’d the whole 

1 

j .state ; ^ 

[ To make that worse, sutfer’d Jus kinsman 
j March 

(Who is, if every owner were well plac’d, 

Indo<Hl his king) to be engag’d in Wale.s, 
There without ransom to lie forfeited ; 
Disgrsic’d me in my happy victories ; 

Sought to entrap me by inttdligence ; 

Rated my unch! from the council-board ; 

In rage di.smi.ss’d my father from the comt ; 
Broke oath on oath, committed wrong on 
wrong, loi 

And, in conclusion, drove us k* s(*<di; out 
This head of saft:ly, and, withal, to pry 
Into his title, the which we lind 
Too indirect for long continuance. 

Blunt, Shall J return this answer to th(! 
king 1 

Hot, Not .so. Sir Walter : wc ’ll withdi'aw 
a while. 

Go to the king, and let there be impawn’d 
Some .surety for a safe return again, 

And in the morning early shall mine \mcle no 
Bring him our purposes ; and so farewell. 
Blunt, I would you would accept cf grace 
and love. 

Hot, A7id, may bo, so we shall. 

Blunt, ' ’Pray God, you do ! 

[EaseurU. 
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Scene IV. — York. A Room in the Arch- 
bishop’s House. 

EnUr live, uirchhhhop of York aiul Sir 
Michael. 

Arr/i. Hie, good Sir Michael; bear this 
sealed brief 

With wing(;d haste to the lord marshal ; 

This t<j iny cousin Scroop ; and all the iHiSt 
To whom they an? directf '. If you knew 
How much they do im 2 )ort, you would make 
^ haste. 

tSir M. My good loi-d, 

I guess their tenor. 

ArrJi. ~ Like enough, you do. 

To-moi'row, good Sir Michael, is a day, 
Whoivin the fortune of ten thousand nnm 
Must bide the touch. Foi-, sir, at Shrew.s- 
bury, w 

As I am truly given to understand, 

’fhe king, with mighty and quick-raised 
j^ower, 

Meets with Ijoi-d Harry ; and, I fear. Sir 
Michael, 

What with the sickness of Northumberland, 
Whose jmwcr w.as in the first proj)ortion, 

And what with Owen Clendowcr’s absence 
thence. 

Who with them was a rated sinew too, 

And comes not iu, o’er-rul’d by projdieeies, 

1 fear, the j)ower of Percy is too weak 


To wag<' fill instant trial with the king. so 

Sir M. Why, my good lord, you need not 
fear ; 

There is Dougl.as, and Lord Mortimer. 

Arch. No, Mortimer is not there. 

Sir M. But th«n-<^ is IVlordake, Vernon, 
Loi’d Harry Ptacy, 

And there ’s my Lord of Wt)rcester, and a 
hea(^ 

Of gallant waniors, nobh- gentlemen. 

Arch. And so there is ; but yet the king 
hath dniwu 

The special head of all the land together : 

The Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lancaster, 

The noble Westmoreland, and wailikt' Blunt, 

And many more corn’vals, and dear men .-a 

Of estimation and command in arnjs. 

Sir M. Doubt not, my lord, they shall be 
well oiq>os’d. 

Arch. I hope no less, yet needful ’tis to 
ftnir r 

And, to 2)rov(‘nt the worst. Sir Michael, 
.s|)eed : 

For, if Lord Peccy thrive not, ere the king 

Dismiss his j^owor, he means to visit us. 

For he hath heard of our confedtiracy, 

And ’t is but wisdom to make strong against 
him : 

Therefore, make haste. I must go write 
again 

To other friends ; and so farewell. Sir 
Michael. [Euieunt. 


ACT V. 


Scene I> — The King’s Cami> near Shrews- 
bury. 

Ente.r Kincf Henrv, Prince Henry, Prince 
John of Lancaster, Sir Walter Blunt, 
and Sir John Falstaff. 

K. Hen. How bloodily the sun begins to 
f)eer 

Above yon bu.sky hill : the day looks jiale 
At his distem 2 :)erature. 

P. Jleix. The southern wind 

Doth 2 >lay the trumj^et to his j)Uiix)ses ; 

And by his hollow whistling in the leaves 
Foretells a tempest, and a blu.stering day. 

A/ Hen. TJien with the losers lot it sym- 
pathise. 

For nothing can seem foul to those that win.— 

\2'rumpet sounds. 

Enter Worcester and Vernon. 

How now, my Lord of Worcestei’? ’tis not 
well, 


That yon and 1 should meet upon such 
terms 

I As now' wo meet. You have deceiv’d our 
tnist. 

And made us doff our (;asy robes of ^leace, 

To crush our ohl lini})s in ungentle steel : 
This is not w'ell, my lor<l ; this is not well. 
What say you to it ? wdll you again unknit 
This churlish knot of all-al)horred war. 

And mov(‘, in that obedient orb again, 

Where you did give a fair and natural 
light ; 

And be no mon; an exhal’d meteor, 

A prodigy of fear, and a, })ortcnt »' 

Of broached mischief to the unboni times ? 

I For. Hear me, my liege. 

For mine own pai’t, I could be w’cll content 
To entertain the lag-end of my life 
With qui€>t hours ; for, I do protest, 

I have not sought the day of this dislike. 

K. Hen. You ha^•e not sought it ! how 
comes it then 1 
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Fal. Ktjbdlion lay in his way, ajul lie 
found it. 

I*. I fell. Peace, chewet, peace ! 

IFor. It pleas’d your majesty, to turn your 
looks a) 

Of favour from myself, and all our house ; 
And yet 1 must remember you, my lord. 

We were the lirst and deare,st of your friends. 
For you my .stall’ of office did I breiak 
In Richard’s time ; and posted dky and niglit 
To meet you on the way, and kiss your hand, 
When yet you wore in place and in account 
Nothing so .strong and tbi tunate as I. 

It was myself, ray brother, and his .son, 

That brought you home, and lioldly tlid .put- 
dare 

The dangei-s of the time. Y on swore to u.s. 
And you did swe.ar that oatli at Donciister, 
That you did nothing jmrpo.se ’g.'iin.st the 
state. 

Nor claim no further tlian yopr new-fall’n 
right. 

The seat of Gaunt, iliikedom of Lancaster. 

To this wo swore our aid : bijt, in short space. 
It rain’d <lown 'fortune showering on your 
head, 

And such a flood of gi'eatness fell on you. 
What with our help, what witli the absent 
kiiig, 

What with the injurie^t of a wanton time, m 
The seeming sulferanciis that you had borne, 
And the conti'arious winds, that held the 
king 

So long in his unlucky Irish wars. 

That all in England tlid repute him dead : 
And, from this swarm of fair atlvantages. 

You took occasion to be tjuickly woo’tl 
To gri})e tlie genernl sway into your hand ; 
Forgot your oath to us at Doncaster, 

And, being fed by us, you us’tl us so 
As that ungentle gull, the cuckoo’s bird, «)o 
Uscth the sparrow : did opjiress our nest, 
Grew by our feeding to so great a bidk. 

That even our love durst not come near your 
sight. 

For fear of swallowing • but with nimble 
wing 

We were enforc’d, for siifety sake, to fly 
Out of your sight, and laise this present 
head ; 

Whereby we stand ojiposed by such means 
As you yourself have foig’d against yoiU',self, 
By unkind usage, dangerous countemince. 

And violation of all faith and troth ro 

Sworn to us in your younger entei'prise. 

K. Hen. These things, indeed, you have 
articulate, 

Proclaim’d at market-crosses, read in churche.s. 


'fo face the garment of rebellion 
With some lino colour, that may please the 
eye 

Of fickle changelings and poor discontents. 
Which gape, and rtib the elbow, at the, news 
Of hurly-burly innovation : 

Anvl never yet did insurrection want 
Such water-colours, to impaint his cause ; w. 
Nor moody beggars, starving for a time 
Of jiell-mell havoc and confusion. 

F. Hen. In both our armies there is many 
a soul 

Shalt jiay full dearly for this,* encounter 
If once they join in trial. Tell your nl^hew, 
The Prince of Wales doth join with all the 
world '■ 

In praise of Henry Percy : by my hojies. 

This present enterjirise set oil' his head, 

I do not think, a braver gentleman. 

More active-valiant, or more valiant-young, ou 
More daring, or more bold, is now alive 
To grace this latter age with noble deeds. 

For my juirt, I may sjieak it to my shame, 

I ha\e a truant bt'cn to chivalry, 

And so, I lu.'ar, he doth account me too ; 

Yet this before my father’s majesty : 

I am content, that he shall take the odds 
Of his great name and estimation. 

And will, to save the blood on either side, 

Tiy fortune with him in a single fight. i<»» 
F. Hen. And, Prince of Wales, so dai*e we 
venture thee. 

Albeit consideiations infinite 
Do make again.st it. — No, good WorcestiM-, 
no, 

We love our people Avell ; even those we 
love. 

That are misled uj.)on your cou-sin’s j>art ; 

And, will they take the oft'er of our grace, 
Both he, ;ind they, and you, yea, eveiy man, 
Shall be my friend again, and I ’ll be his. 

So tell your cousin, and bring me word 
What he will do ; but if he will not yield, ii<> 
Rebuke and dread correction wait on us, 

And they shall tlo then* oftice. So, be gone'. 
We will not now be troubled with reply : 

We olfer fair, take it advisedly. 

[Exeunt WoiiCESTER and Vernon. 
F. lien. It will not be accepted, on my 
life. 

The Douglafe and the Tlotsjiur both together 
Are confident against the world in aims. 

K. Hen. Hence, therefore, every leader to 
his charge ; 

For, on their answer, will we set on them ; 
And God befriend us, as our cause is just ! i*' 
[Exeunt Kino, Blunt, and Frinxe John. 
Fal. Hal, if thou see me down in the 
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battle, and bestride mo, so; ’tis a j)oint of 
friendship. 

P. lien. Nothing but a colossus can do 
thee that friendship. Say thy pi'ayera, and 
farewell. 

Fal, I would it wei’e bed-time, Hal, and 
all well. 

• P. Hen. Why, thou owest God a death. 

\Exit. 

Fal. ’T is not due yet : I would bo loath 
to pay him before his day What need I be 
so forward with him that calls not on me % 
Well, ’tis no matter; honour pricks me on. 
Yea, but how if honour prick mo off when 1 
come on i how then ? Can honour set to a 
leg 1 No. Or an arm 1 No. Or take away 
the grief of a wound? No. Honour ‘hath 
no skill in sui'gery then? No. What is 
honour? A word. What is that word 
honour ? Air. A trim reckoning ! — Who 
hath it? Ho that died o’ Wednesday. Doth 
he feel it? No. Doth he hoar it ? No. Is 
it insensible then? Yea, to the dead. But 
will it not live with tlie living? No. Why? 
Detmetion will not suffer it. — Therefore, 1 ’ll 
none of it : honour is a moi'o scutcheon ; and 
so ends my catechism. \_E'xit. 


Scene II. — The Rebel Camp. 

Enter Worcester ami Vernon. 

Wof. O, no ! my nephew must not know. 
Sir Richard, 

The liberal kind offer of the kiim. 

Ver. ’T.were best, he did. * 
ff^or. Then are we all umlone. 

It is not possible, it cannot be. 

The king should keep his word in loving us ; 
He will suspect us still, and find a time 
To punish this offence in other faults ; 
Suspicion all our lives shall be stuck full of 
eyes ; 

For treason is but trusted like the fox, 

Who, ne’er so tame, so cherish’d, and lock’d 

up, JO 

Will have a wild trick of his ancestors. 

Look how we can, or sad, or men-ily. 
Interpretation will misquote our looks ; 

And we shall feed like oxen at a stall, 

The better cherish’d, still the nearer death. 
Aly nephew’.? tresimss may be well forgot. 

It hatli the excuse of youth, and heat of 
blood ; 

And an adopted name of privilege, 

A hare -brain’d Hotspur, govern’d by a 
spleen. 


All his offejices live upon my head, » 

And oil his father’s : we did train him on ; 
And, his coiTujition being ta’en from us. 

We, as the spring of all, shall pay for all. 
Therefoi*e, good cousin, let’ not Hairy know 
In any case the offer of the king. 

Ver. Deliver what you will, I ’ll say ’t is sa 
Here comes your cousin. 

Elder Hotspur and Dotuu.as ; Officers and 
kiold iers, beh in d. 

Hot. My uncle is return’d : — deliver up 
My Lord of Westmoreland. — Uncle, what 
nows ? 

Wor. The king will bid you battle pre- 
sently. 9ft 

Dowj. Defy him by the Lord of West- 
moreland. 

Hot. J jord Douglas, go you and tell him so. 

Diviuj. Marry, and shall, and A-ery willing- 
ly. [Exit. 

]Vor. There is no seeming mercy in the 
kiiig. 

Hot. Did yov b<*g any ? God forbid 1 

Wor. I told him gently of our grievances, 
Of his oatK-bi’eaking ; which he mended 
thus, 

By now forswearing that he is forsworn : 

He calls us rebels, traitors ; ajid will scourge 
With haughty arms this hateful name in us. 

Re-enter Docolas. 

Dony. Arm, gentlemen ! to arms ! for I 
have thrown 

A bnive defiance in King Henry’s teeth. 

And Westmoi’clnnd, that was engag’d, did 
bear it ; 

Which cannot choose but bring him quickly 
on. 

Wor. The Prince of Wales stepp’d forth 
bcfoi'e the king, 

And, ne)>hew, challeng’d you to single fight. 

Hot. O! ’would the jpiarrel lay u])on our 
heads. 

And that ■ no mai\ might draw short breath 
to-day, 

But I and Harry Monmouth ! Tell me, tell 
me. 

How show’d his tasking? seem’d it in con- 
tempt ? w 

Ver. No, by my soul : I never in n»y life 
Did hear a challenge urg’d more modestly, 
Unless a brother .should a brother dai'o 
To gentle exercise and proof of anns. 

He gave you all the duties of a man, 

Trimm’d up your pi"ai.ses with a princely 
tongue, 

Spoke your deservings like a chronicle. 
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Making you over better than liis praise. 

By stil.' flispraising praise, valu’d with you ; 
And, which became him like a prince uidce<’ 
He ni nde a blushing cital of himself, oi 

Ami chid his truant youth with such a 
grace, 

As if he master’d there a double spirit, 

Of tcacliing, and of learning, instatitly. 

There did he pause. But let, ine tell the 
world, — 

^ * 

If he outlive the envy of this day, 

England did never owe so swe<*t a hope. 

So much mi.soonstru’<l in his want(,mness. 

Hot. Cousin, I think thou art enaiuoiu'od 
On his follies : never did I lu^ar td 

Of any prince so wihl a libertine. 

But, bo he as he will, yet onc(f ere night 
I will embrace him with a .soldier’s arm. 

That he shall shrink under my courto.sy. 

Arm, arm, with speed .'--And, fellows, soldiers, 
friends, , 

Better consider what you have to do, 

Tlnui r, that have not w'oll the gift of_ 
tongius • 

Can lift your blood up with j)ersuasion. 

Entt‘r a 21i’ssen<ffs)’. 

Mena. My lord, here are letters for you. 

Hot. T cannot rea<l them now'.- 
O gentlemen ! the time of life, is short ;, 

To sj)end that shoi’tness basely, were too 
long. 

If life did ride U{xm a dial’s jioint. 

Still ending at the ani\’al of an hour. 

An if we live, we live to tread on kings ; 

If die, brave death, when ])rinces die with 
us. 

Now', for our conscience.s, the arms ai’e fair, 
When the intent of bearing them is just. 

Enter another ^fesaem/er. 

Mess. My lord, pi-eparc ; the king comes 
on aj)ace. 

Hot. I thank him, that he cuts me from my 
tale, • «• 

For I profess not talking. Only this, — 

Let each man do his Ijest : and here draw 1 
A sword, whose temper I intend to stain 
With the, best bloml that I can meet Avithal 
In the adventiire of thi.s jjcrilous day. 

Now, — Eaperane.e, ! — Percy ! — and set on ! — 
•Soimd all the lofty instrumoiits of war. 

And by that mu.sic let us all embrace ; 

For, heaven to earth, some of us never 
shall 

A second time do such a coni-tesy. iw 

[The trunipeM sound. They embrace, anxl : 

exTiU-nt. \ 


I Scene 11,1. — Plain near Shi’ewsbury. 

Exctirsiona, mul Parties Jiyhting. Alarum, to 
the battle. Then enter .Dougeas and, Blunt, 
meetiny. 

Blunt. What is thy name, that in the battle 
thus 

Thou cro.s.se8t luc 'l what honour dost thou 
seek 

Upon my head 1 

I):my. Know then, my Jiame is Dougla.s j 

And I do haunt thee in the battle thus, 

Because? some t(*ll me that thou art a king. 
Blmit. They tell th<’e true. ^ 

Dmuj. TTie Lord of Stalford dear to-day 
hath bought 

Thy likeness ; for, insteael of thee, King 
Harry, 

This .sword hath ended him : so shall it thee, 

Unless thou yield thee as my prisoner. w 
Blunt. I was not born a yi<?lder, thou lU'oiid 
Scot ; 

And thou shalt fiiul a king that will revenge 

Lord Stafford’.s deatli. 

[They jiyht, and Blun'i’ is sl'ixn. 

Enter IIot.spuk. 

Hot. O Dongliis ! hadst tliou fought at 
IIolm(?doii thus, 

I never had triumph’el upon a Scot. 

Dong. All ’s ehme, all ’s won : here breath- 
less lies the king. 

Hot. Where ? 

Dony. Here. 

Hot. Tln.s« Douglas 'I no * I know' t his face 
full well : 

A gallant knight he was, his iianu? wai 
Blunt, S'. 

Semblably furnish’d like the king himself. 
Dmaj. A fool go wdth thy .soul, whither it 
goes 1 

A boiTOw’d title hast thou bouglit too dear : 

Why didst thou tell me that thou w'ert a 
king 1 

Hot. The king hath many marching in his 
coats. 

Douy. Now, by my .swonl, I will kill all 
his coats ; 

I T1 murder all his wardrobe, piece by piece. 

Until I mc^t the king. * 

Hot. T.Tp, and away ! 

Our soldiers stand full fairly for the day. 

[Exeunt. 

Alxtrunna. Enter Falstafp. 

Fal. Though I could ’scaj^e shot-free at 

London, I fear the shot hero ; here ’s vio 
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*ScKxi: IV. 


scoring, but u})ou tliu pate. — Soft ! who art 
thou? Sir Walter Blunt: — there’s honour 
i- for you; here’s no vanity. — I am as hot as 
molten lead, and as heavy too : God keep 
lead oitt of me ! 1 need no more weight than 
mine own boweLs. — 1 have led my ntga- 
muliins where they are peppered : tliere ’(• 
not three of my hundred and fifty left alive, 
and they are for the town’s end, to beg during 
life. But who comes here t 

Enter Erince ilJiNRV. 

P. lien. What ! stand’st thou idle here ? 
lend me thy sword : ■»> 

Many a nobleman lie-s stark and stilT 
Under the hoSfs of vaunting enemies, 

Whose deaths ai-c iinrevcng’d : pr’ythec, lend 

me thv sword. 

•/ 

FaL O Hal ! T pr’ythee, give mo leave to 
breathe awhihi. — Turk Gregory never did 
such detids in arms, as I have done this day. 
I have, paul Percy, 1 have made him .sure. 

P. Hen. He is, indeed ; and living to kill 
thee. 1 pr’ytlieo, lend mo thy sword. 

FaL Nay, before God, Hal, if Percy be 
alive, thou gett’st not my sword ; but take 
my pistol, if thou wilt. .m 

P. Hen. Give it me. What, is it in the 
ca.se 1 

FaL Ay, Hal ; ’t is hot, 't is hot : there ’s 
that will sack a city. 

\^The. Pkinck draws ont a hotth of sack. 

P. Hen. VV'hat ! is ’t a time to jest and 
dally nowl 

[Throws it nt Jhim, and exit. 

Fal. Well, if Percy be alive, 1 ’ll pierce 
him. If he do come in my way, so : if he 
do not, if I conui in his willingly, let him 
make a carbonado of mo. J like not .such 
grinning honour as Sir Walter hath : give 
me life ; which if I can save, so ; if not, 
honour comes unlookcd for, and there ’s a.n 
pnd. [E.vii. 


Scene IV. — Another Part of the Field. 

Alarums. Excursions. Etder the King, 
p'rince Henry, Prince John, and West 

MORELAND. 

K. Hen. I pr’ythce, 

Harry, withdraAv thyself; thou'bleed’st too 
much. — ■ 

Lord John of liancastcr, go you with him. 

P. John. Not I, my lord, unless I did bleed 
too. 

P. Hen. I beseech your majesty, make up, 


Lest your retirement do amaze yoiu’ frieiuls. 

K. Hen. I will <lo so. — 

My Lord of W estmoreland, lead him to his 
tent. 

West. Come, my lord, I ’ll lead you to your 
tent. 

P. Hen. Lead me, my lord ] I ilo not need 
your hel]) : n. 

And Heaven forbid, a shalhiw .scratch should 
drive* 

The Prince of Wales from such a fudd as 
this. 

Where .stain’d nobility lie.s tjodden on. 

And rebels’ arms triumph in massacres I 

P John. We l»-eathe too hmg. — Come, 
cousin Westmoreland, 

Our duty this way lies : for God's sak' 
come. 

[Ex.etmt Prince John and W’estmob eland. 

J\ Hen. By God, thou hast deceiv’d me, 
Lancaster, 

I <lid not thiuK thee lord of such a spirit : 

Before, I lov’d thee as a brothei', J olin ; 

But now, I do re.s[)ect thee as my soul. so 

A'. Hen. I saw him hold Lord Percy at the 
point. 

With lustier maintenance than 1 did look 
for 

Of such an ungrown warrior. 

P. Hen. O ! this boy 

Ijends mettle to us all, [Exit. 


1 Alarums. Enter .Dor(}L.\.s. 


Dong. Another king ! they grow like 
Hydra’s Imads. 

I am the Douglas, fatal to .all tho.se 

That wear tho.se colotii’s on them. — What art 
thou. 

That countei'feit’.st tlu^ person of a king ? 

K. Hen. The king himself; who, Douglas, 
grieves at heart, 

So many of his shadows thou hast met, so 

And not the very king. 1 have two boys 

Seek Percy, and Ihyself, about the field : 

But, seeing thou fall’st on me so luckily, 

I will assay thee ; and defend thyself. 

Doug. 1 fear thou ai’t aiiotlier counter- 
feit, 

And yet, in faith, thou bear’st thee like a 


^ king : 

But mine I am sin*e thou art, whoe’er thou 


be, 

And thus I win thee. 

[They fight : the King being in dtenger, 
re-enter J^rince Henry. 
P. Ifeyi. Hold up thy hejid, vile Scot, or 
thou art like 

Never to hold it up again ! the spirits 
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Act V. 


KING HENRY lY—PART I. 


Scene TV. 


Of vailiJint SJiirlej, Stafford, Bhint, are iu lu 

sirins : 

It is tli<< Prince of Wailea, that threaten 

WIio Jiever promiseth, but he means tt 
pay. — [They fight : DoUGLAs./Zic# 

Clican-ly, luy lord : how fares your gi-ace 'I — 
Sir Nicholixs Gawsey hatth for succour sent, 
And so Iwxth Clifton ; I ’ll to Clifton straight 
A'. Hen. Stiiy, and breathe av, hile. 

Thou hast redeem’d tliy lost opinion ; 

And show’d thou mak’st some tender of my 
life, 

In this fair rescue thou hast broxight to me. 
1*. lien. O God ! they did me too i/iucl 
injury, a 

That ever said I hearkcn’«l for your death. 

If it were so, 1 might have let alone 
The insulting hand of Doxiglas over you ; 
Which woulil have been as sjxeedy in your 
end, ^ 

As all the poisonous jxotions iiT the world, 
And sax ’d the treacherous labour of your 
son. 

K. lien. JVlake up to Clitton : I ’ll to Wir 
Nicholas Gawsey. [Exit. 

Enter Hotspur. 

Hot. If I mistake not, thou art Hany 
Monmouth. 

P. Hen. Thou speak’st as if 1 would deny 
my name. »• 

Hot. My name is Hany Percy. 

P. Hen. Why, then I see 

A very valiant rebel of that name. 

1 am the Prince of Wales ; and think not, 
Percy, 

'Po share with me in glory any moi'c ; 

Two stars keep not their nxotiou in one 
s]>here ; 

Nor can one England brook a double reign, 

Of Harry Percy, and the Prince of Wales. 
Hot. Nor shall it, Hany, for the hour is 
come 

To end the one of us ; and ’would to God, 

Thy name in arms were now as great >is 
mine ! ?<» 

P. Hen.. I ’ll make it greater, ere I part 
from thee ; 

And all the budding honours on thy crest 
I ’ll crop, to make a garland for my head. 

Hot. I can no longer brook thy vanities. 

[TfteyJigM. 

Enter Falstaff. 

Fal. Well said, Hal ! to it, Hal ! — Nay, 
you shall find no boy’s play here, I can tell 
you. 


Re-enter Douglas ; he fights with Falstaff, 
wlu> falls down as if he were dead, and 
exit Douglas. Hotspur is wounded, and 
falls. 

Hot. O Harry ! thou hast robb’d me of my 
' yoxxth, 

I better brook the loss of brittle life, 

Than those proud titles thou hast won of me ; 
They wound my thoughts worse than thy 
sword my flesh : — so 

But thought ’s the slave of life, and life time’s 
fool ; , 

And time, that takes Survey of all the world, 
Must have a stop. O ! I could prophesy. 

But that the earthy suid cold h'an<l of death 
Lies on my tongue. — No, Percy, thou art 
dust, 

And food for — [Dies. 

P. Hen. For worms, brave Percy. Fare 
thee well, great heart ! — 

111- weav’d ambition, how much art thou 
shrunk ! 

When that this body did contain a spirit, 

A kingdom for it was too small a bound ; !«> 

But now, two paces of the vilest earth 
Is room enough : —this earth, that bears thee 
I dead, 

Bears not alive so stout a gentleman. 

If thou wert sensible of coui'tesy, 

1 should not make so dear a show of zeal : — 
But let my favours hide thy mangled face. 
And, even in thy behalf, I ’ll thank myself 
For doing the.se fair rites of tenderneas. 

Adieu, and take thy praise with thee to 
heaven ! 

Thy ignomy sleep with thee in the grave, loo 
But not remember’d in thy ejntaph ! — 

[He spieth Falstaff on the ground. 
What ! old acquaintance ! could not all this 
flesh 

Keep in a little life ? Poor Jack, farewell ! 

I could have better spar’d a better man. 

L) ! I should have a heavy miss of thee. 

If I '♦vere much in love with x^anity. 

Death hath not struck so fat a deer to-day, 
ITiough many dearer, iu this bloody fray. — 
Embowell’d will I see thee Vxy-and-by ; 

Till then, in blood by noble Percy lie. [Exit. 

Fal. [Rising. Embowclled ! if thou em- 
bowel me to‘Jay, I’ll give you leave to |x>wder 
me, and eat me too, to-morrow. ’Sblood ! ’t was 
time to counterfeit, or that hot termagant 
Scot had paid me scot and lot to<L Counter- 
%it 1 I lie ; I am no counterfeit : to die, is 
o be a counterfeit ; for he is but the counter^ 
’eit of a man, who l)/ith not the life of a 
nan ; but to counterfeit dying, when a man 
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KING HENRY I Y.— PART T. 


Scene V. 


thereby liveth, is to be no counterfeit, but 
the true and perfect image of life indeed, 
The better part of valoui* is discretion ; ii 
' the which better part X have saved my life 
’Zounds ! I am jtfraid of this gunpowder 
Percy, though he be <lead. How, if he 
should counteiTeit too, and rise? .By riy 
faith, I am afraid he would prove the better 
counterfeit. Therefore I ’ll make Jdm sui^e 
yea, and I ’ll swear I killed him. Why may 
not he rise, as well as I ? Nothing confute! 
me but eyes, and nobody sees me : therefore, 
sinnh, \stabbi)ig hmi\ with a new wound in 
your thigh come you along with me. 

\H(i lakes Hotspur mt his back. 

Jte-^.nter Prince Henry and Prince John. 

P. lien. Come, brother John ; full bravely 
hast thou flesh’d 
Thy maiden sword. 

P. John. But, soft ! whom have 

we here? 

Did you not tell me this fat man was <lead ? 

P, Hen. I did ] I saw him dead. 

Breathless and bleeding on the ground. - 
Art thou alive ? or is it phantasy 
That plays upon our eyesight? i pr’ythec, 
speak ; 

We will not trust our eyes without our eai-s. 
Thou art not what thou seem’st. 

Fal. No, that ’s cerbiin : I am not a double 
man ; but if I be not Jack Falstaff, then am 
I Jack. There is Percy : if your father will 
tlo me any honour, so ; if not, let him kill 
the next Percy himself. I look to l>e either 
earl oi’ <luke, I can assure you. 143 

P. Hen. Why, Pei’cy I killed myself, and 
.saw thee <le.ad. 

FaL Didst thou? — Lord, Lord, how this 
worhl is given to lying ! — I grant you I was 
down, and out of breath, and so was he ; but 
we rose both at an imstant, and fought a long 
hour by Shrewsbury clock. If t may be 
believed, so ; if not, let them that .should 
reward valour bear the sin u|)on their own 
heads. I ’ll take it upon my death, I gave 
him this wound in the thigh : if the man 
were alive, and would <leny it, ’zounds ! I 
would make him eat a piece of my sword. 

P. John. This is "the strange.st tale that e’er 
I heard. 

P. Hen. This is the stmngest follow, brother 
John.— 

Gome, bring your luggage nobly on your 
back : 

For my part, if a lie may do thee gi*ace, 

I '11 gild it with the happiest terms I have. 

[A retreat is sounded. 


The tnimpet sounds i-etreat ; the day is ours. 
Come, brother, let us to the liighest of the 
field, iflo 

To see what friends are living, who are dcatL 
lFxe?mt Prince Henry and Prince John. 
Fa}. I ’ll follow, as they s<iy, for rewanl. 
He that rewards jne. Cod reward him 1 If I 
do grow great, I ’ll grow less ; for I ’ll piirge, 
mid leave sack, and live clennly, as a noble- 
man should ii<>. [Alcii, hearimj o^' the body. 


Scene V. — Another Part of the Field. 

7’Ae trumpets sound. Enter Kin;/ Henry, 
Prince Henry, Prince Jouh, Westmoric- 
LANn, and others^ unth Worcester, and 
V ERNON, prisoners. 

K. Hen. Thus ever did rebellion find 
rebuke. — 

Ill-spirited Worcester, did we not send grace, 
Pardon, and terms of love to all of you ? 

And wouldst thou turn our offers contrary? 
Misuse the tenoi of thy kinsman’s trust ? 
Three knights upon our party slain to-day, 

A noble earl, and many a creature else. 

Had been alive this hour. 

If, like a Christian, thou hadst tnily borne 
Betwixt our armies true intelligenct\ m 

W<yr. What I have done, my safety urg’d 
me to, 

And 1 embrace this fortune patiently, 

Since not to b(i avoided it falls on me. 

K. Hen. Hear Worcester to the death, and 
Vernon too : 

Other offenders we will pause upon. — 
\E.veunt Worcester and Vernon, guarded. 
How goes the field ? 

I*. Hen. The noble Scot, L*ord Douglas, 
when he saw 

The foitune of the day quite turn’d from hira,^ 
’fhe noble Percy slain, and all his men 
U|)on the foot of fear, fled with the r(*st ; 30 

And falling from a hill he was so bruis’d. 
That the jumsuers took him. At my tent 
The Douglas is, ami I bc.seech your grace, 

I may distRsse of him. 

K. Hen. With all my heart. 

P. Hen. Then,' brother John of Lancaster, 
to you 

This hononmble l>ounty shall belong. 

Go to the Douglas, and deliver him 
Up to his pleasure, ransomless, and free : 

His valour, shown upon our crests to-day. 
Hath taught us how to chomh such high 
deeds, »> 

•jjven in the bosom of our adversaries 
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SCKNK V. 


P. John. I thank yotir grace for this high ! VYho, as w«i hear, arc lm.si]y in jirms : 

cf)urt<'sy, ' Myself, and you, son Harry, will towards 

Which I .shall give away immediately. | Wales, 

K. Ifrn. Tlu n this remains, — that we i To fight with Glendower and the Earl of 
divide our power. — March. 40 

You, son dohii, and my cousin Westmoreland, i ReV)c]lion in this land shall lose his sway, 
Inwards Yoik shair bend you, with your ! Meeting tlio check of such another day : 

dearest speed, And since this business so fair is done, * 

To meet Northumberland, and the prelate Let us not leave till all our own be won. 
Sctx)op, ■ ‘ 
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ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 


DRAMATIS PERSOKE. 


King of Fkange, 

Duke of Floiiknce. 
liEimiAM, Vomit of RoimlUm. 

Lafeu, an old Lord. 

Pauollks, a Folhmer of Jl^rtram. 

Several yoamj French Lords, siyrvbty with 
Bertram. ■ 

Steward loihe Vonntess of Komillon. 

Cloiou, in her Household. 

A P(vje. 


! Countess of flousiLi-ON, MotJo r to hertrmn. 
■ Helena, a Ventle woman protecled hy the 
i Countess. 

A Widow of Florence. 

Diana, Dauyhter to the Widow, 

VlOIENTA, ( Neiyhhonrs and Friends to ihe 
JMariana, J Widow. 

Lord.'i, attending on the King ; OJirers, 
Soldiers, (kc., French and Floremine. 


SCEXE. — Partly in Fuance, and i)artly in '1 ’uscanv. 


ACT I. 


Scene I. — Tloiisilloii. A, Room in Rie 
Countess’s Palace. 

Enter Bertram, the, Countess of Rousillon, 
Helena, and I^afeu, all in. black. 

Count. In delivering my sou from me, I 
bury a second husband. 

Ber. Aiul T, in going, madam, weep o’er 
my father’s death anew ; but I must attend 
his m}i.j(J8ty’s command, to whom 1 am now 
in ward, evermore in svibjection. 

Ijaf. You shall lind of the king a husbmid, 
madam ; — you, sir, a father. He that so 
generally is at all times good, must of 
necessity hold his virtue to you, whos«} 
worthiness would stir it U[) where it wanted, 
rather than lack it where there is such al)un- 
dance. 

Count. What ho[)e is there of his majesty’s 
amendment? 

Laf. He hath abandoned his physicians, 
madam ; under whose practices he hath per- 
secuted time with hope, and finds no other 
advantage in the process but only the losing 
of hope by time. . i 9 

Count. This young gentlewoman had a 
father,— 0, that “ hail ! ” how sad a passage 
’t is !- —whose skill was almost as great as his 
honesty j had it stretched so far, would have 
made nature immortal, and death slioidd have 
play for lack of vyork. ’Would, for the king’s i 
sake, ho were living ! I think it would be the ' 
death of the king’s disease. i 


Laf. IIow called you the man you speak 
of, madam ? 

Count, He was famous, sir, in his profes- 
sion, and it was his gn^at right to be so : — 
: Cerard de Narbon. 29 

i Laf. He was excellent, indeed, madam : tlu. 
j kmg very lately spoke of him, admiringly and 
mourningly. Ho was skilfid enougli to have 
lived still, if knowledge could be set uj) 
against mortality. 

Jicr. What is it, my good lord, the king 
languishes of ? 

Laf. A fistula, iny lord. 

Ber. I heard not of it before. 

Laf. I would it wen^ not notorious.- -Was 
this gentlewoman the daughter of Cerard de 
Narbon ] 

Count. His .sole diild, my lord ; and bo- 
(jueathed to my overlooking. 1 have those 
ho])es of her good that her education promises ; 
her dispositions she iiihci’its, which make fair 
gifts fairer ; for where an unclean minil carries 
virtuous (jualitii's, there commendations go 
with pity ; thiy are virtm's and ti’aitors too ; 
in her they are the better for their simpleness ; 

she derives her homvitv, and achieves her 

»# ^ 

goodness. 

Laf. Your commendations, madam, get 
I from her tears. 

I Count, ’T is the best brine a maiden can 
sea.sou her praise in. The remembrance of 
her father never approaches her heart, but the 
tyranny of her sorrows takes all livelihood 
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ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 


Scene I. 


from her cheek. — No more of this, Ileleua : 
go to, no more ; Ie.st it be rather thought you 
aflect a sori-ow, tlmn to have. 

llel. f flo iiftect a sorrow, indeed: but I 
have it too. 

Laf. Mo(l<‘rate lamentation is the right oi 
tlie dead, excessive grief the enemy to th< 
living. 

Coanl. If the living be enemy to the grief, 
the excess makes it soon mortal. o 

Madam, I desire your holy wishes. 
Laf. How understand we that 1 
Count. Be thoii blest, Bertram ; ami .suc- 
ceed thy father 

In manners, as in shape ! thy l)loo(l, an<l vp-tue, 
Contend for empire in tliee ; and thy goodne.ss 
Share with thy birthright ! Love all. trust a 
few. 

Do wrong to none : lie able for thine enemy 
Rather in power th.-in u.se, ami keep thy friend 
Under thy own life’s key : be chock’d foi* 
silence, * Jo 

But ne\ ei’ tax’d for speech. What Heaven 
more will, * 

That thee may furnish, and my prayers pluck 
down, 

Fall on thy head ! Farewell. — My loixl, 

’T i.s an unsetrson’d courtier ; goo<l my lord, 
Advi.se him. 

Laf. He cannot want the best 
That .shall attend liLs love. 

Count. Heaven bless him ! — Farewell, 
Bertram, [^Exit. 

\To Hef.ena.] The best wishes that 
can be forged in your thoughts be servants 
to yo»i. Be comfortable to my mother, your 
mistress, and make much of her. 

Laf. Farewell, pretty lady : you must hold 
the credit of your father, 

\E.Kennt Bertram anrl Lafeu. 
Hel. 0, were that all ! — I think not on 
my father ; 

And these grt^at team gfece his remembrance 
more 

Than those I .shed for him. What was he 
like? 

I have forgot him : my imagination 
Carries Jio fav^our in ’t b)it Bertram’s. 

I am undone : there is no living, none. 

If Bertram be away. It were all one, f 
That I .should love a bright particular star, 

And think to wed it, he is so al>ove me : 

In his bright radiance and collateral light 
INEust I be comforted, not in his .sphere. 

The ambition in my love thus plagues itscilf : 
The hind that would );e mated by the lion 
Must die for love. 'T was pretty, though i 
plague, 


j To see him every hour ; to sit and draw 
His ai'ched brows, his hawking eye, his curls, 
In our heart’s table ; heai’t too capable loo 
Of eveiy line and trick of his sweet favour : 
But now he’s gone, and my idolatrous fancy 
Must sanctify his relics, — Who comes here? 
Ovio that goes with him : I love him for his 
sake. 

And yet I know him a notorious liar, 

'Fliink him a great way fool, .sohdy a coward ; 
V'et these fix’d evils sit so fit in him, 

That they take place, when virtue’s steely 
■ bones 

Jj(K)k bleak in fAie cold wind : withal, full oft 
we see 

Cold wisdom waiting on suj)ei'fluous folly, uo 

I Enter Parolles. 

Par. Save you, fair ipnieu ! 

llel. And you, monai'ch ! 

Par. No. 

Hel. And no. 

Par. Are you meditating on virginity ? 

Hd. Ay. You have some stain of soldier 
in you; let me a.sk yon a (juestion, Man is 
enemy to virginity ; how may wo barricade 
it against him ? 

Par. Keep him out* 

If el. But he a.s, sails; and our virginity, 
though valiant in the defence, yet is weak. 
Unfold to us .some warlike resistance. imj 

Par. There is none ; man, sitting down 
befoi*e you, will undermine you, and blow 
you up, 

llel. Bless our jx)or virginity fi‘om nuder- 
minei's and blowers up ! — Is there no military 
|K)licy, how vix'gins might blow up men ? 

Par. Virginity being blown ilowu, man 
will quicklicr be blown up : marry, in blowing 
him down again, with the breach yourselves 
made, you laseyour city. It i.s not politic in 
the commonwealth of nature to preserve vii’- 
ginity. Loss of virginity is rational increase; 
and there was never virgin got, till virginity 
was tii’st lost. That you wore made of, is 
metal to make virgins. Virginity, by Ixeing 
ojicc lost, may be ten times found : by being 
ever kept, it is ever lost, ’T is too cold a 
com])anion : away with ’t. 

Ile.l. I will stand for ’t a little, thoxigh 
therefore 1 die a viigin. cio 

Par. There’s little can be said in’t; ’tis 
against the rule of nature. To speak on the 
]>art of Aorginity i.s to accuse your mothers, 
Avhich is most infallible disobedience. He 
that hajigs himself Is a A’irgin ; virginity 
nmrders itselv, and .should be buried in high- 
Avaj s, out of all sanctified limit, as a desperate 
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offendress against nature. Virginity breed, 
mites, much like a cheese, consumes itself t<. 
the very parmg, and so dies with feeding hh 
»own stomach. Besides, virginity is peevish, 
proud, ^ idle, made of self-love, which is th( 
most inhibited sin in the canon. Keep i 
not : you cannot choose but lose by ’t. On 
with 't ; within the year it will make itsel: 
two, which is a goodly increase, and th< 
principal itself not much the worae. Away 
with ’t. 

II el. How might one do, sir, to lose it to 
her own liking % 

Par. Let uie : marry, ill, to like him 
that ne’er it likes. ’T is a commodity wil, 
lose the glo.s8 .with lying ; the longer kept, 
the less worth : od’ with ’t, while ’t is ven- 
dible : answer the time of request. Virginity, 
like an old courtier, weal's her cap out of 
fa.shion ; richly suit(‘d, but unsuitable : just 
like the brooch and tlie toothpick, which wear 
not now. Your date is better in your pie 
and your porridge than in your cheek ; and 
your virginity, your old virginity, is like one 
of our French withered pear's : it looks ill, 
it eats dryly ; marry, ’t is a withered pear ; 
it was formerly bettor ; maiTy, yet, ’t i.s a 
withered pear. Will you anything with it ? 

//el. Not my virginity yet. 

Theni shall your master har-e a thousand 
loves, 170 

A mother, and a mistress, and a friend, 

A pheenix, cajitain, and an enemy, 

A guide, a goddess, and a soveri'ign, 

A counsellor, a traitress, and a dear ; 

His humble ambition, proud humility. 

His jarring concord, and his discord dulcet. 
His faith, his sweet disaster ; with a world 
Of pretty, fond, adoptions chi'istendonus. 

That blinking Cupid gossips. Now shall 
he — 

I know not what he shall : — God send him 
well !- - - iM) 

The court ’s a learning-place ; — and he is 
one — 

Par. What one, i’ faitli? 

f/el. That I wish well. — ’Tis pity — 

Par. What ’s pity ? 

l/el. That wishing well had not a body 
in ’t. 

Which might be felt ; thaj: we,, the pooi'er 
born. 

Whose baser stars do shut us up in wislies. 
Might witli effects of them follow our 
friends. 

And show what we alone must think j which 
never 

Returns us thanks. 


Miter a Page. 

Page. Monsieur Parolles, my lord calls for 
you. \^Exit. 

Pa/r. Little Helen, farewell ; if I can re- 
meud)er thee, I will think of thee at court. 

Ilel. Monsieur Parolles, you were born 
under a charitable star. 

Par. Under Mars, I. 

Hel. I espQcially think, under Mara. 

Par. Why under Mars ? 

Ilel. The wars have so kept you under, that 
you must needs be born under Mars. aw 
Par. When he was predominant., 

Ilel. When he was retrograde, 1 think, 
rather. 

Par. Why think you so ? 

Hel. You go so much backward, when you 
fight. 

Par. That ’s for advantage. 

Ilel. So is numing away, when fear pi’o- 
poses the ssitVty., But the composition that 
your valour and fear makes in you is a virtue 
,of a good wing, and 1 like the wear well. »» 
Par. T am so full of businesses, I cannot 
answer thee acutely. I will I'eturn perfect 
courtier ; in the which my instruction shall 
serve to naturalise thee, so thou wilt Ixs capable 
of a courtiijr’s counsel, and understand what 
advice shall thrust upon thee ; else thou diest 
in thine unthankfulne.ss, and thine ignm’ancc 
makes thee away : farewell. W'hen thou hast 
leisTire, sjiy thy prayei's when thou ha.st 
none, remember thy friends. (let thee .a 
goo<l husband, and iiso him as ho uses thee : 
so farewell. [Exit. 

Hel. Our remedies oft in our-selves do lie, 
Wliieh wo ascribe to Hcii\ en : the fated sky 
Gives us free scopcj; only, doth backward 
pull 3!® 

Our .slow designs, when we ourselves are dull. 
What power is it which mounts my love so 
high : 

That makes me see, and cannot feed mine 
eye 1 

The mightiest spsice in fortune Nature brings 
To join like likes, and kiss like native 
things. 

Impos.sible be strange attempts to those 
That weigh their [)ains in sense, and do sup- 
pose. 

What hath been cannot be. Who ever 
strove 

[\) show her merit, that did miss her love ? 

The king’s disease — my [u'oject may deceive 
me, 

But my intents are fix’d, and will not leave 
me. [Exit. 
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Scene li. — I’aris. A Koom in the King’s 
P alaco. 

Flourish of cornets. Enter the King of 
France with letters ; Lords aiul othen 
atleudiuij. 

Kiiuj. I’iie Florentines and Senoys are by 
the ears ; 

JTave fought with e<iiial fortune, and continue 
A braving war. 

1 Lord. So ’t is reported, sir. 

King, ^ay, ’t is most cretlible : we liere 
receive it 

A certainty, voucli’d from our cousin Austria-, 
With caution, tliat tlio Floi'cntine will move 
us 

For speedy aid ; wlierein our dearest friend 
Prejiidicati^s tlie busijicss, and wt)uld seem 
To have us make denial. 

1 Lord. His love ami wisdom, 

Approv’d so to your majesty, may plead i'> 
For amplest cre<h*nce. ,, » 

King. He hath arm’d our answer. 

And Florence is denied before he comes : 

Vet, for our gentlfiinen, that moan to see 
The Tuscan service, freely have they leave 
To stand on either part. 

2 Lonl. ft may wcdl serve 

A uui'sery to ourgentiy, who are sick 
For breathing ami exjiloit. 

King. VV'hat ’s he conies here ? 

Enter Bertram, Bakku, utul Pauolles. 

1 Lord. It is the Count Rousillon, my good 
lord. 

Young Bertram. 

King. Youth, thou benr’st thy 

father’s face ; 

Frank nature, rather curious than in haste, 
Hath well compos'd the«*. Thy father’s moral 
parts 

May’st tliou inlu-rit too ! Welcome to Paris, 
Her. thanks ipid duty are your 

majesty’s. 

King. 1 would 1 liad that corporal sound- 
ness now. 

As when thyfatlu'r, and myself, in friendship 
First tried our soldiership. H<j did look far 
Into the service of the time, and was 
Liscijiled of the bra\ est ; he lasted long ; 

But on us both <lid haggish age steal on. 

And won*, us out of sict. It much re|)airs me 
To talk of your good father. In his youth si 
He had the wit, which I can well observe 
To-day in our young lords; but they may 
* je.st, 

Till their own seoi-n return to them unnoted, 
Ere they can hide their levity in honoui’. 


So like a courtier, contempt nor bitterness 
VV''ei’e in his pride, or sharpness ; if they were. 
His equal had awak’d them ; and his honour. 
Clock to itself, knew the true minute when 
Exception bid him speak, and at this time -lo 
His tongue obey’d his hand : who wei’o below 
^ him 

He us’d as creatures of another place, 

And bow’d his eminent top to their low ranks. 
Making them proud of his humility, 

In'their j)oor praise he humbled. Such a man 
ISlight be a copy to these younger times. 
Which,, follow’d well, would demonstrate them 
now ’ 

But goei's backward. 

Her. His good rengsembranco, sir, 

Li(;.s richer in your thoughts, tlian on his 
tomli : 

So in approof lives not his epitajih, so 

As in your I’oyal sjieecli. 

King. ’VV’ouhl I were with him ! He 
would always say, 

(Alethinks, 1 hear him now : his plausive 
woi'ils 

He scatter’d not in ear.s, but grafted them, 

To grow there, and to bear,) Let me not 
live,” — 

Thus his good melancholy oft began. 

On the catasti'oplie and heel of pastime. 

When it Avas out, — “ Let me not live,” quoth 
he, 

“ After my llame lacks oil, to be tlui smill 
I Of younger sjiirits, whose apprehensive seiuses 
All but new things disdain ; who.se judgments 
are «i 

Alere fathers of their garments ; whose con- 
stancies 

Expii’c before their fashions.” — This he wish’d : 
I, after him, ilo aftiu’ him wish too, 
yince I nor wax, nor honey, can bring home, 
J quickly Avere dissolved from my hive. 

To give some labourers room. 

2 Lord. You are lov’d, .sir; 

They, that lea.st lend it you, .shall lack you 
first. 

King. I fill a place, I know 't. — How long 
is’t, count, 

Since the jihysician at your father’s died ? ro- 
He was much fam’d. 

He^r. Some six months since, my lord 
King. If he were U\'ing, I would tiy him 
yet 

Lend me an ann : — the re.sthave worn me out 
With several applications : nature and sick- 
ness 

Debate it at their leisure. Welcome, count; 
Aly son 's no fleaixT. 

Her. Thank your majesty. \Exeunit 
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Scene IIL — Rousillon. A Room in the 
Countess’s Palace. 

Unter Countess, Steward, and Clown. 

Cotmt. I will now hear : what say you of 
tthis gentlewoman 1 

Stew. Madam, the care I have had to even 
_your content, I wish might be found in the 
calendar of my pjist endeavours ; for then we 
wound our modesty, and make foul the clear- 
ness of our deservings, when of ourselves we 
publish them. 

Count. What does this knave here 1 Get 
you gone, sirrah ' the complaints I have heard 
of you, I do not all believe : 't is my slowness, 
that I do not j for I know you lack not folly 
to commit them, and have ability enough to 
«nake such knaveries yours. 12 

Clo. ’T is not unknown to you, madam, I 
am a poor fellow. 

Count. Well, sir. 

Clo. No, madam ; \ is not so well, that I 
Jim poor, though many of the ricli are damned. 
But, if 1 may have your ladyship’s good will 
to go to the world, Isbel, the woman, and I 
will do as we may. 

CoitiU. Wilt thou needs be a beggar? so 

Clo. I do beg your good will in this case. 

Count. In what case? 

Clo. In label’s case, and mine own. Ser- 
vice is no heritage, and, I think, I shall never 
have the blessing of God, till I have issue of 
my body, for they say, barnes are blessings. 

Count. Tell me thy reason why thou wilt 
marry. 

Clo. My poor body, madam, requires it : I 
am driven on by the flesh, and ho must needs 
go, that the devil drive.s. .•» 

Count. Is this all your worship’s reason ? 

Clo. Faith, madam, I have other holy 
reasons, such as they are. I 

Count. May the world know them ? 1 

Clo. I have been, madam, a wicked crea- 
ture, as you and all flesh and blood are ; and, 
indeed, I do maiTy that I may I’epent. 

Count. Thy marriage, sooner than thy ■ 
wickednesa 1 

(7&>. I am out o’ friends, madam ; ami I 
hope to have friends for my wife’s sake. 

Count. Such friends are thine enemies, j 
knave. 

Clo. You are shallow, madam ; e'en great 
friends ; for the knaves come to do that for 
me, which I am aweaiy of. Ho that oars my 
land spares my team, and gives me leave to 
inn the crop : if I be his cuckold, he ’s my 
<linidge. He that comforts my wife is the 
cherisher of my flesh' and blood ; he that 
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cherishes my flesh and blood loves my flesh 
and blood ; he that loves my flesh and blood is 
my friend : ergo he that kisses my wife is my 
friend. If men could l)e contented to be what 
they are, there wer§ no fear in marria^ ; for 
young Charbon the Puiitan, a^d old Poysam 
the Papist, howsoine’er their hearts are 
severed in i-eligion, their heads are both one ; 
they may joll liorns together, like any deer i’ 
the herd. 

Count. Wilt thou ever be a foul-mouthed 
and calumnious knave ? 

Clo. A prophet I, madam ; and I speak 
the truth the next way : 

For I the ballad will repeat, 

Which Tnen fxdl true sludl find ; 
Yon/r marriage comes by destiny, 

Your cuckoo sings by kind. 

Coxtnt. Get you gone, sir ; I ’ll talk with 
you more anon. 

Stew. May it please you, madam, that he 
bid Helen conie to you : of her I am to speak. 

Count. Sirrah, tell my gentlewoman, I 
would sj)cak with her ; Helen I mean. 

Clo. Was this fair face the cause, quoth she. 
Why the Greciayvs sacked Troyi r. 
Fond done, done fond, 

ira« this King l*riam’s joy f 
With that she sighed as she stood, 

With that she sighed as she stood. 

And ga,ve this sentence then ; 

Among nine bad if one be good. 

Among nine bad if one be good. 

There ’» yet one good in ten. 

Count. What ! one good in ten '{ you cor- 
rupt the song, sirrah. «i 

Clo. One good woman in ten, madam, which 
is a purifying o’ the song. ’Would God would 
.serve the world so all the year ! we ’d find no 
fault with the tithe-woinan, if I wci*o the 
parson. One in ten, <juoth ’a ! an wo might 
have a good woman born biit for every blaz- 
ing star, or at an earthquake, ’t would mend 
the lottery well ; a man may draw his heart 
out, ere he pluck one. 

Count. You ’ll be gone, sir knave, and do 
as I command you ! 

Clo. That man shouhl be at woman’s com- 
mand, and yet no hurt done ! — Though 
honesty be no Puiitan, yet it will do no hurt ; 
it will wear the surplice of humility over the 
black gown of a big heart. — I am going, for- 
.sooth : the business is for Helen to come 
hither. [Exit. 

Count. Well, now. 

Stew. I know, madam, you love your 
gentlewoman entirely. * 
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Count. ’Faith, I do : her father bequeathed 
her to nic ; and she h(;rself, without otlier 
advantaijc, may lawfully make title to a# 
much love as she finds : there is more owinj^ 
her than is paid, and move shall be paid her 
than .she ’ll demand. 

Hlfiw. Madam, I was very late more near 
her than, I think, she wishetl me : alone shi 
wjis, and did communicate to herself, her own 
words to her own ears ; she thought, I dure 
vow for her, they touched not any stranger 
sense. Her matter was, she loved your sou : 
Fortune, she said, was no goddess, that had 
put such tliffei*ence betwixt their two estates ; 
Love, no god, that would not extend his might, 
only where qxialitics wcix) level ; Diana, no 
queen of virgins, that wouhl suffer her pof>r 
knight surjwised, without rescue in the fii'st 
assault, or ransom afterwards. This she de- 
livered in the most bitter touch of sorrow, 
that e’er 1 heard virgin exclaim in ; which I 
held my duty speedily to acquiiiilt you withal, 
sithence in the loss that may h.‘ip|H:n, it con- 
cern.s you something to know it. no 

Count. You have discharj^Jfed this honestly : 
keep it to yourself. Many likelihoods in- 
fornnjd me of this befoi'e, which hung sf) 
tottering in the balance, that I could neither 
believe, nor misdoubt. Pniy you, leave mo : 
stall this in your bosom, and I thank you for 
your honest care. I will speak with you 
further anon. Steward. 

Even so it was witli me, when I was young. 

If ever we are nature’s, the.se ai'e ours ; this 
thorn 

Doth to our rose of youth rightly belong ; 

Our blood to Us, this to our blood is bom ; m 
It is the show and seal of nature’s truth. 
Where love’s strong pa.ssion is impress’d in 
youth : 

By our remembrances of days foregone. 

Such were our faults; or then we thought 
them none. 

Enter Helena. 

Her eye is sick on 't : 1 ob.serve her now. 

Ifet. What is yow pleasiu-e, madam I 
Count. You know, Helen, 

I am a mother to you. 

Jlel. Mine honourable mistress. 

Count. Nay, a mother. 

Why not a mother ? When I sjiid, a mothei*, 
Methought you .saw a .serpent: what’s in 
mother, i v> 

That you start at it ? I say, I am your 
mother. 

And put you in the catalogue of tho.se 
That wei*e enwombed mine. ’T is often seen. 


Adoption strives with nature ; and choice 
breeds 

A native slip to us from foreign seeds ; 

You ne’er oppress’d me with a mother’s groan,. 
Yet I express to you a mother’.s care. — 

God’s mercy, maiden ! doe.s it curd thy blood, 
To I. say, 1 am thy mother? What’s’ the 
matter. 

That this dLstemper’d messenger of wet, lao 
The many-coloured Iris, rounds thine eye? — 
Why ? that you are my daughter ? 

//el. That I am not. 

Conn*. 1 say, I am your mother. 

/lel. 'Pardon, madam ; 

The Count Rou-sillon arnnot bo my brother : 

I am from hiimble, he from honour’d name ; 
No note upon my parents, his all noble ; 

My master, my dear lord he is ; and I 
Hi.s .servant live, and will his vassal die. 

He must not be my brother. 

Count. Nor I your mother? 

//el. You are my mother, madam ; ’would 
you were loo 

(So that my lord, your son, were not my 
brother) 

Indeed my mother ! — or were you both our 
inothcns, 

I care no more for, than I do for heaven, 

So 1 wei’e not hi.s sistw. Can’t no other. 

But, I your daughter, he mu.st be my brother ? 
Count. Y(5S, Hehm, you might be my 
laughtcr-in-law. 

God shield, you mean it not ! daiighter, and 
mother, 

So strive upon your pulse. What, pale 
again ? 

My fear hath catch ’d your fondness : now I 
sec 

The mystery of your Ioneline.ss, and find uf> 
Your salt tears’ head. Now to all sense ’t is 
gross, 

You love my son : invention is asham’d, 
Against tlie }>rocljimation of thy passion, 

To say, thou dost not ; therefore toll me true ; 
But tell me then, ’t is so : — ^for, look, thy 
chcek.s 

Con£e.ss it, the one to the other ; and thino 
^^yes 

See it so grossly shown in thy behaviours, 

Tliat in their kind they speak it : only sin, 
And hellish ^obstinacy tie thy tongue, 

That truth .should be suspected. Speak, is ’t 
so? w 

ff it be so, you have wound a gootlly clue ; 

' f it be not, forswear ’t ; howe’er, I charge 
thee. 

As Heaven shall work in me for thine avail, 
To tell me tiaily. 



Act I. 


Scene III. 


ALL ’S WELT^ THAT ENDS WELL. 


lid. Good niadarn, jiardon me. 

Cot^rU. Do you love my son ? 

Mel. Your pardon, noble mistress. 

Domit. Love you my son ? 

He^l. Do not you love him, madam ? 

(lount. Go not about : my love hath in ’t a 
bond, 

Whereof the world takes note. Gome, come, 
disclose 

The state of your aflection, for your passions 
Have to the full appeaclf'b 

Mel. Inen, I confess, uw 

Hei'e on my ki^ee, before high Heaven and 
you, 

That before you, and next unto high Heaven, 

I love your son. — 

My friends were jioor, but honest ; so 's my j 
love : 

Be not offended, for it hurts not him. 

That ho is lov’d of me. I follow him not 
By any token of })i-esumptuous suit ; 

Nor would I have him, till I do deservti him, 
Yet never know how that desert sliould be. 

I know I love in vain, stidve against hope j 
Yet, in this captious and intenible sieve, ‘.vi 
I still pour in the waters of my love. 

And lack not to lose still. Thus, Indian- 
like, 

Keligious in mine error, I adoi’o 

The sun, that looks upon his wox*shipper. 

But knows of him no more. My dearest 
madam. 

Let not your hate encountei' with my love, 

For loving where you <lo : but, if yourself, 
Whose aged honour cites a virtuous youth, 

J)id ever, iji so true a flame of liking, w 
Wish chastely, and love dearly, that your 
Dlan 

Was Ixoth hcraelf and Love : O ! then, give 

To her, whose state is such, tliat cannot 
choose 


j You know, my father left me some pre- 
scriptions 220 

j Of i-are and prov’d efiects, such as his reading 
I And manifest expeidence had collected 
I For general soveruiguty ; and that he will’d 
j me 

! In lieedfuU’st i-esor\'ation to bestow them, 

! As notes, whose faculties inclusive were, 

I More than they were in note. Amongst the 
I rest,# 

j There is a. remedy approv’d, sot down 
; To cure the desjjemtc languishiugs whereof 
The king is render’d lost. 

[ Count. This was your motive 

j For Paris, was it? sjieak. aso 

Mel. My lord, your sou, made me to think 
of this ; 

Else Paris, and the medicine, and the king, 
Had, from the convei’satiou of my thoughts. 
Haply Ix'cn absent then. 

Count. But think you, Helen, 

If you shou/d 'tender your suppos’d aid, 

He would I’eceive it ? He and his physicians 
Arc of a mind ; he, that they cannot Iielp 
i Idm, 

{ They, that they cannot help. How shall they 
credit 

A ]>oor unlearned virgin, when the schools, 
Embowel I’d of their doctrine, have left off 240 
Tlie danger to itself ? 

Mel. There ’s something in ’t. 

More than my father’s skill, which was the 
greatest 

Of his profession, that his good receipt 
•Shall, for iny legacy, be sanctilied 
By the luckiest stars in heaven : and, would 
your honour 

But give me leave to try success, I ’d venture 
The well-lost life of mini! on his grace’s 
cure, 

By such a day and hour. 

Count. Dost thou believe 't ? 


But lend and give whei'e she is sure to lose ; 

That seeks not to And that her search im- 
plies, 

But, riddle-like, lives sweetly where she dies. 
Count. Had you not lately an intent, speak 
truly, 

To go to Palis ? 

Mel. Madam, I had. 

Count. Wherefcu’c ? tell ti’ue. I 

Mel. I will tell truth ; by grace itself I 
swear. 


Mel. Ay. madam, knowingly. 

Cotmf. Why, Helen, thou shalt have my 
leave, and love, 28O 

Means, and attendants, and my loving greet- 
ings 

To those of mine in court. I’ll stay at 
home, 

And pray God’s blessing into thy attempt. 

Be gone to-morrow ; and be sure of this. 

What I can help thee to, thou shalt not miss. 

[£xeunt. 
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ACT II. 


Scene I. — Paris. A Room in the King’s 
Palace. 

Flourish. Enter Kino, vnth divers ymmi 

J/ords tdkiivj leave for the Fhjrentine war , 

Beutram, Pauolles, and Attendants, 

King. Farewell, young lords : tiiesc warlik' 
principles 

Do not throw from you : — and you, my lords, 
farewell. — 

Share the advice betwixt you ; if both gain 
all 

Tlie gift doth stretch itself as 't is receiv’d, 
And is enough for both. 

I Lord. ’T is our hope, sir. 

After well-enter’d soldiei’s, to return 
And find your gi’ace in health. 

Kimj. No, no, it cannot be ; ^and yet my 
heart 

Will not confess he owes the malady 
That doth my life besiege. JParewell, young 
• lords ; 10 

Whether I live or die, be you the sons 
Of worthy Frenchmen : let higher Italy 
(Those 'bated, that inherit but the fall 
Of the last monarchy,) see, that you come 
Not to woo honour, but to wed it : when 
The bravest questant shrinks, find what you 
seek. 

That fame may cry you loud. I say, fare- 
well. 

2 Lord. Health, at your bidding, serve 
your majesty ! 

King. Those girls of Italy, take heed of 
them : 

They say, our French lack language to 
deny, a* 

If they demand : beware of being captives, 
Before you serve. 

Moth. Our hearts receive your 

warnings. 

King. Farewell. — Come hither to me. 

\The Kino retires to a couch. 

1 lA>rd. O my sweet lord, that you will 

stay behind us ! 

Far. ’T is not his fault, the spark. 

2 Lord. O, ’t is bi'ave wars ! 

Far. Most admirable : I have seen those 

warn. 

Ber. 1 am commanded here, and kept a 
coil with, — 

“Too young,” and “the next year,” and “’tis 
too early.” 

Far. An thy fnind stand to ’t, boy, steal 
away bravely. | 
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Ber. I shall stay here the forehoi'se to a. 
smock, 80 . 

Creaking my shoes on the plain masonry, 

Till *' honour be bought up, and no sword 
worn, 

But one to dance with. By Heaven ! I ’li 
steal away. 

1 Loo'd. Thei’e 's honour in the theft. 

Far. Commit it, count.. 

2 Lord. I am your access^y ; and so fare- 

well. 

Ber. I grow to you, and our parting is a. 
tortured body. ' 

1 /jord. Farewell, captain. 

2 Loi'd. Sweet Monsieur I’arolles ! so- 

Far. Nol>le heroes, my sword and youra 

are kin. Good sparks and lustrous, a word, 
good metjils : — 3 'ou shall find in the regiment 
of the Spinii, one Captain Spurio, with his; 
cicatrice, an emblem of war, here on his. 
sini.ster cheek : it was this very sword en- 
trenched it ; say to him, I live, and observe- 
his reports for me. 

2 Lord. We shall, noble captain. 

[Exeunt Lords, 
Far. Mars dote on you for his novices ! — 
What will you do ? 

Ber. Stay ; the king — so> 

Far. Use a more spacious ceremony to tlie 
noble lords : you have restrained yoiu'self 
within the list of too cold an adieu : be more 
«?xpres 8 ivo to them ; for they wear them- 
selves in the cap of the time, there do. 
muster true gait, eat, sj^eak, and move under 
the influence of the most rcceivecl star ; and 
though the devil lead the measure, such are 
to be followed. After them, and take a more 
rlilated farewell. 

Ber. And I will do so. 

Far. Worthy fellows, and like to prove- 
most sinewy swordsmen. 

[Exxunt Bertram and Parolles. 

Enter Lafeu. 

Laf. [Kneeling.'] Pardon, my lord, for me 
and for my tidings. « 

King. I ’ll fee thee to stand up. 

Laf. TlienP here 's a man stands, that ha.s. 
bought his pardon. 

would, you had kneel’d, iny lord, to ask 
me mercy. 

And that, at my bidding, you could so stand 
up. 

King. I would I had ; so I had broke thy 
pate, 



Act JL 


ALL'S WKLL THAT ENDS WELL. 


Scene I. 


Ami ask’d thee mercy for ’t. 

Laf. Good faith, acrosa But, my goo< 
lor<l, ’t is thus ; 

Will you be cur’d of your infirmity % 

Kiv^. No. 

Laf. O ! will you eat no gi-apcs, my royal 
fox ? 

Yc.s, but you will my noble grapes, an if 
My I'oyal fox could reach them. 1 ha\'t^ seen 
a medicine 

That ’s able to breathe li. ! into a stone. 
Quicken a rock, and make you dance canary 
With spritely lire and motion ; whoso simple 
touch 

Is powerfui^to araise King Pepin, nay. 

To give great Charleniaiu a pen in *s liand. 
And write to her a love-line. 

Kiiaj. What her is this ? 

Laf. Why, doctor shf!. My lord, there’s 
one arriv’d. 

If you will see lier : — now, by my faith ami 
honour, 

If seriously I may«convey my thoughts 
In this my light deliveranoe, I have spoke 
With one, that in her .sex, her years, ]»ro- 
fession. 

Wisdom, and con.stancy, hath amaz’d mo 
morti 

Than I dare blame my weakness. Will you 
see her 

(P’or that is her demand), and know her 
busine.ss 1 

That donis laugh well at me. 

Kin</. Now, good Lafeu, 

Bring in the admiration, that we with thee w 
May spend our wonder too, or take off thine. 
By wond’ring how thou took’st it, 

Laf. Nay, I’ll fit you. 
Anti not be all day neithei*. 

Khtg. Thus he his si)ecial nothing ever 
prologues, 

Re-enUr Lapku, vMh Helena, 

Ijaf. Nay, come your ways. 

King. This haste hath wing.s, indeed. 

Laf Nay, come your way.s. 

This is his majesty, say your mind to him : 

A traitor you do look like ; but such traitors 
His majesty seldom fear’s, I am Cressid’s 
uncle, 

That dare leave two together. Faro you 
well, [JCxit. 

King. Now, fair one, does your business 
follow us '( lot 

I/d. Ay, my good lord. 

Gerard do Narbori was my fa|;her, 

In what Jic did profess well found. 

King. I knew him. 


lliil. The rather will I span; my praises 
towards him ; 

Knowing him, is enough. On ’s bed of deatli 
Many receipts he gave me ; chiefly one. 
Which, lus tin; deart!.st i.ssu(‘ of his practice. 
And of his old expta'iencc the only darling. 
He bade me store uji as a trijtle eye, no 

8afer than mine own two, mon; dear. I have 
so ; 

And, hearing your high uiajcsty is touch’d 
With tliat malignant cause, wher«*iu the 
honour 

Of my dear father’s gift stands chief in power, 
I come to tender it and my appliance. 

With all bound humbleness. 

King. We thank you, maiden ; 

But may not be so civaIuIous of cure, 

When our most learned doctors leave us, and 
The congregated college have concluded 
That labouring art can never minsoin Nature 
Ifrom her «uiiidable e.state ; I say, we must 
not 121 

So stain our judgment, or <;orrupt our hope. 
To jirostitute cur iiast-cure malady 
To empirics, or to diK.sever so 
Our gi’eat .self and our credit, to esteem 
A senseless hel[), when help past sense we 
deem. 

lie}. My duty then shall pay me for my 
pains : 

r will no more enforce mim; oflice on you ; 
Humbly entreating fi’om your royal thoughts 
A modest one, to bear me back again. k’io 

King. I cannot give thee less, to be call’d 
grateful. 

Thou thought’st to helj> nio, and such thanka 
I give. 

As one near ileath to those that wish him, 
live ; 

But what at full I know, tliou know’st no> 
part, 

I knowing all iny peril, thou no art. 

Ilel. What I can do, can do no hurt tO' 
try, 

Since you set up your rest ’gainst remedy. 

He tliat of gi’eatest works is fini.sher, 

Oft docs them by the weakest minister : 

So holy writ in balw-s hatli judgment shown, 
When judges have been babes ; great floods 
have flown m 

From simple soui’ces ; and great .seas have 
dried, 

When miracles have by the greatest been 
denied. 

Oft expectation fails, and most oft f.hero 
Where most it promise,8 ; and oft it hits, 
Whew; hope is coldest, and dcsiiair most 
tits. 
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Acrr n. 


ALL’S WELL TJTAT 'ENDS WELL. 


Scene II. 


/ mu.st not thee : fiire thee well, 
liiiul iiuiiJ. 

Thv pains, not ii.sM, must by tliyself be paid ; 
Prollbrs, not took, reap t’uauks for their 
reward. 

insjured nnait so by breath is barr’d. 
It is not so with Jlim that all things knows, i..i 
A:-i ’t is witli us that square our gues.s ])y 
shows : 

• t ^ 

But most it is ])resumption in us, wlnm 
'Fhe help of Heaven we count the act of men. 
Dear sir, to my eude:ivom-s give consent ; 

Of Heaven, not me, make an experiment. 

1 an', not an impostor, that protd.iiiu 
Myself against the level of mine aim ; 

.But know I think, and think 1 know most 
sux*e. 

My art i.s not ])ast jiower, nor you pu.st <an-e. 
KiiKj, Art thou st> eojitident I Witliin wh.at 
space 

Hop’st thou my cui e ■ » < 

//«/. TJie great'st grace lending grace. 

Ere twice tlie horses of tlie sun shall bring 
Their tieiy toroher ins diurmtl ring. 

Ere twice in murk and occidental damp 
Moist Hesperus hath quench’d his sleepy 
lamp ; 

Or four-and-twenty lins'.s the pilot’s glass 
Hath told the thievish minutes how they pass, 
What i.s intirni from your sound parts shall 
fly, iw 

Health shall live free, and sii kuess freely die. 

King. Upon thy certainty and coiditlence. 
What (.lar’st thou venture t 

Ilel. Tax of impudence, 

A .strunjpet’s boldness, a <livulged shame, 
Traduc’d by odious ballads ; my maiden’s 
name 

Sear’d otherwise ; ne worse of wor.st extended. 
With vule.st torture let my life be emled. 

King. Methinks, in thee some blofssed s^jirib 
doth speak 

His powerful sound, within an organ weak ; 
And what impossibility would slay 
Tn common sense, sense saves another way. iwi 
Thy life is dear ; for all, that life can I'ute 
Worth name of life, in thee hath estimate ; 
Youth, beauty, wisdom, courage, all 
Tliat happine.s.s aiwl prime can hapj>y call : 
Thou this to hazard, needs must intimate 
Skill inhnite, or monstrous despeiute. 

Mweet [u’actisei*, thy physic I will try, 

That mini.stei's thine own death, if I die. 

Hel. If 1 break tinuj, or flinch in proi)erty 
Of what I spoke, unpitied let me die, 

And well de.servM. Not helping, death ’s my 
fee ; 

But, if I help, what do you promise me ? 


King. Make thy demand. 

JleL But will yo«x make it even ? 

King. Ay, by my sceptre, and my hopes of 
heaven. 

Ilel. Then shalt thou give me with thy 
j kingly hand 

What husband in thy jxower I will command : 
Exempted be from me the arrogance 
To choo.se from forth the royal blood of 
Erance, 

My low and humble name to propagate 
W ith any branch or image of thy state ; 2uo 
But .sucli a one, thy va.s.s}i], whom 1 know 
Is free for me to ask, thee to bestow. 

King. Here is my hand ; the promises 
observ’d. 

Thy will by my jreiformance shall be serv’d : 
So make the choice of thv own time : for I, 
Thy rc.solv’d patient, on thee still rvly. 

More should I questioir thee, and more I 
niu.st, 

Though more to know could not be more to 
trust, * 

From wheirce thou cain’st, how tended on ; 
but rc.st 

Unquestion’d welcome, and uirdoubted blest. — 
(Jive me some helj) here, ho! — If thou pro- 
ceed 211 

As high as word, my deed .shall m.atch thy deed. 

^Fhnirhh. Exeunt, 


Scene II. — Bousillon. A Room in the 
Countess’s I’alace, 

Enter CJouNTESS and Clovni. 

Count. Come on, sir : I shall now' put you 
to the height of your breeding. 

Clo. I will show myself Jiighly fed, .and 
lowly taught. I know', my business is but to 
the 001111;. 

Co'n.nt. To the couH ! w'hy, what }flace 
make you special, when you put off that with 
.such contempt 1 But to the court ! 

Ch. Truly, madam, if God have lent a man 
any manner’s, he may easily imt it oil’ at court: 
he that carrnot brake a leg, put off’s ca[), kiss 
his haird, aird say nothing, has rreither leg, 
hands, lip, nor cap ; and, indeed, such a fel- 
low, to say jrVecisely, w’ere not for the court. 
But, for me, I have arr answer will serve all 
men. 

Count. Marry, that’s a borrntiful answef, 
that fits all questiorrs. 

Clo. It is lijce a barber’s chair, that fits all 
buttocks; the pin-butto^k, the quatgli-buttock, 
the brawn-birttock, or any buttock. r* 



Act II. 


ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 


Scene HI. 


Count. Will your answer servo fit to all 
qiiestions 

Clo. As fit a.s ten gi*oats is for the hand of 
an attorney, as your French crown for your 
taffeta, punk, as Tib’s rush for Tom’s forefin- 
ger, as a pancake for Shi’ovo Tuesday, a mor- 
ris for Mayday, as the nail to his hole, «he 
cuckold to his horn, as a scolding quean to a 
wrangling knave, as the nun’s lip to the friar’s 
mouth ; nay, as th(‘ pudding to his skin. 

Count. Have you, I say, n answer of such 
fitness for all questions ? 

Cht. From bejow your tluke to beneath 
your constable, it will fit any (juestion. 3i 

Count. It nnxst be an answer of most mon- 
sti'ous size, that must fit all tlemanda. 

Clo. 13ut a trifle neither, in good faith, if 
the learned should speak tinitli of it. Here it 
is, and all that belongs to ’t : ask me, if I am 
a courtier ; it shall do you no harm to leani. 

Count. To be young again, if we coxdd. I 
will be a fool in question, hoping to be the wiser 
by your answer. I pray you, sir, are you a 
courtier 1 40 

Clo. O Lord, sir ! — there ’s a simple pxitting 
off. — More, more, a hundred of them. 

Count. Sir, I am a pof)r friend of youi'S, 
that loves you. 

Clo. O Lord, sir !— Tliiek, thick, s]>are not 
me. 

Count. I think, sir, you can eat none of this 
homely meat. 

Clo. O Lord, sir ! — Nay, put me to 't, I 
warrant yoxi. 

Co7int. You were lately whipped, sir, as I 
think. 

Clo. O Lord, sir ! — Spni*e not me. .w 

Count. l*)o you cry, “O Lord, sir!” at your 
whi])ping, .and “ 8i)are not me ?” Indeed, your 
“ O Lord, sir ! ” i.s very sequent to your 
whipping : you would answer very well to a 
whipping, if you were but bound to ’t. 

Clo. I ne’er had woi*.se luck in my life, 
in my — “ O Lord, sir ! ” I see, things may 
seiwe long, but not serve ever. 

Count, I play the noble hoitsewifo with the 
time, 

To entertain it so merrily with a fool. 

Clo. O Lord, sir ! — why, there ’t serve.s 
Avell again. lui 

CowU. An en<I, sir: to yorr business. 
C4ive Heleix this. 

And urge her to a pi'osent answer back : 
Commend me to my kinsmen, and my soji. 
This is not much. 

Clo. Not much commendation to them. 

Count. Not much employment for you : 
you xinderetand me 1 


Clo. Most fruitfiilly : I am there before my 
legs. 

Count. Haste you again. 

severally. 


Hoene 111. — Paris. A Room in the Kino’s 

Palact*. 

Enlor Bertram, Lafex*, uml P.vrolles. 

Laf. ’fhey say, miracles are past; and we 
iiave our philosophical persons, to make 
rnoxlern and familiar, things suj)crnatiir}il and 
caxxselcss. Hencxi is it, that we make trifles 
of texTors, ensconcing oux'selves into seeming 
knowledge, when we shoxxld submit ourselvtxs- 
to an unknown fear. 

Pur. Why, ’tis the rarest argument of 
wonder, that hath shot out in our latter 
times. 

Ber. And so’^t is. 

Laf. To be relimpdshetl of the ai*tists, — 10 
Par. So I say ; both of (ialen and Para- 
celsus. 

Laf. Of all the learuexl and authentic fel- 
lows, - 

Par. Right ; so I .say. 

Laf. I’hat gave him oxit incurable, — 

Par. Why, there ’t is ; so say 1 too. 

Laf Not to be helped, — 

Par. Right ; as ’t were a man assxxrcd of a — 
Laf. TJneevtain life, and sure death. 

Par. J list, you say well ; so woxdd I have 
said. 

L(f. r may truly say, it is a novelty to the 
world. 

Par. It is, indeed : if yoxi will have it in 
.showing, you sindl n*ad it in — what do you 
call there ? — 

Laf. A showing of a lu'avenly effect in an 
earthly actor. 

Par. That’s it I wouhl have said; the very 
same, 

Laf. Why, your dolphin is not lustier: 
’fore me, T speak in respect — 

Par. Nay, ’t is strange, ’t is veiy strange, 
that is the brief and the tedious of it ; and he 
is of a most facinorous sjurit, that will not 
acknowhalge it to be the- — 

Laf. Very hand of Heaven. 

Par. Ay, so 1 say. 

Iff. In a nio.st weak — 

Par. And xlebile minister, great jxowtn*, 
great txvinscexxdence : which shoxxld, indeed, 
give us a further use to be made, than alone 
thx> recovery of the king, as to be — 

Laf. Ccnex~.i]ly thankful. 
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Act If. 


ALL ’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL 


SCENK III. 


Par. I would have said it; you say well. 
Hei’e conics the king. 41 

Enter Kino, Helena, mul Attendants. 

Laf. Lustick, a.s the Dutchman says; I'll 
like a maid the better, whilst 1 have a tooth 
in my head. Wliy, he 's able to lead her a 
coraiito. 

Par. Mart du vinaiyre ! Is not this Helen? 
Laf. 'Fore God, I think so. ^ 

King. Go, call before me all the lords in 
court. — \^Exit an AtU^ulant. 

Sit, my preserver, by thy patient s side : 

And with this healthful hand, whose banish’d 
sense 

Thou hast rejical’d, a .second time receive . • 
The confirmation of my promis’d gift, 

Which but attends thy naming. 

Enfi r several Lords. 

Fair maid, send forth thine eye : this youthful 
parcel ' 

Of noble bachelor.s stand at my bestowing. 

O’er whom both sovereign j>ower and father’s 
voice * 

I have to use ; thy frank (dectiou make. 

Thou hast power to choose, and they none to 
forsake. 

Ilel. To each of you one fair and virtuous 
mistress 

Fall, when Love please ! — marry, to each, but 
one. r.9 

Laf. I 'd give bay curtal, and hi.s furniture, 
My mouth no more were bi'oken than these i 
Imys’, 

And writ as little beard. 

King. Peruse them well : 

Not one of those but had a noble father. 

IleJ.. Gentlemen, 

Heaven hath through me restor’d the king to 
health. 

All. We understand it, and thank Heaven 
for you. 

llel. I am a simple maid ; and therein 
wealthiest. 

That, I prote.st, E simply am a maid. — 

Please it your majesty, I have done already ; 
Tlie blu.she.s in my checks thus whisper me, 

“ We blush, that thou shouldst choose ; but, 
be refus’d, 

Let tlic white death sit on thy cheek for 
ever ; 

We’ll ne’er come tliere again.” 

King. Make choice ; and .see, 

Who shuns thy love, shuns all his love in 
me. 

Uel. Now, Dian, from thy altar do I fly. 
And to imperial Love, that god most high, 
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Do my sighs stream. — Sir, will you hear my 
suit ? 

1 Lord. And grant it. 

Ilel. Thanks, sir : all the rest is mute. 
Laf. I had rather be in this choice, than 
throw ames-acc for my life. «o 

lle.l. The honour, sir, that flames in your 
fair eyes, 

Before I speak, too threateningly replies : 
Love make j'our fortunes twenty times 
above 

Her that so wishes, and her humble love ! 
Laid. No better, if you plejise. 

Hel. My wish receive. 

Which great Love grant ! and so I take my 
leave. 

Ijaf. Do all they deny her ? An they were 
sons of mine, I 'd have them whipjied, or I 
would send them to the Turk to make eunuchs 
of. 

Uel. \To 3 Zorrf.] Be not afraid that 1 
your hand should take ; »> 

I ’ll never do you wrong for your own sake : 
Blessing upon your vows ! and in your bed 
Find fairer fortune, if 5 ’^ou over wed ! 

Laf. These boys are boys of ice, they ’ll 
none have her ; sure, they are bastards to the 
hjiglish : the French ne’er got them. 

Ilel. You arc too young, too ha]>py, and too 
good, 

To make yourself a son out of my blood. 

4 Lord. Fair one, I think not so. 
fjof. There’s one grape yet, — I am sure, 
thy father drank wine. — But if thou bo’st not 
an ass, I am a youth of fourteen : I have 
known thee alrca<ly. i(« 

Uel. [7’o Bertkam.] I dare not say, I take 
you ; but I give 

Me, and my service, ever whilst I live. 

Into your guiding power. — This is the man. 
King. Why, then, young Bertram, take 
lier ; she 's thy wife. 

Per. My wife, my liege ! I shall beseech 
your highnes.s, 

In such a business give me leave to use 
The help of mine own eyes. 

King. Know’st thou not, Bertram, 

What she has done for me ? 

Per. Yes, my good lord ; im 

But never hope to know why I should marry 
her. f 

King. Thou know’st, she has r^ais’d me from 
my sickly bed. 

Per. But follows it, my lord, to bring mo 
lown 

Must answ'er for your raising ? I know her 
well : '■ 

She had lier breeding at my father’s charge.. 



Act II. 


ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 


Scene III. 


poor phy-sician’s daughter my wife !- 
Disdain 

Rather corrupt me ever ! 

King. ’T is only title thou disdain’st in her, 
the which 

I can huihl up. Strange is it, that our hloods. 
Of colour, weight, anti heat, pour’d ah to- 
gether, 

Would tjuite confound distinction, yet staiul 
olf 

In diircrcnccs so mighty. Tf she bo 
All that is virtuous (save what thou dislik’st, 
A j)Oor physician’s daughttir), thou dislik’st 
Of virtue for the/iaine ; but do not so : 

From lowest place when virtuous things i>ro- 
ceed, • 

The place is dignified by the doer’s deed : 
Where great additions swell ’s, ami virtue 
none. 

It is a di'oj)sied honour. Good alone 
Is good without a name ; vileness is so : j:io 
The proj)erty by what it is shoidd go, 

Not by the title. She is young, wise, fair; 
In these to nature she ’s immediate h<‘ir. 

And these breed honour : that is honour’s 
scorn 

Which challenges itself as honour’s born. 

Ami is not like the sire : honours thrive, 
When rather from our acts wo them (h'rive, 
Than our foregoera. The mere word ’s a slave, 
Debosh’d on every tomb ; on every gx'ave, 

A lying trophy ; and as oft is dumb, mo 

Where <lust ami damn’d oblivion is the tomb 
Of honour’tl bones indeed. What should be 
said 1 

If thou caust like this creatu^<^ as a maid, 

1 can create the rest : virtue, and she. 

Is her own <lowor ; honour anti wt'alth from 
me. 

Ber. I cannot love her, nor will strive to 
lo ’t. 

King. Thou wrong’st thyself, if thou 
shouldst strive to choose. 

lleX. That you are well restor’d, my lord, 

I ’m glad. 

Let the rest go. 

King. My honour ’s at the stake, Avliich to 
defeat i.> » 

I must produce my power. Here, take her 
hand, 

Proml scornful boy, unworthy this good gift, 
That dost in vile mi82xri.sion shackle up 
My love, and her desert ; that caust not 
dream, 

We, poising us in her <lefective scale. 

Shall weigh thee to the beam ; that wilt not 
know, 

u is in us to plant thine honour, where I 


We idease to have it grow. Check thy con- 
tem2>t : 

Obey our will, which travails in thy gootl : 
Relieve not thy disdain, but j)i‘esently i*!<> 
Do thine own fortunes that obedient right. 
Which both thy duty owt's, and our jxower 
claims ; 

Or I will throw thee from my cai’e for ever 
Into the staggers and the careless lapse 
Of youth iftid ignorance ; both my revenge 
and hate 

Losing ujxon thee, in the name of justice. 
Without all terms of i>ity. Sjxcak : thine 
answer. 

Ber. Pardon, my gracious lorrl, for I sub- 
mit 

My fancy to your eyes. Wlnui 1 consid(*r 
What gnwit creation, and what dole of honour, 
Flies wliere you bid it, I liad that she, which 
late i;i 

Was in my nobler thoughts most base, is now 
The prai.sed of tJie king ; who, .so ennobled, 
Is, as ’t were, born .so. 

King. Take her by the hand. 

And tell Ikt, she is thine : to whom I ju-omise 
A conntorpoise, if not to thy estxite, 

A balance more replete. 

Ber. I take her hand. 

King. Good fortune, anil the favour of the 
king, 

Smile upon this contract ; whose cer<*mony 

Shall seem expedient on tlu? now- born brief, i«n 

And be ptiiform’d to-night : tlie solemn feast 

Shall moi-c attend upon the coming siuice, 

Expecting abstmt friend.s. As thou lov’st her, 

Thy love ’s to me religious, else, does err. 

[Kxenut Kino, Rkrtba.m, Helena, 

Jxm/ft, and Attendants. 

Laf. Do yon hear, mon.sieur ? a word with 

vou. 

•/ 

Far. Your pleasure, sir ? 

Laf. Your lord ami ma.ster <lid well to 
make his rc'eantatioii. 

Far. Recantation ? — My lord 1 my master 1 
Ixif. Ay ; is it not a language I s{)eak ? loo 
Far. A most harsh one, and not to be 
understood without bloody succeeding. My 
master ] 

Laf. Are yon comi>anion to the Count 
Rousilloii 1 

Far. To any count ; to all counts ; to what 
is man. 

Jjaf To what is count’s man ; count’r- 
nuister is of another style. 

Far. Yon are too ohl, sir : let it satisfy 
you, you are too old. 

Laf. I must tell thee, sirnih, I write man ; 
to which title age cannot bring thee. 



Act .11. 


ALL’S WELL THAT^EIfDS WELL. 


Scene III. 


l\tr. VV’JiHt 1 uui(i too well do, 1 {lu^•(^ not 
do. 

Lnf. I di«l tldnlc tliee, for two ordinaries, 
to L.‘ :i juvtty wise fellow : thou didst nuike 
tolerable vent of thy tiuvel : it niiglit jmuss ; 
yet the .scarfs, and the l>anneret.s sihout tlua*, 
<lid manifoldly dissuade nie from Ixdieving 
th('e a ves.scl of too great a hunlen. 1 have 
jiow found thee ; when I lose tiiee iigaiii, 
I care not ; yet art thou good for nothing 
but taking up, and that thou i t .sciUcc 
worth. 

Par. Iladat thou not the jirivilege of an- 
ti* juity upon thee, — -n 

JAtf. Do not plunge tliy.self too f;jr in 
anger, lest thou hasten thy trial ; wJiich if — 
Lord have mercy on thei! for a hen ! So, my 
good window of lattice, faro thee w<'ll : thy' 
casement 1 need not open, for 1 look through 
thee. Give me tliv hand. 

Par. My lord, you give me uio.st egregious 
indignity. * * 

Laf. Ay', -with all my heart ; and thou art 
worthy' of it. 

Par. 1 have not, my loni, deserved it. 

Laf. Yes, good faith, every drachm of it ; 
and T will not hate thoc a scruple. 

Par. Well, I shall lx* wiser. 

Jjaf. E’en as soon as thou can.st, for thou 
hast to jiull at a smack o’ the contrary'. If 
ever thou he’.st bound in thy scarf, and beaten, 
thon slialt find what it is to be proud of thy 
houilage. I have a desire to hohl my' .uxiuain- 
tance with thee, oi* rather my' know ledge, 
that I may' say', in the default, ho is a mau 1 
know'. 

Par. My lord, you <lo me most insin»]>oit- 
ahle vexation. 

Laf. I would it w'ere hell-pains for thy 
sake, anil my poor doing eternal : for tloing I 
am past, as I will hv thee, in w'hat motion 
age will give me lc*ave. [E-.v.i(. 

Par. Well, thoxi hast a son shall take this 
disgrace off me, scurvy', old, filthy, .scurvy- 
lord !— Well, I must be patient ; there is no 
fettering of authority. I ’ll heat him, l.)y my 
lif(.*, if I can meet him with any convenience, 
an he were double and double a lord. I ’ll 
have no more pity' of his age, than I W'ould 
have of — I ’ll beat him : aii if I could but 
meet him again ! sio 

Pe-enfer Lakkc. 

Lnf. Sirrah, your lord and master’s man-ied : 
there *s news for you •, you have a new mis- 
tress. 

Par. I most unfeigned! v beseech your lord- 
ship to make .some reservation of yoat wrongs : 


lu,* is my' good loixl : whom I serve above is 
inv master. 

'lAxf Who] God] 

Par. Ay, sir. ' 

Ltf. The dtu'il it is, that ’s thy mastor. 
Why' dost thou garter up tliy arms o’ tills 
fa.<liion] dost make hose of thy' slifcves I do 
other servants .so ] Thou wert best set thy 
lower part where thy nose .stands. By mine 
honoui-, if I W'ere but tw'o hour.s younger, I ’d 
l»eat thee : motliinks ’t, thon ai*t a geuerul 
ofience, and evei-y' man .should heat thee : I 
tliiiik, thou wa.st createtl fyr nuui to breathe 
themselves upon tlice. , 

Pa. 7 \ This is hard .and uude.served mea.suvt*, 
my lord. * 

La/’. Go to, sir ; you were beaten in Italy' 
for jncking a kf*rnel out of a [loruegranate : 
vtui arc a v’agahoud, aiul no true traveller. 
You are more saucy' witli lords and honour- 
able per.sonages, than the commission of your 
birth .-ind virtue gives y'ou heraldry. You 
are not woi'th anothm* word, else 1 ’d call von 
knave. 1 leave y'ou. [/fx-iV. 

y*a)\ Good, very good ; it is so then — 
good, very' good. Let it he conceale<l awhile. 

Jie-enter J^kutuam. 

Jit'i'. Undone, and forfeited to cures for 
ever : 

Par. What is the matter, .sweet-heart ? 

Bt r. Although hefoi'e the solemn priest I 
have .sw'oni, I w'ill not bed her. srn 

Par. What, what, sweet-heart ] 

Bt'r. O my' Parolles, they' have married 
me 

T ’ll to the Tu.sean wans, and never bed b<*r. 
Par. France is a dog-hole, and* it no uioie 
merits 

The tread of a man’s foot. To the wars ! 

Ber. There ’s letters from iny mother : 
what the import is, 

I know' not yet. 

l*(ir. Ay, that W'onld be known. To tlie 
wju-s, my boy ! to the war.s ! 

He w'ears his honour in a bo.x, un.seei>, 

That hugs his kicky-w'icky' here at liome, 
Spending his manly maiTOW' in her arms, 
Which should sustain the bound and high 
curvet 

Of Mars’s fiery steed. To other regions ! 
Fi-anco is a stable ; we, that dw'ell in ’t, jades ; 

' Therefore, to the war ! 

Ber. It shall be so: I’ll send her to my 
house. 

Acquaint my mother with my hate to her, 
And wherefore I qm fled ; write to the 
king 



Act II. W^LL THAT END8 WELL. Scexe V. 


That which I clnrst not speak, • His present 
gift 

SWll furnish me to those Italian fields, 

Where noble fellows strike. War is no strife 

To the dai'k house, and the detested wife. 

IK-fr. Will this capriccio hold in thee, art 
sui'e 1 

Bar. Oo Avith me to my chumbov, and ad- 
vise me. 

I ’ll send her .straight away : to-morrow 

1 ’ll to the wars, .she to her single .sorrow. 

Bar. Why, these balls . juiwl; there 's noise 
in it ; 't is hard: 

A young man married i.s a man that ’s marr’d : 

'I'herefore away, and leave her : bravely go ; 

The king has done you wrong; but hush! ’tis 
so. 'yE.mtni. 


Scexe IV. — The Same. Another Room in 
the Same. 

Eiitfir Heliona ntul Cloitm. 

IIcl. My mother greets me kindly : is she 
well ? 

Clo. She is not well ; but y<^t she has her 
health : .she ’s very m(‘rry ; but yet .she is not 
well ; but thanks be given, she ’s very w<.‘l], 
and Avants notliing i’ tlio Avorld ; but yet she 
is not well. 

Hd. If .she be veiy Avell, Avhat does she ail, 
lhat she’s not very well! 

Cfo. Truly, she’s A’exy avcII, indeed, but for 
tw'o things. 

Hd. Whait two things 1 lo 

CVe. One, that she ’s not injlieaiven, wlaither 
Ood .send her <|uiekly ! the other, thaat she ’s 
in a'arth, from Avhence God .send lier ajuickly ! j 

EnUir Pahotxks. 

Par. Bless you, my fortunate hnly ! 

Hd. I hope, .sir, 1 have your good Avill to 
iiave mine oavti good fortunes. I 

Par. Yoxi had my prayers to lefid them on ; j 
.‘and to k<‘ep them on, haA^e them still. — O, my 
knaiA'e ! TIow' does my old lady ? 

Cfo. .Sothat you had her wrinkles, aind I 
her money, I would she did as you saay. 

Par. Why, I .say nothing. 

Cht. Many, you arc the wiser man ; for 
many ai man’s tongue shakes ^ut his 
ter’s undoing. To .‘^aiy nothing, to clo nothin<|‘ 
to know nothing, ami to have nothing, is to 
be a great part of your title, which i.s Avithin a 
very little of nothing. 

Par. Away ! thou ’rt a knavp. 

‘ Clo. You should liave said, sir, laefore a 


knave thou ’rt a kna\’e ; that is, befoi’e mo 
thou ’rt ;i knave : this had been tnitli, sir. si 
I'ar. Go to, thou art a wdtty fool ; I have 
found thee. 

(Jh. Did you fin<l me in yourself, sir, or 
were, you taught to tied me 1 ' The search, sir, 
Avas profitable ; :u:d mucli fool may you find 
in you, even to tl;e world’.s plea.sure, "and the 
inci’e.;i.so of lauglitex’. 

Par. A f^cKwl knaAo i’ biitli, and avcU fed. — 
Madiim, my lord Avill go away to night; 

A very .serious business calls on him. xo- 

d’he great jirerogatiA’e and rite of love, 

Which, as your due, tiiiui claiiiis, he does ac- 
knowledge, 

liut puts it otf to a compell’d restmiut ; 
Whose want, and avIioso delay, is .sti'e.w’d wdth 
SAveets, 

Which they distil nOAV in thcf <;urbc«l time. 

To make the coming hoxxr o’exllow witli joy, 
And pl<'a.sxxre xb’OAvxi tJie bi'iin. 

Jld. <. » What ’s Ids Avill else* 'i 

/\ir. '^I’liat yon will take your instiiut leaA^c 
o’ th<‘ kill". 

And make! this baste as your owm good pro- 
ceeding, 

Strengthen’i] with Vvb.at apology you think » 
May make it probable need. 

J/d. What more commands lie ' 

P<(r. That, haA'ing this obtain’d, you pii.'- 
.seutly 

Attend his further pleasure. 

Ifd. In evei-vtliing 1 wait upon his will. 
J'ar. r shall repoi’t it so. 

//rf. J pray you. — (yonie, sirrah. 

[/i’rca/if. 

»ScK.\E V,- Aiuaber .lb>>m iu tlui Same. 

Ea(‘'r LafeI' am/ BF.RTRA.M. 

/jii/. Ibit, I hope, your lordship thinks not 
him a. siiMicr. 

Per. Yes, my lord, and of very A'aliant ap- 
proof. 

L(tf. You I’.ave it fiom his own de.liver- 

aiKtfe 

J>er. And by other wari’anled testimony. 
Laf. Then my dial goes not true. I took 
this lark for a bunting. 

/>Vr. I do assure you, my lord, ho i.s very 
gre.'it in kuowlcdife, and .accoi'dingl}^ valiant. » 
Laf, 1 laiAux them sinned against his expo- 
1‘ience, and transgi-essecl against his A alour ; 
and my state that way is dangerous, since I 
cannot yet find in my heart to ri*pent. Hero 
ho comes. I ]xray you, make, us friends : I 
will punsue the iimity. 



Acr 11. 


Scene V. 


ALL ’S WEIJj THAT ENHg ^ 




Enter Parolles. 


j Somo private 

Her. ■ \ ' 1 sha! 


sliall obey his will^ 

Par. {To Deutham.] These things sliall be You must not marvel, Helen, at my course, w 


done, sir. 

Laf. ’Pray you, sir, who's his tailor 1 
Par. Sir { 

Laf. O ! I know him well. Ay, sir; he, 
sir, is a good workman, a very good tailor. 
Her. {A. Hide to Parolles.] Is she gone to 
the king I 

Par. She is, * 

Ber. Will she away to-night 1 
Par. As you ’ll have her. 


W'hich holds not colour with the time, nor 
;lops 

The ministration and required office *" 

On i^y particular : pi’C|)ai'’d I was not 
For .such a business therefore am I found 
So much unsettled. This drives me to en- 
treat you, 

'J'hat presently you take your way for 
home ; 

And rather muse than ask why I entreat you; 


Ber. I have writ my letters, casketed my For my respects are Initter than they seem, 


- trcasure, 

Given order for our houses ; and to-night, * 
When I should tfike possession of the bride, 
End, ere I do begin. 

Laf A good traveller is something at the 
latter end of a dinnoi', but one that lies three 
thirds, and uses a known tinth to pass a 
thousiind nothings with, should once heard, 
and thrice beaten. — God save you, captain. 

Ber. Is there any unkindness between my 
lord and yon, monsieur 1 • 

Par. 1 know not how I have deserved to 


Aiul my apjiointments have in them a need 
Grcfiter than shows- itself, at the first 
View, 70 

To you that know them not. lliis to my 
mother. {Giving a letter. 

'T will be two days ore I shall see you : so, 

I leave you to your wisdom. 

I I el, 8ir, I can nothing, say. 

But that I am your most obetlient servant. 
Her. Come, come, no moi’e of that. 
llel. And ever shjdl 

With true obsenwanco seek to eke out that, 
Whei’cin toward me any homely stars have 
fail’d 


run into my lonl’s disjdeasure. 

Laf. You have made shift to run into ’t, 
l)OOt.s and spurs ami all, like him that leaped To erpial my gi*eat fortune, 
into the custard, and out of it you ’ll run Ber. Let that go : 

again, i-ather tliau suiter question for your My haste is very groat. Farewell: hie home. 
1 ‘esidence. ' u Ihl. ’Pray, sir, your pardon. 

Ber. It may be, you have mistaken him. Her. Well, what would you say ? 

ujy lord. Hel. I am not woi-thy of the wealth I 

Laf. And shall do so ever, though I took owe; m 

liim at his pmyers. Fare you well, my lor<l ; Nor d.'uv I .say, ’t is mine, and yet it is ; 
and believe this of me, there can Iks no kernel Biit, like a timo|’ous thief, most fain would 


steal 

What law does vouch mine own. 

Her. What would you have t 

y/el. Something, and scarce so much : — 


in this light nut ; tim soul of this man is his 
clothes : trust him not in matter of heavy 
consequence ; I have kei)t of them tamo, and 
know their natures. — Farewell, monsieur : I 
have spoken better of you, than you have or 
will deserv'e at my hand ; but we must do I would not tell you what I would, my lord 
good against evil. {Exit. Faith, yes ; — 

Par. An idle lord, I swear. ai Stiangers and foes do sunder, and not kis.s. 


nothing, indeed. — 


Ber. I think so. 

7*ar. Why, do yo»i not know himi 
Ber. Yes, I do know him well; and common 
speech 

Gives him a worthy pass. Here comes my 
clog. 


I have 
you, 


Enter Helena. 

sir, as I was commanded fx’om 


Ber. I pray you, stay not, but in haste to 
horse. 

IleX. I shall not break your bidding,, good 
my lord. »> 

Ber. Where are my other men, monsieur? 
—Farewell. {Exit Helena. 

x.^j^iou toward home; where I will never 
* " come. 

Whilst I can shake my sword, or hear the 
drum. — 


SiX)ke with the king, and have procur’d his Away ! and for our flight. 

leave Par. , 

For present parting ; oidy he desires 
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Bravely, coragio. 
{ExeurU. 




Bertram. Let that go: 

• My haste is very great. Farewell ; hie home. 

Helena. Pray, Sir, your pardon, 

"All’s Well That Ekos Well,” Act II ,, Scene V. 
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•Act III. • ' ALL ’S WBLL THAT ENDS WELL Scene II. 


ACT III. 


Scene I. — Florence. A Room in the 
Duke’s Palace. 

Ffo^ish. Filter the Duke op Florence, 
attended j two French Ijordn, aiul Solditrr^. 

Duke. So that, from point to point, now 
have yon heard 

The fundamental reasons of this war, 

Whose great decision hath much blood let 
forth. 

And more thirsts after. 

1 Lord. Holy seems the quarrel 

Upon your grace’s part ; black and fearful 
On tlie opposer. 

Duke. Therefore we marvel much, our 
cousin France 

Would, in so just a busines.s shut his bosom 
Against our borrowing pmyers. 

2 Lord. Good my lord, 

Tlie leasons of our state I canmjt yield, lo 
But like a common and an outward man. 
That the gi’eat figure of a council frames 

By self-unable motion : therefore dai’o not 
^liay what I think of it, since I have found 
]\Tyself in my uncertain grounds to fail 
As often as I guess’d. 

Duke. Be it his pleasure. 

2 Lord. But I am sure, the younger of our 
nature. 

That surfeit on their ease, will day by day 
Gome here for j)hysic. 

Duke. Welcome .shall they l>e. 

And all the honours that can fiy fi-om us »» 
Jrshall on them settle. You know your places 
wqII ; 

When better fall, for your avails they fell. 
To-mon-ow to the lield. [FUniriah. Exeunt. 


.Scene II. — Rousillon.. A Room in the 
Countess’s Palace. • 

Ender Countess awl Cloum. 

Count. It hath happened all as I would 
have had it, save that he comes not along 
with her. 

Clo. By my troth, T take my young lord 
to be a very melancholy man. • 

Count. By what oUservance, I pray you 1 
Clo. Why, he will look upon his boot, and 
sing : mend the ruif, and sing; ask questions, 
*nd sing; pick his teeth, and sing. I know 
a man, that had this trick of melancholy, sold 
a goodly manor for a £ong. 


Count. Let me see what he writes, mid 
when he means to come. a 

Clo. I have no mind to label, since I was 
at court. Our old ling and our Tsbels o’ the 
country are nothing lik»! your old ling and 
your Isbcls o’ the court : the brains of my 
Cupid ’s knocked out, and I begin to love, 
as an old’ man love.s money, with no 
8tomiu;h. • 

Count. What have we henj 1 

Clo. E’en that you have there. [Exii. 

Count. \Eeads.^ “I have sent you a 
dai.ghter-in-law : slio had recovered the king, 
and undone me. I have wedded her, not 
bedded her ; and sworn to make the not eter- 
nal. You shall hear, I am I'un away ; know 
it before the repoid. come. If there be bi*eadth 
enough in the world, I will hold a long dis- 
tance, My dqty to you. 

Your unforfunato son, 

Bertram.” 

This is not well ; rash and unbridled boy. 

To fly the favours of so gooil a king ! 

To pluck his indignation on thy hesul, 

By the misprising of a maid too vii'tuous w 
For the contempt of em])ire ! 

Re-enter Cloum. 

Clo. O madam! yonder is heavy news 
within, between two soldiers ami my young 
lady. 

Count. What is the matter] 

Clo. Nay, there is some comfort in the 
news, some comfort : your son will not be 
killed so soon as I thought he would. 

Count. Why should he be kill’d? 

Clo. So say 1, madam, if he run away, 
as I hear he does : the danger is in standing 
to 't ; that 's the loss of men, though it be the 
getting of children. Here they come will 
tell you more ; for my part, I only hear your 
son was run away. 

Enter Helena and two Gentlemen. 

1 Gent. Save you, good madam. 

llel. Madam, my loi*d is gone, for ever 
gone. 

2 Gent. Do not say so. 

Count. Think ui>on patience. — ’Pray you, 
gentlemen, — 

I have felt so many quirks of joy and 
gi-ief, 

That the first face of neither, on the stert. 

Can woman me unto ’t : — where is my son, I 
pray you ? » 
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Act III. 


ALL ’S WELL THAT ^^NDS WELL. 


SCBITB IL 


2 Gent. M.adani, he’s gone to servo the 
Duke of Florence. 

We m(;fc Jnm tliitherward ; for thence wo 
came, 

An<l, after some despatch in hand at court, 
Thitlier we bend again. 

U(‘l. Look on Iiis letter, madam : here ’s 
my passjwrt. “ WJien thou canst 

get the ring upon my finger, which never 
shall come olT, and show me a chj,ld begotU^u 
of thy body, that I am father to, then call mo 
husband : but in such a I write a '* 
This is a dreadfxil sentence. <■'' 

Count. Bi'ought yon this letter, gentlemen \ 

1 Gent, Ay, madam ; 

And, for the contents’ sake, .are sorry for our 

pains. 

Count. I pr’ythee, lady, ha\e a better 
cheer ; 

If thou engrossest all the griefs are thine, 
Thou robb’st me of a moiety. He was my 
son, * 

But T do wash his name out of my blocni 
And thou ai*t all my child. — Towards Florence 
is he '( • 

2 Gent. Ay, madam. 

Count. And to be a .soldier ? 

2 Gent. Such is his noble ])urpo.se ; and, 
believe ’t, 

The duke will lay upon him all the honour 
That good convenience claims. 

Count. Return you thither? 

1 Gent. Ay, ma<lam, with the swiftest wing 
of speed. 

Hel. [Itea<Is.'\ “ Till I have no wife, I hsi\'e 
nothing in France.” 

'T is bitter. 

Count. Fmd vou that there ? 

//et. Ay, madam. 

1 Gent. ’T is but the btddness of his hand, 
haply, which his heart was not consenting to. 
Count. Nothing in France, until he have 
no w’ife ! 

There’s nothing here that is too good for 
him. 

But only .she ; .and she de.serves a lord, »> 
That twenty such rude boys might tend upon, 
Ai\d c.all her hoiirly, mistress. Who was 
with him ? 

1 Gent. A servant only, and a gentleman 
Which I haA'e sometime known. 

Count. Pai’olles, was it not ? 

1 Gent. Ay, my good lady, he. 

Count. A very tainted fellow, and full of 
wickedness. 

My son corrupts a well-derived nature 
With his inducement. 

1 Gent. Indeed, good lady. 


The fellow has a deal of that, too much. 
Which holds him uuidi to have. 

Count. Y’ are welcome, gentlemen. 

I will enti-oat you, when you see my son, 

To tell him, that his sword can never win 
The honour that he lo.ses : more 1 ’ll entreat 
t you 

Written to hear along. 

2 Gent. We serve you, madap^r 

In that and all your worthiest affairs. 

Count. Not so, but as we cliange oui- 
courtesies. 

Will you <lraw near? 

l^Exf-unt OouNTEsS ami G&ntletnen 
TIe.L “Till I have no wife, I have nothing, 
in Franco.” 

Nothing in France, until ho has no wife ! 
Thou shalt have none, Rousillon, none in 
Fifuice ; I'O' 

Then hast thou all again. Poor lord ! is ’t L 
That chase thee from thy country, and 
expo.se 

Those tender limbs of thine to the event 
jOf the none-sparing-war ? and is it I 
That drive thee from the sportive court, where- 
thou 

Wast sliot at with fair eyes, to be the- 
mark 

Of smoky muskets? O you leaden messeu- 
gers, 

That ride upon the violent speed of fire, 

Fly with false aim ; move the still-’pearing 

I That sings with piercing, do i»ot touch my 
lord ! uo. 

Whoever shoots at him, I set him there ; 
Whoever charges on his forward breast, 

I am the caitiff that do liold him to' it ; 

And, though .1. kill him not, I am the cause- 
His dea.th was so effected. Better ’t were, 

I met the ravin lion when he roar’d 
With sliarp constraint of hunger : bettei' 
’t wei-e, 

That all the jniseries which nature OAves 
Were mine at once. No, come thou home,, 
Roxisillon, 

Whence honoxir but of danger wins a 
seal*, ia> 

As oft it lo.ses all : I Avill bo gone. 

My Ijeing here it is that holds thee hence r 
Shall I stay Ijere to do ’t ? no, no, although 
The air of paradise did fan the house, 

And angels oflic’d all : I will be gone, 

That pitiful rumour may repoi*t my flight, 

To consolate thine ear. Come, night; end, 
day! 

For with the d&rk, poor thief, I ’ll steal atvay. 

[ExiL 



Scene V. 


Act III. ALL’S WELJ. THAT ENDS WELL. 


Scene III.— Ploreuwi. Before the Ditke’s 
P.alace. 

J'lourisK ICiUnr the Duke of Florence, 
. Bertram, Pauolles, Lords, Oj^eer^, 
Soldiers, and others. 

Dvike. The geiieml of oiir horse thou art ; 
and we, 

^li'eat in our hope, Lay our best love and cre- 
.lence 

Upon thy promising fort' le. 

Ber. it is 

A charge too heavy for my sti-ength ; Init yet 
W'c ’ll .strive to hear it, for your worthy sake, 
To tlie extreme edge of h.azard. 

Duke. Then go thou forth, 

■And fortune play ui^ou thy prosperous helm, 
As thy auspicious mistress ! 

Her. This very day, 

Gi’cat Mai'S, 1 put myself into thy tile : 

Make me but like my thoughts, and I sliall 
prove 

A lover of thy drum, hater of love. 


Scene IV. — Rousillon. A Room in the 
( ViUNTEss’s Palace. 

Enter Countess and her iSk ward. 

'Count. Alas ! and would vou take the 
letter of her i 

Might you not know, she woidJ do as she has 
done, 

By sending me a letter ? Head it again. 

. Utew. yReads.'l “ ^ Saint Jaques’ 

pilgrim, thither gone. 

Ambitiorts love hath so in me ort’ended, 

That bai’c-foot jilod I the cold ground upon. 
With sainted vow my faults to have amende<l. 
Write, write, that, from the bloody course of 
war. 

My dearest master, your dear son, may hie : 
Bless him at home in peace, whilst I from far 
His name with zealous fervour sanctify. J u 
His taken labours bid him mo forgive : 
r, his despitefiil Juno, sent him forth 
From coiu'tly £riend.«i, with camping foes to 
Jive, 

Where death and danger dogs the heels of 
worth : 

He is too good and fair for Deatli and me. 
Whom I myself embrace, to set him free.” 

Count. ^ Ah, what sharp stings are in her 
mildest words ! — 

Hinaldo, you did never lack advice so mucli, 
As letting her pass so : had Iwpoke with her, 
I could have well diverted her intents, si 


Which thus she hath prevented. 

I Star. Pardon me, madam : 

' If I had given you this at over-night, 

8he might have Ixien o’erta’en ; and yet slie 
writes. 

Pursuit would be but Viiin, 

Co^^M^. What angel shall 

I Bless this unworthy husband? he cannot 
I thrive, 

Unless her prayens, whom Heaven delights to 
I hear. 

And loves to grant, I'cprievt* him from the 
I wmth 

Of gi'eatest justice. — Write, writes Rinaldo, 
To this unworthy husband of his wife ; so 
Let every word weigh heavy of her worth. 
That he docs weigh too light : my greatest 
gnef, 

Thougli little lie do feci it, set <lown shai'ply. 
J-)e.spatch the most convenient messeugcr. — 
When, haply, he shall hear that she is gone, 
He will returA ; and hope I may, tliat she, 

I Hearing .so much, Avill speed her foot again. 
Led hither l.>y nure love. Which of them 
both 

Is dearest to me, I liave no skill in sens© 

To make distinction. — Provide this niesscn- 
ger.— 

My lieart is heavy, and mine age is weak ; 
Grief would have tears,’ and sorrow bids mo 
speak. [^Exeunt. 


Scene V. — Without the V'all.s of Florence. 

A tucket afar Enter an uhl Widow of 

Florence, Diana, Violenta, Mariana, and 

other Citizens. 

Wid. N.iy, come ; for if they do approach 
tlie city, we shall loose all the .sight. 

Dia. They .say, tin' French count has done 
mo.st honourable service. 

Wid. It is repoi*ted tliat he has taken their 
greatest commander, and that with his own 
hand he slew the duke’s brother. We have 
lost our labour; they are gone a contrary 
way : hark ! you may know by their trumpets. 

. Mar. Come ; let ’s return again, and suflSce 
oui'selves with the report of it. Well, Diana, 
take heed of tliLs French earl : the honour of 
a maid is her name, and no legacy is so rich 
as honesty. 

Wid. I have told my neighboui', how you 
have lieen solicited by a gentleman liis com- 
panion. 

Afar. I know that knave ; hang liim ! one 
Parolles : a filthy officer he is in those sug- 
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g ustions for the yowng earl. — Beware of them 
iana; their promises, enticements, oaths, 
tokens, and all these engines of lust, are not 
the things they go under : many a maid hath 
been seduced by them ; and the misery is, 
exani 2 >Ie, that so terrible shows in the wreck 
of maidenhood, cannot for all that dissuade 
succession, but that they are limed with the 
twigs that threaten them. I hope, I need not 
to advise you further ; but, I hogp, your own 
grace will keep you where you are, though 
there were no further danger known, but the 
modesty which is so lost. 

Dia. You shall not need to fear me. 

Wid. I hoi)e so. — Look, here comes a pil- 
grim : I know she will lie at my house ; 
thither they send one another. I ’ll question 
her. — 32 

Enter Helena, in ilm dress of a Pilgrim. 

God save you, jalgrim ! — whither are you 
bound 1 ' • 

I/el. To Saint Jaquos le (rraiid. 

Where do the palmers loilge, I do l)eseech 
you 1 • 

JVid. At the Saint Fmneis, here beside the 
port. 

I/el. Is this the way 1 

Wid. Ay, marry, is’t. — Hark you ! 

[.'( ninrch afar off. 
They come this w.ay. — If you will tarry, holy 
pilgrim, 

But till the troops come by, 

I will conduct you where you shall be 
lodg’d : 40 

The rather, for I think I know your ho.ste8s 
As ample as myself. 

Hel. Is it yourself? 

Wid. If you shall please so, jiilgrim. 

Hel. I thank you, and will stay uj)ou your 
leisure. 

Wid. You came, I think, from France ? 

Hel. I did so. 

WuL Here you shall see a countryman of 
yours. 

That has done worthy service. 

I/el. His name, I pray you. 

Dia. The Count Kousillon : know you 
such a one ? 

Hel. But by the ear, that hears most 
nobly of him ; 

His face I know not. 

Dia. Whatsoe’er is he, so 

He’s bravely taken here. He stole from 
France, 

As ’tis reported, for the king had married 
him 

Against his liking. Think you it is so ? 


Hel. Aj, surely, mere the truth ; I know 
his lady. 

Dia. There is a gentleman, that serves the; 
count, 

Reports but coarsely of her. 

J/el. What ’s his name I 

Dia. Monsieur Parelles. 

I/el. O ! I believe with him,, 

In argument of i>raise, or to the worth 
Of the great count himself, she is too mean 
To have her name repeatetl : all her deserving; 
Is a reserved honesty, and that 6^ 

I liave not heard examin’d. 

Dia. Aias, poor lady ! 

’T is a hard bondage, to become the wife 
Of a detesting lord. ,i 

Wid. Ay, right ; good creature, wheresoe’er 
she is, 

Her heart weighs sadly. This young maid 
might do her 

A shrewd turn, if she pleas’d. 

I/el. How do you mean t 

May be, the amorous count solicite her 
,Tn the unlawful pur2)08e. 

Wid. He does, indeed ; 

And brokes with all that can in such a suit 
CoiTupt the tender honour of a maid : 

But she is ai*m’d for him, and keeps her* 
guard 

In honestest defence. 

Mar. The gods forbid else J 

Enter, with drum and colours, a party of the-. 
Florentine army, Bertram, atid Parolles. 

Wid. So, now they come. — 

That is Antonio, the duke’s eldest son ; 

'I'hat, Escalus. 

Hel. Which is the Frenchman ? 

Dia. Ho ; 

That with the plume : ’t is a most gallant' 
fellow ; 

I would he lov’d hi.s wife. If he were* 
honester, 

He were much goodlier ; is ’t not a handsome 
gentleman ? 

Hel. I like him well. 

Dia. ’Tis pity, he is not honest. Yond’s. 
that same knave. 

That leads him to these places : were I his 
lady, 

I would poisqp that vile.ra.scal. 

I/el. Which is he? 

Dia. That jack-an-apes with sc&rffi. Why 
s he melancholy ? 

Hel. Perchance he ’s hurt *i the battle. 

Par. Lose our drum ! well. 

Mar. He’s shrewdly vex’d at something: 
Look, he has spied us. 
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Wid. Many, hang yon ! 

Mar. And your courtesy, for a ring-carrier ! 
'[Ex&ivnl Bertram, jPAEOLLES, Officers, 

and Soldiers. 

Wid. The troop is past. Come, pilgrim, I* 
will biing you 

Where you sliall host : of enjoin’d iwnitents 
There ’s four or five, to Great Saint J aques 
bound, 

Already at my house. 

Hel. ’ I humb’ ’ thank you. 

Please it this matron, and tlu.s gentle maid, 
To eat vdth us to-night, the charge • and 
thanking 

Shall be for me ; and, to requite you further, 
I will bestowHsome precepts of this vu’gin, 
Worthy the note. 

Both. We’ll take your offer kindly, ifo 

[^Exeunt. 


Scene VI. — Camp before Floi-ence. 

Enter Bertram, and the two French Lords. 

1 Lord. Nay, goo<l my lord, put him to ’t : 
let him have his way. 

2 Lord. If your lordship find him not a 
hilding, hold mo no more in your re.spect. 

1 Lord. On my life, my lord, a bubble. 

Ber. Do you think 1 am so far deceived in 
him 1 

1 Lord. Believe it, my lord : in mine own 

direct knowle<lge, without any malice, but to 
speak of him as my kinsman, he ’s a most 
notable coward, an infinite and endless liar, 
an hourly ^T'omise-bi'eakei', the owner of no 
one good quality worthy your lordship’s enter- 
tainment. IS 

2 Lord. It wex*e fit you knew him, lest, 
reposing too far in his virtue, which he hath 
not, he might, at some great and trusty busi- 
ness in a main danger, fail you. 

Ber. I would I knew in what particular 
action to tiy him. 

2 Lord. None better than to let him fetch 
off his drum, .which you hear him so confi- 
dently undertake to do, 21 

1 Lord. I, with a tx’oop of Floi’entines, will 
suddenly surprise him : such T will have, 
whom, I am sure, he knows not from the 
enemy. We will bind and hoodwink him so, 
that he shall suppose no other but that he is 
carried into the leaguer of the adversaries, 
when we bxing him to our own tents. Bo 
but your lordship present at his examination : 
if he do not, for the promise of his life, and 
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in the highest compulsion of base fear, offer 
to betray you, and deliver all the intelligence 
in his power against you, and that with the 
divine forfeit of his soul upon oath, nevei' 
trust my judgment in anything. 

2 Lord. O ! for the love of laughter, let 
him fetch his drum : he .says he has a strata- 
gem for ’t. When your lordship sees the 
bottom of his success in ’t, and to what metal 
this counterfgit lump of ore will be melted, if 
you give hipi not John Drum’s entertainment, 
your inclining cannot be removctl. Here he 
comes. 4» 

1 Lord. O ! for the love of laughter, hinder 
not the honour of his design : let him fetch 
ofi* his dnim in any hand. 

Ender Parolles. 

Be,r, How now, monsieur ? this dnim sticks 
sorely in your disposition. 

2 Lord. A pox on ’t ! let it go : ’t is but a 

drum. * 

Par. But a drum ! Is ’t but a drum? A 
drum so lost ! — There was an excellent com- 
mand, to charge In with our horse upon our 
own wings, and to rend our own soldiera ! 01 

2 Lord. That was not to bo blamed in 
the command of the service : it was a 
disaster of war that Ciesar himself could 
not have prevented, if he had been there 
to command. 

Ber. Well, we cannot greatly condemn 
our success : some dishonour we had in tho 
loss of that drum ; but it is not to be re- 
covered. 

Par. It might have been recovered. 

Ber. It might ; but it is not now. sa- 

ilor. It is to be recovered. But that the 
merit of seiwice is sehlom attribute<l to the 
true and exact performer, I would have that 
drum or another, or hiejneet. 

Be.r. Why, if you have a stomach to *t, 
monsieur, if you think your mystery in 
stratagem can bring this instniraent of 
honour again into his native quarter, be 
nnignanimous in the enterprise, and go on ; 
I will gi'ace the attempt for a worthy ex- 
ploit : if you speed well in it, the duke shall 
l)oth speak of it, and extend to you what 
further becomes his greatnes.s, even to the 
utmost syllable of your worihiness. 211 

Par. By the hand of a soldier, I will under- 
take it. 

Ber. But you must not now slumber 
in it. 

Par. I ’ll about it this evening : and I will 
presently pen down my dilemmas, encourage 
myself in my certainty, put myself into ray 
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mortal preparation, and by midnight look to 
hear further from me. 

Bvr. May 1 1)0 bold to acquaint his grace 
yon are gone about it? 

Par. I know not what the success will be, 
my lord ; but tlie attempt 1 vow, 8i 

Be.r. r know thou art valiant, and, to the 
jx>.ssibility of thy soldiership, will subscribe 
for thee. Farewell. 

Par. I lov(' not many ■w'ords,# \Eicit. 

1 Lord. No more than a fish loves water. 

— Is not this a strange fellow, my loixl, that 
so confidently seems to undertake this busi- 
ness, which he knows is not to be done, damns 
himself to do, and dai'es better be dainned 
than to do ’t l i-tt 

2 Lord. You do not know him, jny lonl, 
as we do : certain it is, that he will steal 
himself into a man’s favour, and for a wi*ek 
escape a great «leal of «liscoveries ; but when 
you find him out, you have him ever after. 

Hut. Why, <b) you think, hesvill make no 
deetl at all of tins, that so seriously he does 
addre.s.s him.self unto 1 

1 lA>rd. Non * in the world ; but return 


with an invention, and clap uj)on you tw'O 
or three probabh? lies. But we have almost 
embossed him, you shall s(*e his fall to-night ; 
for, indeed, he is not for your lordship’s re- 


spect, i«a 

2 Lord. Wo ’ll make you some sport with 
the fox, ere we ease him. He was fu*st 
smoked by the old Lonl Lafeu : when his 
disgui.se and he is pai*teil, tell me w'hat a 
•Sprat you shall find him, which you shall see 
this very night 

1 Lord. I must go look my twigs : he shall 
1)0 caught. 

Kffr. Your brothei*, he shall go along with 


me. 

1 Lord. As ’t please your lordship : I ’ll 

leave you. [Exit. 

Ber. Now will I lead you to the house, and 
show you in 

The lass I s 2 )oke of. 

2 Lord. But, you say, she ’s honest. 

Ber. That ’s all the fault, I spoke with 

]u*r but once. 

And found her wondrous cold ; but I sent to 
her. 

By this same coxcomb that we have i’ the 
wind. 

Tokens and letters which she did rc-send ; 

And this is all I have done. She’s a fair 
creature ; 

Will you go see her? 

2 Lord. With all my heart, my lord. 

[Exeunt. 
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ScKXE VII. — Florence. A Room in the 
Widow’s House. 

Enter Helena and Widow. 

Ilel. If you misdoubt me that I am not 
she, 

I know' not how’ I shall assure you further, 
But 1 shall lose the grounds I work upon. 
Wid. Though my estate be fall’n, I was 
well born, 

Nothing acquainted with these businesses, 
And would not put my reputation now 
In any staining act. 

lie). Nor would I wish you. 

Fii-st, give me trust, the count he is my 
husband, ,« 

And what to your sworn counsel I have 
sjioken, 

Is so, from woni to word ; and then you 
cannot, lo 

By the good aid that I of you shall boiTow, 
Err in bestowing it. 

Wid. I should believe you ; 

For you have show’d me that which well 
ajqu'oves 

You are great in fortune. 

Hel. Take this purse of gold, 

And let me buy your friendly help thus far, 
W'liich I will over-pay, and jjay again, 

When I have found it. The count he woos 
your tlaughtei*. 

Lays dow'ii his wanton siege before her 
beautv. 

Resolved to carry her : let her, m fine, con- 
sent. 

As we ’ll direct her how ’t is best to bear it. so 
Now, his imjjortant blood will nought deny 
Tliat she ’ll demaml : a ring tlie county 
wears, 

That downward hath succeeded in his house 
From son to son, some four or five descents 
Since the fii’st father wore it : this ring he 
holds 

In most rich choice ; yet, in his idle fire, 

To buy his will, it would not seem too dear. 
Howe'er repented after. 

Wid. Now I see 

The bottom of your pur{x>se, , 

Hel. You see it lawful then. It is no 
more, a* 

But that ypur daughter, ere she seems as 
won, 

Desires this ring, appoints him an encounter, 
In fine, delivers mo to fill the time, 

Herself most chastely absent. After this, 

To marry her, I ’ll add three thousand crowns 
To what is past already. 

Wid. T have yielded. 
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Instruct my daughter how she shall persever, 
That time and place with this deceit so lawful 
May prove coherent. Every night he comes 
With musics of all sorts, and songs compos’d 
To her un worthiness : it nothings steads 
us, ^ 

To chide him from our eaves, for he pereists, 


As if his life lay on ’t. 

ild. Why then, to-night 

Let us assay our plot ; which, if it speed, 

Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed. 

And lawful meaning in a lawful act, 

Whei-e both not sin, and yet a sinful fact. 
But let ’s about it. [Exeunt. 


ACT 

Scene I. — Without the E.orentine Camp. 

Enter First French Lord, withjioe cr sic 
Soldiers in anihush. 

1 Lord. He can come no other way but by 
this hedgo-ooAei'. W’^hen you sally uj)ou 
him, speak what terrible language you will : 
though you understand it not yourselves, jxo 
matter ; for we must not seem to understaml 
him, unless some one among us, whom we 
must produce for an interpreter. 

1 Sold. Good cajitaiu, let me be the inter- 
preter. 

1 Lord. Art not accpiainted with him ? 
knows ho not thy voice i n 

1 Sold. No, sir, I warrant you. 

1 Lord. But what linsey-wool.s<*y hast thou 
to speak to us again ? 

1 Sold. Even sucli as you speak to me. 

1 Lord. He must tliink us s^)me band of 
strangers i’ the adversary’s entertainment. 
Now, 'ho hath a .simick of all neighbouriirg 
languages ; therefore, we must every one bo 
a man of his own fancy, not to know what 
we s[K*ak one to .another ; so we seem to 
know, is to know straight our j)urpose : 
chough’s language, gabble enough, and go<rd 
enough. As for you, inter]>reter, you must 
seem very politic. But couch, ho ! here he 
comes, to beguile two hours in a .sleep, ami 
then to return ancl swear the lies he foiges. 

Enter Pakolles. 

Var. Ten o’clot^k : within these tliree hours 
’t will be time enough to go home. What 
shall I sjiy I have done 1 It must be a very 
plausive invention that carries it. They be- 
gin to smoke me, and disgraces have of late 
knocked too often at my door. I find, my 
tongue is too foolhardy ; but my heart hath 
the fear of Mars before it, and of his creatures, 
not daring the reports of my tongue. 

1 Lord. [Aside:"^ This is the fii*st truth that 
e’er thine own tongue was guilty of. ss 

Far. What the devil should inov^e me to 
undertake the recovery of this <lrum, being 
not ignorant of the impossibility, and 
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knowing I 'had no such pnrj)o.s»^ ? I must 
give myself some hurts, ami say, 1 got^hem 
in exploit. Y et slight ones will not carry it : 
they will say, “Came you off with so little 1” 
and gi'cat ones T dare not give. Wherefore? 
what’s the instance? Tongue, 1 must put 
yon into a butter-woman’s mouth, ami buy 
myself another of Bajazet’s mule, if you 
prattle me into these j)erils. 

1 Lord. [Aside.^ Is it possible, he should 
know what he is, and be that ho is ? .w 

Par. I wt)uid the cutting of my garments 
w’ould sci've the turn, or the bi'eaking of my 
Spanish sword. 

1 Lord. [Aside.'\ We cannot .ift'ord you so. 

Par. Or the bax’ing of my beard, and to 
s.ay, it was in stratagem. 

I Lord, ’T would not do. 

Par. Or to drown my clothes, and say, I 
was stripped. 

1 Lord. [A side. ^ Hardly serve. 

Par. Tliough I swore 1 leu]ie(l from the 
window of the citadel — ei 

1 Lord. [yJs/f/^.] How dec]) ? 

Par. Thirty fathom. 

1 LortL [.bsiV/f.] Thiec great oaths would 
scarce make tliat be believed. 

P<tr. I w’ould I had any <lrum of the 
enemy’s : I would swetir I recoveird it. 

1 Lord. [..IsjVfc.] You shall hear one anon. 

Par. A ch’Uin now of the enemy's ! 

[Alar uni within. 

1 Lord. Tliroca niooonsus, earrjo, caryo, 
caryo. to 

dill. Caryo, caryo, villianda par corho, 
caryo. 

Par. O ! ransom, ransom ! — Do not hide 
mine eyes. 

['Vhey seize and hliudfold him. 

1 Sold. Boskos throvialdo boskos. 

Par. I know, you are the Mtxskcs’ xvgi- 
inent ; 

And I shall ■ lose niy life for want of 
language. 

If there 1)0 liex*e Gennan, or Dane, low 
Dutch, 

Italian, or French, let him speak to me : 
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I will (Uscovor that which shall undo 
The Florentine. 

1 Sold. Boskos vanvndo : — 

I nn<ler.stJiiul thee, and can speak thy 
tongue : — 

Kerel i/boiUo : — Sii’, 

Jletakc thee to thy faith, for seventeen 
jx)niai’ds 

Are at thy bosom. 

Par. O ! 

1 Sold. * O! pray, pray, pray. — 

Manka reeania ditiche. 

1 .Bord. Oscorhi didrhos voUvorco. 

1 Sold. The general is content to spare 
thee yet, 

And, hoodwink’d as thou art, will lead *hee 
on 

To gather from thee : haply, thou may’st in- 
form 

Something to .save thy life. 

Par. O ! let me live, 

And all the secrets of our cai^p I ’ll show, 
Their force, their purposes ; nay, I ’ll speak 
that «» 

Which you will wondei' at. 

1 Sold. But wilf thou faithfully ? 

Far. If I do not, damn me. 

1 Sold. Acordo linta . — 

Come on, thou art gi*anted space. 

with Paroli.es [fnardKd. 

1 Lord. Go, tell the Count Rousillon, and 

my brother. 

We have caught the wooilcock, and will keep 
him muffled, 

Till we do hear from them. 

2 Sold. Captain, I will. 

1 Lord. 'A will betray us all unto our-selves. 
Inform on that. 

2 Sold. So I will, sir. 

1 Jjord. TUI then, I ’ll keep him dark, and 
safely lock’d, \ExefaiU. 


Scene II. — Florence. A Room in the 
Widow’s House, 

Enter Bertram and Diana. 

Ber. They told me, that your name was 
Fontibell. 

Dia. No, my good loi*d, Diana. 

Ber. Titled goddess. 

And worth it, with addition ! But, fair soul. 
In your fine frame hath love no quality 1 
If the quick fire of youth light not your mind. 
You are no maiden, but a monument: 

When you are dead, you should bo such a 

one 


As you ara now, for you are cold and stem ; 
And now you should be as your mother was. 
When your sweet self was got. lo 

Pia. She then was honest. 

Ber. So should you be. 

Pia. » No ; 

My mother did but duty ; such, my lord. 

As ‘you owe to your wife. 

Ber. No mora o’ that ! 

I ]>r’ythee, do not strive against my vows, 

I was compell’d to her ; but I love thee 
By love’s own sweet constraint, and' will for 
ever 

Do thee' all rights of service. 

Dia. Ay, so you serve ns. 

Till we .serve you ; but when you have our 
ro.ses, ' 

You barely leave our thorns to prick our- 
.s<.‘lve.s. 

And mock us with our bareness. 

Per. How have I sworn ! 

Dui. ’T is not the many oaths th.at make 
the truth, si 

But the plain single vow, that is vow’d true. 
What is not holy, that we swear not by, 

But take the Highest to witness : then, pray 
you, tell me. 

If I should swear by Jove’s great attributes, 

I lov’d you dearly, would you believe my 
oath.s 

When I did love you ill ? This has no holding. 
To swear by him, whom I protest to love, 
That I will work against him. Therefore, 
your oaths ^ 

Arc words, and jioor conditions, but unseal’d j 
At least ill my opinion. 

Ber. Change it, change it. 

Be not so holy-cruel : love is holy. 

And my integrity ne’er knew the crafts 
That you do charge men with. Stand no 
more off. 

But give thyself unto my sick desires. 

Who then recover : say, thou art mine, and 
ever 

My love, as it begins, shall so peraever. 

Dia. I see, that men make roiies in such a 
sc.arr. 

That we ’ll forsake ourselves. Give me that 
ring. 

Ber. I ’ll leml it thee, my dear ; but have ? 
no power « 

To give it frem me. 

Dia. Will you not, my lord ? 

Ber. It is an honour ’longing to our house. 
Bequeathed down from many ancestors. 
Which were the greatest obloquy i’ the world 
In me to lose. 

Dia. * Mine honour ’s such a ring. 
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My chastity ’« the jewel of our house, 
Bequeathed down from many ancestors, 

Which were the greatest obloquy i’ the world 
In me to lose. Thus, your own proper wisdom 
Krings in the champion honour on my part oo 
Against your vain assaidt. 

"lier. Here, take my ring ; 

My hotise, mine honour, yea, my life, be thine. 
And I ’ll bo bid by thee. 

D'ia. When midnight comes, knock at my 
chambei'-window : 

I ’ll order take, my mf)ther si. .11 not hear. 

Now will I chai’ge you in the band of truth, 
AVhen you have conquer’d my yet maiden 
bed, 

liemain there but an hour, nor speak to me. 
My reasons are ‘most strong ; and you shall 
know them. 

When back iigaiu this ring shall be deliver’d: 
And on yoiii' linger, in the night, I ’ll i)ut ei 
Another ring, tliat what in time proceeds 
May token to the liiture our ])ast deeds. 
Adieu, till then ; then, fail not. You have 
won 

A wife of me, thouglj there my hope be done. 
Bet. A heaven on earth I have Avon by 
wooing the(\ \Exit. 

Dia. Eor which live long to thank both 
HeaA'en and me ! 

You may so in the en<l. — 

My mother told me just how he would woo, 

Ah if she sat in ’s he;irt ; she ,say.s, all men to 
H ave the like oaths. He had sworn to marry 
me. 

When his wife ’s dead; therefore I ’ll lie with 
him, 

When I am buried. Since Fi’enchmen arc so 
braid. 

Marry that will, I live and die a maid ; 

Only, in tliis disguise, I think ’t no sin 
To cozen lum, that would unjustly win. 

\Exit. I 

Scene III, — The Floi’entine Camp. 

Enter the two Ere^ich Lords, and two or 

three Soldiers. | 

1 Lord. You hav'e not given him his 
mother’s letter 1 

2 Lord. I haA’c delivered it an hour since : 
there is something in ’t that stings his nature, 
for on the reading it he changed almo.st into 
another man. 

1 Lord. He has much worthy blame laid 
\ipon him, for shaking off so good a wife, and 
so sweet a lady. * 


2 Lord. Especially he hath incurred the 
everlasting displeasur<.' of the king, who had 
even tuned his bounty to sing happiness to 
him, I Avill tell you a thing, but you shall 
let it dwell darkly Avithin you. w 

1 Lord. When you have .simken it, ’tis 
dead, and I am th(‘ gva\ c of it. 

2 Lord. He hath |)er\'erted a young gentle- 
woman, here in Florence, of a most chaste re- 
nown, and this night he lleshes his will in the 
spoil of her ho«iuur : he hath given her his 
monumental ring, and tlmiks himself made in 
the unchaste composition. 

1 Lord. Now, God delay our reb(fllion : as 

wc ar(> oui'selves, Avhat things arc we ! la 

2 L*yrd: Merely our oAvn traitors : and as 
in the common coui’se of all treasons, wo still 
see them reAa*al them.selA"c.s, till they attain to 
their abhorred ends, so ho that in this action 
contrives against hi.s own nobility, in his 
projAcr stream o’erflows himself. 

1 Lord. Is it not meant dainnablo in us, to 
be trumj)cters a"’ our unlawful intents? We 
shall not then have liis comp.any to-night 1 

2 Lord. Not till after midnight, for he is 

dietffd to his hour. so 

1 Lord. That ap])i*oachca apace : I would 
gladly have him sec his company .'inatomised, 
th.at he might take a measure of his own 
judgments, whei'ciii so curiously ho had set 
this counteifeit. 

2 Lord. We Avill not meddle Avitli him till 
he come, for his j)rest‘nce must be the whij) of 
the other. 

1 Lord. In the meantime, what hear you 
of these wars ? 

2 Lord. I hear there is an overture of 
|)eace. 

1 Lord. Nay, 1 assure you, a peace con- 
cluded. 

2 Lord. What Avill Count Rousillon do 

then ? Avill he truA'cl higher, or return .'i.gain 
into France 1 •» 

1 Lord. 1 perceive by this demand, you are 
not altogether of his council. 

2 Lord. Let it be forbid, sir ; so should. I 
be a great deal of his act. 

1 lAn'd. Sir, his AA'ife some two months since 

fled from his house : her ju'etence is a julgrim- 
ago to Saint Jaques lo Grand, which holy 
undei’takihg with most austere sanctimony 
she accomplished; and, there residing, the 
tenderness of her nature became as a [ney to 
her grief; in fine, made a groan of her last 
breath, ami uoav she sings in heaven. m 

2 liord. 1L)W is this justified ? 

1 Lord. The .stronger part of it by her own 
letters ; which makes her story true, even to 
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the point of lior death : her death itself, wliich 
could not be her office to say is come, was 
faithfully confirmed by the I'cctor of the place. 

2 honJ. Hath the count all this intelli- 
genc(i { 

1 Loi'd. Ay, and the particular confirma- 

tions, point from point, to the full arming of 
the verity. ta 

2 Lord. [ am heartily sorry that he ’ll b«; 
glad of this. 

1 Lord. How mightily, nomctimos, ■ 
make us comforts of our losses ! . 

2 Lo-rd. And how mightily, some other 
times, we drown our gain in tears. Th< 
great dignity, that his valour hath here ac- 
quired for him, shall at home bo encoiui.tered 
with a shame as ample. 

1 Lord. The web of our life is of a mingleil 
yarn, good and ill together: our virtues would 
be proud, if our faidts whip[>ed them not ; 
and our crimes would despair, if they were 
not cherished by our virtues^. 

% 

Enter a Servant. 

How now? where ’s your master? • 

Serv. He met the duk^ in the street, sir, 
of whom ho hath taken a solemn leave ; his 
lordsliip will next morning for Fmnce. The 
duke hath offered him letters of commen- 
dations to the king. 

2 Lord. They shall be no more than need- 

ful there, if they were more than they can 
commend. sd 

1 Lord. They cannot be too sweet for the 
king’s tartness. Hero ’s his lordship ]iow. 

Enter Bertram. 

How now, my lord ! is ’t not after midnight? 

Ber. I have to-night despatched sixteen 
businesses, a month’s length a-picce, Ijy an 
abstmet of success : I have conge’d with the 
duke, done my julieu with his nearest, buried 
a wife, mourned for her, writ to my lady 
mother I am returning, entertained my con- 
voy ; and between these main parcels of des- 
jiatch effected many nicer needs : the last was 
the greatest, but that I have not ended 
yet. »i 

2 Lord. If the business be of any difficulty, 
and this morning your departure lienee, it re- 
.quin^s haste of your lordshij). 

Ber. I mean, the business is not ended, as 
feai*ing to hear of it hereafter. But shall we 
liave this dialogue between the fool and the 
soldier? Come, Tiring forth this counterfeit 
model : he has deceived me, like a double- 
meaning prophesier. 

2 Lord. Bring him foi-th. \EmHrd Sol- 


diers.'] He has sat i’ the stocks all night, 
fKior gallant knave. loi 

Ber. No matter ; his heels have deserved 
it, in usurjiing his spin's so long. How does 
ho carry hinuself? 

1 Lard. I have told your lordship already ; 

the stocks carry him. But, to answer you as 
ybu would be undei-stood, he Aveeps, like a 
wench that had shed Jier milk. He hath 
confessed himself to Moi'gan, whom he sup- 
poses to be a friar, from the time of his te- 
11161111 ) 111 X 106 to this very instant disaster of his 
.sitting i’ the stocks ; and what think you he 
hath confesseil ? ^ 112 

Iter. Nothing of me, has ’a ? 

2 Lord. His confe.ssion is taken, and it 
shall be read to his face ; if ybur lordship be 
in ’t, as I believe you are, you must have the 
patience to hear it. 

Re-enter Soldiers, v'ith Pakolles. 

Ber. A plague upon him ! muffieil? he can 
say nothing of me : hush ! liusii ! 

1 Lord. Hoothuaii comes ! — Porto tartar 
ossa. 

I Sold. Ho calls for the tortures : what 
will you say without ’em ? r-’i 

Par. T will confess what I know without 
coinstmint: if ye pinch me like a. pasty, I can 
.say no more. 

1 Sold. Bosko rhiniurcho. 

2 Ijord. Boblibindo c/iicurmurco. 

1 Sold. You are a merciful general. — Oui- 
general liids you answer to Avhat 1 shall ask 
you out of a note. 

/‘nr. And truly, as I hope to live. 

1 Sold. “ Finst, demand of him, how many 
horse the duke is strong.” What say you to 
that ? J»> 

Par. Five or six thousand ; but very weak 
and unserviceable : the troops are all scattered, 
and the commanders very poor I'ogues, upon 
my refuitation and credit, and as I hope to 
live, 

1 Sold. Shall I set down your answer so ? 

Par. Do : I ’ll take the saexament on ’t, 
how and which way you will. 

Ber. All’s <me to him. What a jmst-saving 
slave is this ! iw 

1 Lord. You are deceived, my lord .* this is 
Monsieur Parolles, the gallant militarist, (that 
Avas his own phrase,) that had the Avhole 
theoi'ic of wav in the knot of his scarf, and 
the practice in the chape of his daggei'. 

2 Lord. I will never trust a man again for 

keeping his swox’d clean ; nor believe he can 
have oA'erything in him by wearing his apparel 
neatly. * , 
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1 Sold. W'ell, tliat ’s set down. 

/Vtr. Five or six thousand liorae, I said, — 
I will say true, — oi* thereabouts, set down, — 
'' for I ’ll speak truth. 

1 Lord. He ’s very near tlio truth in this. 
Ber. But I con hiiu no thanlcs for ’t, in the 
nature he deli^’Ol•s it. 

Par. Poor rogues, I pmy you, say. 

1 Sold. Well, that 's set down. 

Par. I humbly thank you, sir. A truth ’s 
a truth : the rogues are lur vellous poor. 

1 Sold. “Demand of him, of vdiat strength 
they are afoot.” What say you to that 't i.w 
Par. By ray tn)th, sii*, if I were to live 
this pr-esont hour, I will tell true. Let me 
see : Bptn io, a hundred and fifty ; Sebastian, 
so many; Corainbus, sd many; Jmpios, so 
many; Ouiltian, Cosmo, Lodowick, and Oratii, 
two "hundred fifty each ; mine own company, 
Chitopher, A^aumond, Bentii, two hundred 
fifty each : so that the muster file, i-otten and 
sound, upon my life, amounts not to fifteen 
thousand poll ; half of the which dare not 
shake tlie snow from off theii- c;issocks, lest 
they shake themselves to pieces. 

Ber. What shall be done to him ? 

1 Lord. Nothing, but let him have thanks. 
— Demand of him my condition, and wliat 
credit I have with the duke. ir 2 

1 Sold. Well, that ’s set down. “ A”ou 
shall demand of him, whether one Captain 
Duniain be i’ the camp, a Frenchman : wliat 
his reputation is with the duke ; what his 
valoxir, honesty, and expei’tness in wars ; or 
whether he thinks, it were not possible with 
well-weighing sums of gold to corrupt him to 
a revolt.” What say you to tins'? what do 
you know’of it 1 

Par. I l>cseech you, let me answer to the 
particular of the inter’gatories : demand them 
singly. isi 

1 Sold. Do you know this Captain Dumain'f 
Par. I know him : he was a botcher’s 
’prentice in Paris, from whence he was 
whipped for getting the shrieve’s fool with 
child ; ji dumb iimocent, that could not say 
him nay. 

[Dumain lifts v}) his hand in an^er. 
Ber. Njiy, by your leave, hold your hands; 
though I know, his brains are forfeit to the 
next tile that falls, ^ 

1 Sold. Well, is this captain in the Duke 
of Florence’s camp ? joo 

Par. Upon my knowledge he is, and lousy. 

1 Lord. Nay, look not so mKm me ; we 
shall hear of your lordship anon. 

1 Sold. AV’hat is his reputdtion with the 
dukel 


Par. The duke knows him for no other but 
a iMJor oflicer of mine, and writ to me this 
other •lay to tuni him out o’ the hand : I 
think, I have his letter in my pocket. 

1 Sold. Marry, we ’ll search. 

Par. In good sadness, I do not know : 
either it is there, or it is iipou a file, with the 
duke’s other letter.s, iji my tent. sos 

1 Sold. Here ’tis: here's a paper; shall 1 
read it to yoy ? 

Par. I do not know if it Iw it, or no. 

Ber. Our inbirpreter docs it well. 

1 Lord. Excellently, 

! 1 Sold. “ Diau, the count ’s a fool, 

and full of gold,”— 

Par. That is not the duke’s letbu', sir : 
that is an advertisement to a proper maid 
in Florence, one Diana, to take heed of the 
I allui-ement of one Count Kousillon, a foolish 
I idle boy, but, for all that, very ruttish. 1 
j pray you, sii‘, put it up again. 

1 Sold. I ’ll read it first, by your 

j favour. 

j Par. My meaning in ’t, I protest, was very 
i honest in the behalf of the maid : for I knew 
i the young count to be a dangerous and las- 
civious boy, who is a whale to virginity, and 
dovoiu’s up all the fry it finds. 

Ber. Damnable, both-side.s rogue ! 

1 Sold. “When ho sweam oaths, 

bid him drop gold, and take it ; » 

After he scores, ho never pay.s the score ; 
Half won is match well made ; match, and 
well make it : 

He ne’er pays after debts ; take it before. 

Ami .say, a sohlier, Dian, told thee this. 

Men are to mell with, boys are not to kiss ; 
For count of this, the count’s a fool, 1. know it, 
A7ho jxiys bofoi-e, but not when he does owe 
it. 

Thine, as he vow’d to thee in thine ear, 

PAKOLLE.S.” 

Ber. He shall be whip 2 )ed through the 
army, with this rhyme in’s f«irehead. aai 

2 Loi’d. This is your devoted friend, sir; 
the manifold linguist, and the armijwtent 
soldier. 

Ber. I could endure anything before but a 
cat, and now he ’s a cat to me. 

1 Sold. I ])crceive, sir, by our general’s 
looks, we shall be fain to hang you. 

Par. My life, sir, iix any casti ! not tliat I 
am afraid to die ; but that, my oflfences being 
many, I 'woxdd repent out the remainder of 
natui’e. Let me live, sir, in a dungeon, i’ the 
stocks, or anywhere, so I may live. 

1 Sold. We’ll see what may be done, so 
you confess freely : therefox-e, once more to 
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this Duniain. You have answeret 

to his i-eptitation with the duke, and to hi: 
valour ; what is his honesty 1 

Par. He will steal, sir, an egg out of ji 
cloister : for rapes and mvishmeuts h* 
parallels Nessus. He professes not keepin/ 
of oaths ; in ln*euking them he is stronge 
than Hercules. He will lie, sir, with such 
volubility, that you would think truth wero « 
fool : drunkenness is his best "wirtue j for he 
will be swinedrunk, and in his sleep he <loe^ 
little harm, save to his bed-clothes about hint 
but they know his conditions, and lay him ii 
straw. I have luit little more to say, sir, of 
his honesty : he has everything that an hquest 
man sho\ild not have ; what an honest man 
should have, he has nothing. 

1 Lord. I begin to love him for thi.s. 

Ber. For this description of thine honesty? 
,A pox upon him ! for me he is more and 
more a cat. an 

1 Bold. What say you to liiS expertness in 
war? 

Par. ’Faith, sir, he has led the drum beforo 
the English tragedians, — ttf belie hiiri, I will 
not, — and moro of his soldiership I know not ; 
except, in that country, he had the honour to 
be the officer at a place there called Mile End, 
to instruct for the doubling of files : J would 
do the man what honour 1 can, but of this I 
am not certain. 

1 Lord. He hath out-\'illftined villainy so 
far, that the rarity redeems him. sn 

Ber. A pox on him ! he ’s a cat still. 

1 A>Wd. His qualities being at this poor 
price, I need not ask you, if gold will corrupt 
him to revolt. 

Par. Sir, for a cardecuo he will sell the 
fee-simple of his ssilvation, the inheritance of 
it; and cut the entail from all remaindei’s, 
and a perpetual succession for it peiqjetually. 

1 Bold. What’s his brother, the other 

Captain Dutnain ? sso 

2 Lord. Why does he ask him of me ? 

1 Bold. What ’she? 

Par. E’en a crow o’ the same nest ; not al- 
together so great as the first in goodness, but 
greater a great deal in evil. He excels his 
brotlier for a coward, yet his brother is 
reputed one of the best that is. In a retreat 
he outi’uns any lackey ; many, in coming on 
he has the cramp. 

1 Sold. If your life l)e saved, will you 
imdertakc to betray the Florentine ? mo 

Par. Ay, and the captain of his horse. 
Count Rousillon. 

1 Sold. I ’ll whisper with the general, and 
know his pleasure. 

loa 


Par. [Aside.'\ I ’ll no more dnimming ; a 
plagtie of all drums ! Only to seem to de- 
serve well, and to beguile the supposition of 
that lascivious young boy the count, have I 
nin into this danger. Yet who would 
have suspected an ambush, where I was 
taken ? 8ut> 

1 Sold. Tlu're is no remedy, sir, but you 
must die. The general says, you, that have 
so traitorously discovered the secrets of your 
army, ami made such pestiferous roixuls of 
men very nobly held, can serve the world foi* 
no honest use ; therefore you must die. 
Come, headsman, oft* with his head. 

Par. O Loixl, sir, let me live, or let me see 
my death ! 

1 Bold. That shall you, and take your leave 

of all your friends. hiin. 

8o, look about you : know you a^iy 
here ? su 

Ber. Good morrow, noble captain. 

2 Ijord. God bless you, caj^tain Parolles. 

1 Lord. God .save you, noble captain. 

• 2 Lord. Captain, what greeting will you to 
my Lord Lafeu ? 1 am for BYance. 

1 Lord. Good captain, will you give me a 
copy of the sonnet you writ to Diana in be- 
half of the Count Kousillon? an I weie not 
a very coward, I ’d compel it of you ; but fare 
you well. 

\Kxe\int Bektram, Frenchmen, d'c. 

1 Sold. You are undone, captiiin ; all but 
your scarf, that has a knot on ’t yet 

Par. Who cannot be cioished with a 
plot ? 

1 SoM. If you co\dd find out a coiintry 
where but women were, that had received so 
much shame, you might begin an impudent 
nation, B'are yoii well, sir; I am for BVance 
too : we .shall speak of you there. \Exit. 
Par. Yet am I thankful : if my heart were 
gi"eat, 

'T would burst at this. Captain I’ll be no 
more ; 

But I will eat and drink, and sleep as 
soft S30 

As captain shall : simply the thing I am 
Shall make me live. Who knows himself a. 
braggart. 

Let him fear this ; for it will come to pass, 
Tliat every IjraggRi’t shall be found an ass. 
Ku.st, sword ! cool, blushes ! and, Parolles, 
live 

Safest in shame ! being fool’d, by foolery 
thrive ! 

There ’s place and means for every man 
alive ! ‘ 

I ’ll after them. \Ex\L 
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Scene IV. — Florence. A Room iu the 
Widow’s House. 

Enter Helena, Widow, and Diana. 

Hel. That you may well j>erceive I have 
not wronj?’<l you, 

One of the greatest in tlie Chri.stian world' 
Shall be my surety : ’fore whoso throne, ’t is 
needful, 

Ere 1 can |)erfect mine intents, to kneel. 

Time was, I did him a desi -d office. 

Dear almost as his life ; which gratitude 
Thi-ough flinty Tartai’’s bosom would peep 
fortli, 

And answer, thanks. I duly am inform’d, 
His grace is at Marseilles to which place 
Wo have convonieut convoy. You must 
know, 

I am supposed dead ; the army breaking. 

My husband hies him liomo ; whei*e, Heaven 
aiding. 

And by the leave of my good lord the king, 
We ’ll be before our welcome. 

Wid. (iroutle madam. 

You never had a servant, to whose tiaist 
Your business was more welcome. 

JleL Nor you, mistress, 

Ever u friend, whose thoughts more truly 
labour 

To recompense your love. Doubt not, but 
Heaven 

Hath brought me up to be your daughter’s 
dower. 

As it hath fated her to be my motive, au 
And helj)er to a husband. But, O strange 
men 

That can such sweet use make of what they 
hate*, 

When saucy trusting of the cozen’d thoughts 
Defiles the pitchy night ! so lust doth play 
With what it loathes, for that which is away. 
But more of this hereafter. — You, Diana, 
Under my poor instructions, yet m\ist suffer 
Something in my behalf. 

Eia. Let <Ieath and honesty 

Oo with your imjx)sitions, 1 am yours 
UjKjn your will to suffer. 

Idel. Yet, I pray you : » 

But with the word, the time will bring on 
summer, 

When brim's sliall have leaves oas well as 
thorns. 

And be as sweet as sharp. We nuist away ; 
Our waggon is prepared, .md time revives iis : 
All ’s well that ends well : still the fine ’s the 
crown ; 

Whato’er the course, the end is the renown. 

. [Exeunt. ! 


Scene V. — Rousillon. A Room in the 
Countess’s Palace. 

Enter Countess, Lafsu, and CloHm , 

Laf. No, no, no ; your son was misled with 
a snipt-taffetii fellow there, whose villainous 
saffron would have made all the unbaked and 
doughy youth of a nation in his colour : your 
daughter-in-law had been alive at this hour, 
and your sonJiei-e at home, more advance<l by 
the king, than by that red-tailed lmmble-l)ee I 
speak of. 

Count. I would I had not known him. It 
was the death of the most viiiiuous gentle- 
woman that ever Natui’e had praise for 
creating ; if she had partaken of n\y flesh, and 
cost me the dearest groans of a mother, 1 could 
not have owtsl her a more rooted love. la 

Laf. ’T was a good lady, ’t was a good lady : 
we may pick .a thousand s.alads, ere we light 
on such another, herb. 

Clo. Indeed, sir, she was the sweet-mar- 
joram of the salad, or lather the herb of 
grace. 

Laf. Tliey are hot salad-herbs, you knave ; 
they are nose-herbs. 

Clo. I am nogre.at Nebuchadnezzar, sir; I 
have not mvich skill iu grass. 21 

Laf. Whether dost thou profess thyself, a 
knave, or a fool 'I 

Clo. A fool, sir, at a woman’s service, and 
a knave at a man’s. 

Laf. Your distinction 1 

Clo. I wouhl cozen the man of his wife, and 
do his service. 

Laf So you were a knavf5 at his service, 
indeed. 

Clo. And I woidd give his wife my bauble, 
sir, to do her service. si 

Laf. I will subscribe for thee, thou art both 
knave and fool. 

Clo. At your service. 

Laf. No, no, no. 

Clo. Why, sir, if I cannot seiwe you, I can 
serve as great a prince as you are. 

Laf. Who ’s that 1 a Fi-enchman? 

Clo. ’Faith, sir, ’a has an English name ; 
but his phisuomy is moi'e hotter in France, 
than there. « 

Laf What prince is that? 

Clo. The black prince, sir ; alias, the 
prince of darkness ; alias, the devil. 

Laf. Hold thee, there ’s my purse. J give 
thee not this to suggest thee from thy master 
thou talkest of : servo him still. 

Clo. T am a woodland fellow, .sir, that 
always loved a gi*eat fire ; and the master I 
speak of, ever keeps a good fire. But, sure. 
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he is the })iiiice of t he world ; let his nobility 
remain in ’.s ctmrt. I ant for the house with 
the narrow wliich I take to be too little 

for ])oni]> to enter : some, that humble them- 
selves, may ; bnt the many will be too chill 
and tender, and they ’ll be for the flowery way, 
tliat leads to the broad gate, and the great 
Are. 

Laf. Go thy ways, I begin to be aweary of 
thee ; and I tell thee so befor.), because I 
would not fall out with thee. Go thy ways : 
let my horses bo well looked to, without any 
tricks. S9 

Clo. If I put any tricks upon ’em, sir, they 
shall be jades’ tricks, which are their own 
right by the law of nature. [EmU. 

Laf, A shrewd knave, and an unhappy. 

Count. So he is. My lord, that’s gone, 
made himself much sport out of him : by 
his authority he remains here, which he 
thinks is a patent for his ^gauciness ; and, 
indeed, he has no pace, but r&ns whtu’c he 
will. 

Laf. I like liim well; ’t is not amis.s. And 
I WJI.S about to tell you, since I heard of the 
good lady’s death, and that rny lord your son 
was upon his return home, I moved the king, : 
my master, to speak in the behalf of niy ■ 
daughter ; which, in the minoidty of them 
both, his majesty, out of a self-gi’acious x-emcni- ‘ 
brance, did finst propo.se. His higlmess hath , 
promised me to do it ; and to stop up the dis- ‘ 
pleasure he hath conceived against your son 
there is no fitter matter. How does your 
ladyshijj like it ? 

ACI 

Scene I. — Marseilles. A Street. j 

Enter Helena, Widow, and Diana, with two 
Attendants. 

Hel. But this exceeding posting, day and 
night. 

Must wear your spirits low : we cannot help 

it ; 

But, since you hav'e made the days and I 
nights as one, [ 

To wear your gentle limbs in my affairs. 

Be bold you do so grow in my requital, 

As nothing can unroot you. In happy time ; 

Enter a Gentleman. 

This man may help me to his majesty’s car, 

If he would spend his power. — God save you, 
sir. 

Gent. And you. 


i Count. With veiy much content, ray lord ; 
i and I wish it happily effected. so 

j Laf. His highness conies post from Mar- 
i seillcs, of as able body as when he numbered 
j thirty : ho will bo here to-morrow, or I am 
I deceived by him that in such intelligence hath 
' sehfom failed;'- 

I Count. It rejoices me that I hoi>e I shall 
. see him ere I die. I have letters that my son 

■ will be here to-night : I shall beseech your 
: lordshiji to remain with me till they meet to- 
!-gother, 

Jdf. Madam, I was thinking with what 
' manners 1 miglit safely be admitted. »o 

Cou nt. Y on need but plead your honourable 
I jirivilege. 

j Laf. Lady, of that I have made a bold 
j charter ; but, I thank my God, it holds yet. 

Re-enter Gloton 

Clo. O madam ! yonder’s my lord your son 
with a patch of velvet on ’s face ; whether 
there be a scar under it, or no, the velvet 
knows ; but ’t is a goodly patch of velvet. 

■ His left cheek is a cheek of two pile an<l a 
half, but his right cheek is worn bare. 

Laf. A scar nobly got, or a noble scar, is a 
good livery of honour ; so, belike, is that, wo 
Clo. But it is your carbonadoed face. 

TA(f. Let us go see your son, T pray you : 
I long tr) talk with the young noble soldier. 

Clo. ’Fsiith there’s a dozen of ’em with deli- 
cate fine hat-s, and most courteous feathers, 
which bow the head, and nod at every man. 

[ Exeunt. 


: V. 

Hel. Sir, I have seen you in the court of 
France. 

Gent. I have been sometimes there. 

Hel. I do presume, sir, that you are not 
fallen 

From the report that goes upon your good- 
ness ; 

And therefore, goaded with most sliarp oc- 
casions, 

'Which lay nice manners by, I put you to 
The use of yo.T own virtues, for the which 
I .shall contiuuo thankful. 

Gent. What ’s your will 1 

Hel. That it will please you 
To give this poor petition to the king. 

And aid me with that store of power you 
have, 20 

To come into his presence. 

Gent. The king ’s not here. 


m 



Act V. 


ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 


Scene HI. 


Hel. Not hero, air i 

Gent. Not, indeed : 

He hence remov’d last night, and with inoi’e 
haste 

Than is his use. 

WidU Lord, how we lose our painn ! 

Hel. All’s well that ends well yet. 

Though time seem so adverse, and means 
nntit. — 

I do beseech you, whither is o gone ? 

Gent. Mai'ry, as I take it, to Ronsillou ; 
Whither 1 am going. 

Hel. * I ‘lo Jjeseech you, sir, jo 

Since you are like to see the king befox’e me. 
Commend the paper to his gmcious hand ; 
Which, 1 presume, shall render you no blame. 
But lather make you thank your paiii-s for it. 
I will come after you, with what good speed 
Our means will make u.s means. 

Gent. This I’ll do for you. 

Hel. And you shall find yourself to lx; well 
thank’d, 

Whate’er fiills more. — We must to horse 
again : — 

Go, go, provide. \Exeunt. 


Scene II. — Rousillon. The Inner Court 
of the (Joc;nte.ss’s Palace. 

Euler Cloion and Pauolles. 

Par. < food Monsieur Ijavatch, give my Lord 
Lafeu this letter. I have ere now, six*, Ixeen 
better known to yon, wheix 1 hii%'e hehl 
familiarity with fresher clothes ; but I am now, 
air, muddied* in Fortune’s mood, and smell 
somewhat strong of her strong <lispleasure. 

(Jlo. Tmly, Fortune’s displeasure is but slut- 
tish, if it smell so sti'ongly as thou speakest 
of : 1 will henceforth eat no fish of Fortune’s 
buttering. Pr’ythee, allow the wind. lo 

Par. Nay, you need not to stop your nose, 
sir : I spake but by a metaphor. 

Ch. Indeed, sir, if your metaphor stink, 

I will stop my nose; or against any mans 
metaphor. Pr’ythee, get thee further. 

Par. Pray you, sir, deliver me this paper. 

Clo. Fob ! pr’ythee, stand away : a paper 
from Fortune’s close-stool to give tp a noble- 
man J Look, hero he comes himself. is 

Enter Lafeu. 1 

Here is a pur of Fortune’s, sir, or of Fortune’s 
cat (but not a musk-cat), that has fallen into 
the unclean fishpond of her displeasure, and, 
as ho says, is muddied withal. Pray you, sir, 
use the carp as you may^ for he looks like a 


poor, decayed, ingenious, foolish, I'ascally 
knave. I do pity his distress in my smiles of 
comfort, and leave him to your lordship. 

[Exit. 

Par. My lord, I am a man whom Fortune 
hath cruelly scratched. 

Laf, And what would you have me to do ? 
’T is too late to pare her nails now. Whei’ein 
have you playofl the knave with Fortune, that 
she should .scratch you, who of herself is a 
good lady, and would not have knaves thi*ivo 
long uncler her? There’s a cardecue for you. 
Let the justices make you and Fortune friends; 
I am for other business. 

Par. I Iniseech your honour to hear me one 
single word. 

La/. You beg a single penny more : come, 
you .shall ha ’t ; stive your word. 39 

Par. My name, my good lord, is Parolles. 

La/. You beg more than one wonl then, — 
Cox my passion ! 'give me your hand. — How 
does your drum ? 

' Par. O my good lord ! you were the first 
that found mo. " 

La/. Wiis I, in sooth? and I was the fimt 
that lost thee. 

Par. It lies in you, my lord, to bring me 
in some grticc, for you <lid bring me out. 

La/. Out upon thee, knave ! dost thou put 
upon me at once both the office of God and 
the devil ? one brings thee in grace, and th(‘ 
other brings thee out. [Tramjints .sovmf/.] 
'J’he king’s coming ; 1 know by his trumjiets. 
— Sirmh, inquire further after me : 1 had 
talk of you last night. Though you am a fool 
ami a knave, you shall eat : go to, folloiv. 

Par. 1 praise God for you. [Exeunt. 


Scene III. — The Same. A Room in the 
Countess's Palace. 

Flourish. Enter King, Countess, Lafeu, 
Lords, Gentlemen, Gitards, d'c. 

King. We lost a jewel of her, and our es- 
teem 

Was made much i>oorer by it : but your son, 
As nnul in folly, kick'd the sense to know 
Her estimation home. 

Count. ’T is past, my liege ; 

And I beseech your majesty to make it 
Natuiul rebellion, done i’ the blaze of youth 
When oil and fire, too strong for reason’s 
foi'ce, 

O’erbears it, and bums on. 

King. My honour’d lady, 

I Inive forgiven and forgotten all, 



Act V. 


ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 


Scene III. 


TJiougb iny revenges were Iiigh bent upon 
him, 10 

And watch’d the time to shoot. 

Laf. This I must say, — 
13iit tir.st I beg my parilun, — the young lord 
Did to liis majesty, liis ipother, and liis lady, 
(.)flence of mighty note, but to himself 
The greatest wrong of all ; he lost a wife, 
Whose beauty did astonish the surviw | 

Of richest eyes ; whoso words, all ear.s took 
captive ; 

AVhose dear perfection hearts that seornM to 
serve 

Humbly call’d mistress. .. 

Kiwj. Piiiising what is lost 

Makes the remembrance dear. — Well, call 
him hither. 

We are reconcil’d, and the fii-st view shall 
kill 

All i-epctition. — Lot him not ask our ])ardon: 
The nature of hi.s gro.at otteif&e is dead, 

And deejier than oblivion we do bmy 
The incensing relics of it : let him approach, 

A stranger, no offender ; *‘and inform him, 

So ’t is our will he shouhl. 

Ge.nt. I shall, my liege. 

\EAt. 

Khuj. What sjiys he to your <laughter ? 
have you spoke ? 

Laf. All that ho is hath reference to your 
• highness. 

Kiwj. Then shall we have a match. 1 
have letters sent me, 

That set him high in fame. 

Enter Bertram. ' 

Lnf He looks well on ’t. 

King, I am not a day of sea.son, 

For thou niay’st see a sunshine and a hail 
In me at once ; but to the brightest beams 
Distracted clouds give way : so statid thou 
forth ; 

The time is fair again. 

Ihr. My high- rei)en ted blames. 

Dear sovei’eign, pardon to me. 

King. All is whole ; 

Not one word more of the consumed time. 

-Let ’s take the instant by the forwarrl top. 

For we are old, and on our quick’st decrees «> 
The inaudible and noiseless foot of Time 
Steals, ere we can effect them. You re- 
meml)cr 

The daughter of this lord ? 

Ber. Admiringly, my liege. 

At fiAt I stuck my choice upon her, ere my 
heart 

Durst make too bold a herald of my tongue : 
Where the impression of mine eye infixing, 


Contempt his sconiful perspective did lend 
me. 

Which warp’d the line of every other favour. 
Scorn’d a fair colour, or express'd it stolen, 
Extended or contracted all 2 >roportions so 
To a most hideous object. Thence it came. 
That she, whom all num j)rai.s''tl and whom 
myself, 

Since I have lust, have lov’d, was in mine eye 
The dust that did offend it. 


Khuj. Well excus’d : 

That*thon didst love her, strikes some scoi’es 
away 

From the great comj)t. But love, that comes 
too late. 

Like a remorseful par<lon slowly cjirrietl. 

To the great sender turns a sour offence. 

Crying, “That’s good that’s gone.” Our 
rash faults 

Make trivial price of serious things wo 
have, <» 

Not knowing them, until we know their 


grave 

Oft our displeasure's, to ourselves unjust, 
Destroy our frioids, and after we(‘]) their 
dust : 

Our own love, waking, crio.s to see what ’» 
done. 

While shameful hate .slo('ps out the afternot)n. 
Be this sweet Helen’s knell, and now forget 
her. 

Send forth your amorous token for fair 
Mau<llin : 

The main consents ni*e had ; and hero we ’ll 
stay 

To see oiir widower’s second marriage-day. 

Count. Which better than the first, O dear 
Heaven, ble.ss ! ro 

Or, ere they meet, in me, O Nature, cess ! 

L(f. Come on, my son, in. whom my 
house’s name 

Must 1)6 digested, give a favour from you, 

To sparkle in the spirits of my daughter. 

That she may quickly come. [Bertram gives 
a rwJ4/.] — By my old beard, 

And every hair that ’s on ’t, Helen, that ’a 
dead, 

Was a sweet creature ; smdi a ring as thi.s. 
The last that e’er I took her leave at court* 

I saw uj>^n her linger. 

Ber. Hers it was not. 

King. Now, ’i)ray you, let me see it ; for 
mine eye, 

While I was .spfviking, oft was fasten’d to ’t. — 
This ring was mine; and, when I gave it 
Helen, 

I bade her, if her fdi'tunes ever stood 
Nece,s.sitied to help, that by this token 



Act V. 


ALL ’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 


Scene III. 


I would relieve her. Had you that craft to 
reave her 

Of what should stead her most ? 

\ Ber. My gracious sovereign, 

Howe'er it pleases you to take it so, 

The ling was never hers. 

Count. Son, on my life, 

I have seen her wear it ; and she reckon’d it 
At her life’s rate. 

]jaf. I am sure I 'law her wear it. 

Ber. You are deceiv’d : my lord, she never 
saw it. 

In Florence was it from a casement thrown 
me, 

Wrapp’d in a jiaper, which contain’d the name 
Of her that tlii’ew it. Noble she was, and 
thought 

I stood ingag’d : but when I had subscrib’d 
To mine own fortune, and inform’d licr fully, 
I could not answer in that course of honour 
As she had made the overture, she ceas’d. 

In heavy satisfaction, and would never 
Receive the ring again. 

King. Plutus himself, i«> 

That kpows the tinct and multiplying medi- 
cine. 

Hath not in nature’s mystery more science, 
'Ihan I have in this ring : ’t was mine, ’t was 
Helen’s 

Whoever gave it you. Then, if you know 
That you are well acquainted with younself. 
Confess ’t was hers, an<l by what rough en- 
forcement 

You got it from her. She called the saints 
to surety. 

That she would never put it from her finger. 
Unless she gave it to yourself in bed. 

Where you have never come, or sent it us no 
Upon her great disaster. 

Ber. She never saw it. 

King. Thou speak’st it falsely, as I love 
mine honour, 

And mak’st conjectural fears to come into me. 
Which I would fain shut out. If it should 
prove 

That thou art so inhuman, — ’t will not prove 
so; — 

And yet I know not : — titou didst hate her 
deadly. 

And she is dead ; which nothing, but to close 
Her eyes myself, could win me to believe, 
More than to see this ring. — Take him 
away. — \( hwrd 8 seize Bertram. 

My fore-past proofs, howe’er the matter fall, 
Shall tax my fears of little vanity, isi 

Having vainly fear’d too little.— Away with 
him ! * 

We ’ll sift this matter further* 


Ber. If you shall prove 

This ring was ever hers, you shall as easy 
Prove that I husbanded her bed in Floi’ence, 
Where yet she never was. [Kcit, guarded. 

Enter a Centlemnn. 

King. I am wrapp’d in dismal thinkings. 
Cent. Cnxcioiis sovereign. 

Whether I Ijave been to blame, or no, I 
know not : 

Here ’s a petition from a Florentine, 

Who hath, for four or five removes, come- 
short 

To tender it herself. I undertook it, 
Van(iuish’d thereto by the fair grace and 
8i)eech 

Of the ])Oor suppliant, who by this, I know. 
Is hei*e attending : her business looks in her 
With an impoi’ting visage, and she told me. 
In a sweet verbal brief, it did concern 
Your highness* with herself. 

King. [Amcfe.] “ Upon his many protes- 
tations to marry me, when his wife was dead,. 
I blush to say it, he won me. Now is the- 
Count Rousillon a widower : his vows are- 
forfeiteil to me, and my honour’s paid to 
him. He stole from Florence, taking no 
leave, and I follow him to his country for- 
justice. Giant it me, O king ! in you it 
best lies ; otherwise a seducer fiourishes, 
and a jioor maid is undone. 

Diana Capilet.” 

Laf. I will buy me a son-in-law in a fair, 
and toll : for this, I ’ll none of him. 

King. Tlic heavens Iiave thought well on 
thee, Lafeti, 

To bring forth this discovery. — Seek these 
suitors : — lao- 

Go speedily, and bring again the count. 

\E:ceunt Centleman and some Attendants.. 
I am afeard, the life of Helen, lady. 

Was foully snatch’d. 

Count. Now, justice on the doers t 

Re-enter Bertram, guarded. 

King. I wonder, sir, sith wives are- 
monsters to you. 

And that you fly them ns you swear them, 
lordship. 

Yet you de.sire to marry. — 

Re-enier Gentleman, with Widow and Diana 

. What woman ’s that ? 
Dia.. I am, my lord, a wretched Florentine, 
Derived from the ancient Capilet ; 

My suit, as I do understand, you know. 

And therefore know how far I may be 
pitied. 
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Act V'. 


ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 


Scene HI. 


JFu/. 1 am her mother, sir, whose age au<l 
lionour mi 

Botli .suffer under tliis complaint we bring, 
Ami both shall cease, without your reraetly. 

Come hither, coimt. Do you know 
these women I 

Tier. My lord, I neither can, nor will 
deny 

But that 1 know them. Do ^hey charge me 
further 1 

T)ia. Why do you look so atmuge ujkui 
your wife 1 

Tier. She ’s none of mine, my lonl. 

Dia. If you shall marry, 

Yoii give away this hand, and that is mine ; 
You give away heaveu’.s vows, and those are 
mine ; im 

You give away my.self, which is known mine; 
For I by vow am so embodied yours, 

That she which marries you must marry me ; 
Either both, or none. ' a 

Luf. [ 7(0 Bkrtham.I Your i-eputation comes 
too short for my daughter : you are no 
husband for her. • 

Ber. My lord, this is a fond and desperate 
creature. 

Whom sometime I have laugh’d witL Let 
your highness 

Lay a more noble thouglit upon mine honour. 
Than for to think that 1 w'ould sink it here. 
Khig. 8ir, for my thoughts, you have 
tliem ill to friend, mi 

Till your deeds gain them : fairer prove your 
honour, 

Than in my thought it lies. 

Dia. Good my lord, 

Ask him upon his oath, if ho does think 
He had not my virginity. 

King. What say’st thou to her? 

Ber. She ’s impudent, ray lortl ; 

And was a common gamester to the camp. 

Dia, He does me wrong, my lord : if I | 
were so, 

He might have bought me at a common . 

price : I 

Do not believe him. O ! beliold this ring, 
Whose high i“esj)ect, and rich validity 
Did lack a parallel ; yet, for all that, 

He gave it to a commoner o’ the camp. 

If I lie one. 

Count. He blushes, and 't is it : 

Of six preceding ancestors, that gem 
Confeir’d by testament to ^he sequent issue, 
Hath it been ow’d and worn. This is his 
wife ; 

That ling 's a thousand proofs. 

Methought, you said, 

You saw one here in court could witness it. 


Dia. I did, my lord, but loath am to 
produce goo 

So bad an instrument ; his name ’s Parulles. 
La/. 1 saw the man to-day, if man he be. , 
King, Find him, and bring him hither. 

1 \Exil an Attendant, 

Ber. What of him ? 

Ho 's quoted for a mo.st perfidious slave. 

With all the sjiots o’ the world tax’d and de- 
bosh’d. 

Whose natui'e sickens but to speak a truth. 
Am I .or that, or this, for what he ’ll utter, 
That will s}>eak anything? 

King. She hath that ring of youi’S. 

Tier. I think, she has : certain it is, 1 lik’d 
her goD 

And boar<led her i’ the wanton way of youth. 
8he knew her distance, and did angle for me, 
Madding my eagerness with her restraint, 

As all impediments in fancy’s course 
Are motives of more fancy ; and, in fine, 

Her infinite cunning, with her modeim grace, 
Subdued mo to her rate : she got the ring. 
And I had that, which any inferior might 
At market-price have bought. . 

Dia. I must be patient ; 

You, that have turn’d ofi‘ a firet so noble wife. 
May justly diet me. I pray you yet, rjo 
(Since you lack virtue, 1 will lose a husband,) 
Send for your i*ing ; I will return it home, 
And give me mine again. 

Ber, I have it not. 

King. What nng was yours, I pray you ? 
Dia. Bir, much like 

The same upon your finger. 

King. Know you this ring? this ring was 
his of late. 


Dia. And this was it I gave him, being a- 
bcd. 

King . ' The story then goes false, you threw 
it him 

Out of a casement. 

Dia. I have spoken the truth. 


Re-enter Attendant with Farolles. 

Ber. My lord, I do confess, the ring was 
hei's. 330 

King. You boggle .shrewdly, every feather 
.starts you. — 

Is this the man you speak of? 

Dia. Ay, my lord. 

King, Tell me, sirrah, but tell me true, I 
cliarge you, 

Not fearing the displeasure of your master 
(Which, on your just proceeding, I ’ll keep off), 
By him, and by this woman here, what know 
you ? 

Pao'. So please your majesty, my master 
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Act V. 


ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 


Scene III. 


hath been an honourable gentleman : tricks 
he hath had in him, which gentlemen have. 

King. Come, come, to the purpose. Did 
f-he love this woman 1 

Par. 'Faith, sir, he did love her ; but how ? 

King. How, I pray you 

Par. He did love her, sir, as a gentlomau 
loves a woman. 

King. How is that ? 

Par. He loved her, sir, and loved her not. 

King. As thou art a kna’ , and no knave. 
Wliat an etiuivocal companion is this ! 

Par. I am a [KX)r man, and at your 
majesty’s command. 

Lqf. He’s a good drum, my lord, but a 
naughty orator. 

Dia. Do you know, he promised me 
marriage 1 

Par. ’Faith, I know more than I ’ll speak. 

King. But wilt thou not speak all thou 
know’st ? 

Par. Yes, so please your majesty. I did 
■go between them, as I said ; but more than 
that, he loved her, — for, indeed, he was mad 
for her, and talked of Satjin, and of limbo, 
and of Furies, and I know not what : yet I 
was in that credit with them at that time, 
that I know of their going to bed, and of 
other motions, as promising her maiTiage, 
and things that would derive me ill will to 
speak of : therefore, I will not s}>eak what I 
know. 

Khig. Thou ha.st spoken all already, unless 
thou canst .say they are married. But thou 
art too fine in thy evidence ; therefore, staml 
aside. — 

This ring, you say, was yours? 

Dia. * Ay, my good lonl. 

King. Where did you buy it ? or who gave 
it you ? 

Din. It was not given me, nor I did not 
buy it. 271 

King. Who lent it you ? 

Dia. It wius not lent me neither. 

King. Where did you find it then ? 

Dia. I found it not. 

King. If it wera yours by none of all these 
ways, 

How could you give it him ? 

Dia. I never gave it him. 

Im/. This woman ’s an easy /glove, my 
lord : she gews off and on at pleasure. 

King. This ring was mine : I gave it his 
first wife. 

It might be yours, or hers, for aught 
I know. 

King. Take her away : I do hot like her 
now. 


To prison with her ; and away with him. — 
Unless thou tell’st me where thou hadst this 
ring. 

Thou diest within this hour. 

Dw. I ’ll never tell you. 

King. Take her away. 

Dia. I 'll put in bail, my liege. 

Kimj. I think thee now some common 
customer. 

D%a. By J<»ve, if ever T knew man, ’twas 
you.. 

King. Wherefore hast thou accus'd him all 
this while ? . 

Dm. Becau.se he ’s guilty, and he is not 
guilty. 

He knows I am no maid, and he ’ll swear 
to’t : 

I ’ll swear I am a maid, and he knows not. sao 
Great king, I am no strumpet, by my life ! 

I am either maid, or else this old man’s wife, 

[Painting to Lafeu. 

Kuig. She does abuse our cars. To iwisoii 
with her ! 

Dia. Good mother, fetch my bail. [Exit 
widorc.^ — sitay, royal sir : 

The jeweller that owes the ring is sent for, 
And he .shall surety me. But for this lord, 
Who hatli abxis’d me, as he knows himself, 
Thougli yet he never harm’d me, here I quit 
him. 

He knows himself my bed he hath defil’d, 
And at tixat time he got his wife with child ; 
Dead though she be, she feels Ixcr young one 
kick. »>i 

So there 's my riddle, — one that ’s dead is 
juick ; 

And now behold the meaning. 

Jie-ent^' Widow, tvith Helena. 

King. Is there no exorcist 

Beguiles the truer ofiice of mine eyes ? 

Is ’t real, that I .see ? 

//«/. No, my goo<l lord ; 

’T is but the sha<low of a wife you .see ; 

TJie name, and not the thing. 

Per. Both, Ixxth ! O, pardon ! 

llel. O Tiiy good lord, when I was like this 
maid, 

I found you wondrous kind. There is your 
ring , 

And, look you, here s your letter ; this it 
says : 

“ When from my finger you can get this ring. 
And are by me with chiki,” ifec. — This is done 
W’Tl you be mine, now you are doubly won ? 

Per. If she, my liege, can make me know 
this clearly, 

I ’ll love her dearly, ever, ever dearly. 
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Act V. 


ALL*S WELL THAT (ENDS WELL. 


SCEXR III. 


JleL If it appear not plain, and prove un- 
true, 

Deadly divorce step between me and you ! — 
O my dear mother, do I see you living ? 

Laf. Mine eyes smell onions, I shall weep 
anon. — \To Paiiolles.] Good Tom Drum, 
lend me a liandkerchief : so, I thank thee. 
Wait on me home, I ’ll make sport with thoe : 
let thy courtesies alone, they are scurvy onoa 
King. Let us from point to ppilit this story 
know, 

To make the even truth in pleasure flow. — 


[To Diana.] If thou be’st yet a fresh un- 
cropped flower, 

j Choose thou thy husband, and I ’U pay thy 
dower ; 

For I can guess, that by thy honest aid 
Thou kopt'st a wife herself, thyself a maid. — 
Of that, and all the progress, more and 
less, S80 

Ile.solvedly more leisure shall express : 

All yet seems well j and if it end so meet, 
The bitter past, more welcome is the sweet. 

[Flotirish. 


EPILOGUE. 

King. The king ’s a beggar now the play is With strife to please you, day exceeding day : 
done. Ours be your patience then, and yours our 

All is well endetl, if this suit be won, jjarts ; 

That you express content ; which we will Your gentle liands lend us, and take our 
pay, hearts. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE . — England. 


INDUCTION. 


Warkwortli. Before Northumberland’s 
Cjistle. 

Enter HukouR, painted full of tongues. 

Rum.. 0{)en your ears ; for wliicli of you 
will stop 

The vent of hearing, when loud Rumour 
speaks 1 

I, from the orient to the drooping west, 
Making the wind my post-horse, still unfold 
The acts commenced on this l>all of earth : 
I^pon my tongues continual slanders ride. 
The which in every language I pronounce, 
Stuffing the ears of men with false reports. 

I speak of peace, while covert enmity, 

Under the smile of safetj', wounds the 
world : ' lo 

And who but Rumour, who but only I, 

Make fearful musters, and pre|>ar’d defence. 
Whilst the big year, swoln with some other 
giuef, 

Is thought with cluld by the stem tyrant 
war, 

And no such matter ) Rumour is a pipe 
27 


Blown by surmises, jealousies, conjectures, 
And of so easy and so plain a stoj). 

That the blunt monster with nncomited 
heads, 

Tlie still-discordant wavering multitude. 

Can play upon it. But what need I thus ao 
My well-known body to anatomise 
Among my household? Why is Rumour 
here ? 

I ran before King HaiTv’s victory; 

Who in a bloody held by Shi’owsbuiy 
Hath beaten down young Hotspur, and his 
troops, 

Quenching the flame of bold rebellion 
Even with the rebels’ blood. But what 
moan I 

To speak so true at first ? my office is 
To noise abroad, that Harry Monmouth fell 
Under the wrath of noble Hotspur’s sword, so 
And that the king befoi'c the Douglas’ 
rage 

Stoop’d his anointed head as low as death. 
This havo I rumour’d through the peasant 
towns 


SOI 



Act r. 


KING HENRY I V.— PART II. 


Scene I. 


Betw<‘Cii that royal field of Shi’ewsbuiy 
And tin’s ■\vonn-eaten liold of ragged stone, 
Whore Hotspur’s fatlier, old Northumbei- 
lan(' 

Lies crafty sick. The jwsts come tiring on, 


j And not a man of them brings other news 
j Thun they have learn’d of me: from Rumour’s 
tongues 

They bring smooth comforts false, worse than 
true wrongs. [Exit. 


ACT 1. 


Scene I. — The Saifte. 

Enter Lord Baroolph. 

L. Bard. Who keeps tlio gate herd ho ! 

The J*orter* o 2 )ens the (/ate. « 

AVIiore is the carl ? 
Tort. What shall I say you are ? 

L. Bard. Tell thou the earl. 

That the Lord Bardolph doth attend him 
here. 

Vort. His lordshiji is walk 'jJ forth into the 
orchard : 

Please it your honoui*, knock but at the gatc.^ 
And he himself will ausw^'r. 

Eli ter Nort n i: .\i beu la n d. 


North. Here cpmes my servant, Travers, 
wliom I- .sent 

On Tuesday last to listen after news. 

L. Bard. My lord, I over-ro<le him on the 
way ; so 

And he is furnish’d with no certainties, 

INIoro tliRii he haply may retail from me.' 

Enter Travers. 

North. Now, Travers, what good ti lings 
come with you ? 

2'ra. My k>rd, Sir John TJinfrevilo turn’d 
nu^ hath 

With joyful tidings; and, being better hora’d, 
Out-rodc me. After him came sptirring hanl 
A gentleimui, .almost forspent with sjMjcd, 
That stopp’d l»y im^ to breathe his bloodied 


L. Hard. Here come.s the earl. 

North. What new.s, Lord Bardolph 1 every 
minute now 

Should be the father of .some stratagem. » 
The times are wild : contention, like a horse 
Pull of high .feeding, ma<lly hath broke loose. 
And bears down all before him. 

L. Bard. Noble earl, 

.1 biing you certain news from Shi-ew.sbury. 
North. (Jood, an God will ! 

L. Bard. As good as heart can wish. 

The king is almost AV'ounded to the death. 
And, in the fortune of my lord your .son, 
Prince Harry slain outiight ; and both the 
Blunts 

Kill’d by the hand of Douglas ; young Prince 
John, 

And Westmoreland, and Staflbrd, fled the 
field ; 

And Harry Monmoiith’s brawn, the hulk Sir 
John, 

Is prisoner to your son. O ! such a day, so 
So fought, so follow’tl, and so fairly won. 
Came not till now to dignify the times. 

Since Cassar’s fortunes. 

Nm'th. How is this deriv'd ? 

Saw you the fiehl ? came you from KShrews- 
bury '? 

L. Bard. I s])akc with one, my loi'd, that 
came froin thence ; 

A gentleman well bi-ed, and of good name, 
That freely render’d me these news for true. 


Ha ! — Agsiiu. 


horse. 

He ask’d the way t^) Chester ; .and of him 
i I did denijind, what news from Shrew.sbuiy.w 
; He told me th;it rebellion had ill luck. 

And that young Harry Pei‘cy’.s .s]>ur was cold. 
; With that he gav<i his able horse the head, 

1 And, bending forwai-d, .struck his armed In^ls 
! Against the ])anting sides of his poor jade 
; Up to the rowel-head ; and starting so, 

I He seem’d in i-unning to devour the way, 

‘ Staying no lo)iger ({ucstion. 

North. 

Said h(‘, young Harry Pm-cy’s .spur was cold ? 
Of Hotspur, 0(>lds])ur 1 that rebellion so 

Had met ill luck 1 

L. Bard. My lord, I ’ll tell you what ; 
If my young lord your soil have not the day, 
Upon mine honour, for a silken j)oint 
I ’ll give my bai’ony ; never talk of it. 

North. Wliy slnjuld that gentleman, tl^at 
rode by Ti'avers, 

Give then such instances of loss 1 

L. Bard. Who, he ? 

He Wiis some hildiug follow, that had stolen 
The hor.s<l he I'ode on, and, upon my life, 
Spoke at .a venture. Look, here comes more 
news. 

Enter Morton. 

North. Ye.‘», this man’s brow, like to a title- 
lea^’, , <» 

Foretells the nature of a tragic volume 



KING HENRY IV.— PART II. 


SCEKE I. 


Act I. 

So looks the strond, whereon the im})erio\is 
flood , 

Hath left a witness’d \isiirpation. 

Say, Morton, didst thou uonie fi-om Shi-ews- 
bury 1 

Mor. I Van from Shrewsbury, my noMo 
lord. 

Where Juiteful death put on his ugliest mask, 
To fright our ])arty. 

North, How doth my sen, and brother? 
Thou tremblest, and the whitene.ss in thy 
clieek 

Is apter than thy t'jugue to t(dl thy errand. 
Even sucli a man, so faint, so sjiiritless, 70 
So dull, so dead in look, so woe-begone, 

Grew Priam’s curtain in the doiid of night. 
And would have told him, half his Troy was 
burn’d : 

But Priam found the fire, ere he his tongue, 
And I my Percy’s death, ere thou report’st 
it. 

This thou wouldst say, — Your son did thus, 
and thus ; 

Your brother, thus ; so fought the noble 
Douglas j 

Stoj)ping my greedy ear with their bold 
deeds : 

But in the end, to stop mine ear indeed. 

Thou h»ist a sigh to blow away this praise, ho 
E nding with — bx’other, sou, ami all are dead. 
^for. Douglas is living, ami your brother, 
yet; 

But for my lord your son, — 

North. Why, he is dea<l. — 

See, what a ready tongue suspicion hath ! 

He that bxit fears the thing he would not 
know,. 

Hath, by instinct, kiiowle<lge from othei’s’ eyes, 
That what he fear’d is chanced. Yet speak, 
Morton : 

Tell thou thy earl his divination lies. 

And I will take it as a sweet disgrace, 

And make thee rich for doing me such 
wrong. 00 

Mor. You are too great to be by me gain- 
said : 

Your spirit is too true, your fears too certain. 
North. Yet, for all this, say not that Percy’s 
dead. — 

I see a strange confession in thine eye : 

Thou shak’st thy head, and hold’st ft fear, or 
sin. 

To speak a truth. If he be .slain, say so : 

The tongue offends not that rejwrts his death; 
And he doth sin that doth belie the dead, 

Not he which says the dead is not alive. 

Yet the first bringer of unwelcome news w j 
Hath but a losing ofiice, and his tongue I 


Sounds evt'r after as a sullen bell. 
Remember’d knolliim a denarted friend. 

O A. 

L. hard. 1 cannot think, my lord, your son 
is dea<l. 

Mor. 1 am sorry I should force you to be- 
lieve 

That which I would to Heaven 1 had not 
.seen ; 

But these mine eyes saw him in bloody state, 
Rendering faint quittance, wearied and out 
breath’d. 

To Harry Monmouth ; whoso swift Avratli 
beat down 

The never-daunted Percy to the earth, iv> 
From whence with life he nt'ver more sprung 
up. 

In few, his death, who.se spirit lent a fir<‘ 
Even to the dullest jsiasaut in his camp, 
Being bruited once, totik tiro and heat away 
From the liest-ternper’d courage in his troojxs: 
For from his mtttal was his party steel’d ; 
Which once in him abated, all the i-est 
'rurn’d on themselves, like dull and heavy 
leml. • 

And as the thing that ’s heavy in itself, 119 
Upon enforcement flies with greatest speed. 
So did our men, heavy in Hotspur’s loss. 

Lend to this weight such lightness with their 
fear. 

That arrow’s fled not sw’ifter to w’ard their aim, 
Than did our .soldiei’s, aiming at their safety, 
Fly from the tiehl. Then was that noble Wor- 
cester 

Too soon ta’en pn.soner ; and that furious 
Scot, 

The bloody Douglas, w'hose well-labouring 
sw’ord 

Had three times slain the appearance of the 
kin^ 

’Gan vail his stomach, and did grace the 
shame 

Of tliDsc that turn’d their backs ; and in his 
flight, 189 

Stumbling in fear, was took. The sum of all 
Is, that the king hath won, and hath sent 
out 

A speedy power, to encounter you, my loi'd, 
Under the conduct of young Ljmeaster, 

And Westmoreland. This is the news at full. 

North. For this I shall have time enough 
to mourn. 

In poison therc is physic ; and these news, 
Having been well, that would have made me 
sick. 

Being sick, have in some measure made me 
well : 

And as the wretch, whose fever-weaken’d 
joints, ' 1" 



Act L 


KING HENRY lY.—PART II. 


Scene H. 


Xiiko .stmiifthlfss Iiiiiges, buckle under life, 
Impatient of his lit, breaks like a fire 
Out of Ills keeper ’.s arms, even so my limbs. 
Weaken’d with grief, being now enrag’d witli 
grief. 

Are thrice themselves. Hence, therefore, thou 
nice crutch ! 

A scaly gauntlet now, with joints of steel, 
Hust glove this hand : and hence, thou sickly 
' quoif ! * 

Thou ai’t a guard too wanton for the head, 
Which princes, flesh’d with conquest, aim to 
hit. 1 '» 

Now bind my brow.s with iron ; .and approacl 
The ragged’st hour that time and spite ‘dare 
bi-ing, 

To frown uj)on tluf enrag’d Noithumberland ! 
Let heaven kiss earth ! now, let Jiot Nature’s 
hand 

Keep the wild flood confin’d ! let order die ! 
And let this world no longer bg a stage, 

To fecnl contention in ji lingering act ; 

But h;t one sjnrit of the first-born (Jain 
Reign in all bosoms, that,, each heai-t being 
set 

On bloody coiu’ses, the nide scene may end. 
And darkness be the bxirier of the dead ! i<» 

Tm. This strained 2 )assion doth you wrong, 
my lord. 

L. Bard. Sweet earl, divorce not wisdom 
from yotir honour. 

Mor. The lives of all your loving complices 
Lean on your health •, the which, if you give 
o'er 

To stormy passion, must porfoi-ce decay. 

You cast the event of wju*, my noble lord, 
And summ’d the account of chance, liefoi-e you 
said, — 

Let us make head. It was your ju’esurmise, 
That in the dole of blow's your son might 
droi) : 

You knew, lie walk’d o’er perils, on an edge, 
More likely to fall in than to get o’er: m 

You were advis’d, his flesh avus capable 
Of wounds and scars, and that his forwai'd 
sjjirit 

"VVyulil lift him where most trade of danger 

vang’d ; 

Yet dill you i«iy, — Go forth ; and none of 
tliis, 

Though strongly ajiprehended, could rastrain 
The stiff-ljorne action : what liath then be- 
fallen, 

Or vdiat hath this bold enterprise brought 
forth, 

Moi*e than that being which was like to be 1 
L. Bard. We all, that are engaged to this 
loss, 


Knew that we ventur’d on such dangerous 
seas. 

That, if wo wrought out life, ’fJwas ton to 
one . 

Ami yet we ventin’’d, for the gain jirojios’d 
Chok’d itlio respect of likely jieril fear’d, 

And, since we are o’erset, venture again. 
Come, wc will all jiut foilh, bodj’-, and goods. 
Mor. ’T is more than time : and, my most 
noblo lord, 

I hear for certain, and do sj>eak the truth, 

'file geiitlo Archbisliop of York is ujj, 

With well-appointed jiowor^ : ho is a man, i»> 
Who with a double surety binds his followers.. 
My lord your son had only but the corse. 

But shadows, and the shows of^tuen, to flght ;; 
i For that same Avord, rebellion, did divide 
I The action of their bodies from their souls. 
And they did fight Avith queasiness, coiistr«,in’d,. 
As men drink potions, that their Aveai>ons- 
only 

Schem’d on our side : but, for their sjarits and 
souls, 

This word, rebellion, it had froze them up, 

I As fish are in a jiond. But iioav the bishoi> 

I Turns insurrection to religion : sui 

SujqAOs’d sinceri* and holy in his thoughts. 
He’s follow’d both Avith body and with iniird. 
And dotJi enlarge his n'sing with the blood 
Of fair King Richard, scrap’d from Pomfret 
stones ; 

DeriA'es from HeaA’en’ his (juan'el, and hia. 
cause ; 

Tells them, he doth bestride a bleeding laud,. 
Gasping for life under great Bolingbroke ; 
Anil more, and less, do flock to follow him. 
North. I knew of this before; |>ut, to speak 
truth, 

This jiresent grief had AA'ip’d it from my mimL 
Go in Avitli me ; and counsel every man ssia- 
The ajitest way for safety, and revenge : 

(ret posts and letters, and make friends with 
sjjeed : 

Never so few, nor never yet more need. 

[Exeunt. 


Scene II. — London. A Street. 

Enter Sw John Falstafp, loith his Page 
heariwj his sword and buckler. 

Fal. Sirrah, you giant, Avhat says the doctor 
to my water ? 

Page. He said, sir, the water itself was a 
good healthy water ; but for the party that 
owed it, he might have more diseases than he 
knew for. 
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;ScENE II. 


Fal. Meu of all sorts take a pride to gird 
at nie : the brain of this foolish-compounded 
, clay, man, is not able to invent anything that 
tends to laughter, more than I invent, or is 
invented on me : I am not only witty in my- 
self, but the cause that wit is in other ‘iien. 
I do here walk befoi'e thee, like a sow that 
hath overwhelmed all her litter but one. If 
the prince p\it thee into my service for any 
other reason than to set ■ olf, why then, I 
have no judgment. Thou whoreson man- 
drake, thou art titter to bo worn in rny cap. 
than to wait at my heels. I was never 
manned w'ith an agate till now : but I will 
set you neitljcr in gold nor silver, but in vile 
apparel, and scml you back again ' to your 
master, for a jewel ; tho juvenal, the prince 
your master, whose) chin is not yet fledged. 
I will sooner havr*, a V>oard grow in tho palm 
of my hand, than he shall get one on his 
cheek ; aJid yet he will not stick to say, his 
face is a face-royal. God may finish it when 
he will, it is not a hair amiss yet : he may keep 
it still as a face-royal, for a barber shall never 
earn sixpence out of it;, and yet he will Iks 
crowing, as if ho had writ man ever since his 
father was a bachelor. He may keep his own 
grace, but lu‘ is almost out of mine, 1 ctin 
assure him. — What said Master Dombledon 
about the satin for my short cloak, and my 
slops 1 

Page. He said, sir, you should pr(K‘Ui*e him 
better assurance than Bardolph ; he would 
not take his bond juid yours : he liked not 
the security. as 

Fal. Let him be damned like the glutton ! 
pray God his tongue be hotter ! — A whoreson 
Achitophel ! A rascjilly yea-forsooth knave, 
to bear a gentleman in hand, and then stand 
upon security '-- -The whoreson smooth-pate.s 
do now wear nothing but high shoes, and 
bunches of keys at their girdles ; and if a 
man is thorough with them in honest taking 
up, then mu.st they stand upon security. I 
had as lief they would put ratsbane in my 
mouth, as offer to stop it with security. I 
looked ho should have sent me two and- 
twenty yards of satin, a.s I am a true knight, 
and he sends me security. Well, he may 
sleep in security ; for he hath the horn of 
abundance, and the lightness ^of his wife 
shines through it: and yet cannot he see, 
though he have his own lantern to light him. 
— Where ’s Bartlolph ? 

Page. He’s gone into Smithfield to buy 
your worship a horse, • si 

^Fal. I bought him In Paul’s, and he ’ll buy* 
me a horse in Smithfiejd : an I could get me 


but a wife in the stews, I were manned, 
horsed, and wived. 

Euler the Lord Ch ief Justice and au 
Attciidant. 

Page. Sir, hero conics the nobleman that 
committeil the prince for striking him about 
B.irdolph. 

Fal. Wa^:. close ; I will not sec him. 

Ch, Just. What s ho (hat goes there? 

Atten. Palstair, an’t jilease your lordship. 

C’h. Jnsf. He that wa.s in (pic.stion foi‘ the 
robljcry ( 

A lieu. He, my lord; but he hath since 
ilone good .sci vici* at Shrew.si.»ury, and, as I 
hear, is now going with some charge to the 
Lord John of Lancaster. <.a 

Ch. Just. What, to Vork ? (^all him back 
again. 

Allen. Sir John Falstaff! 

F«d. Boy,vt.ell him 1 am deaf. 

Page. You mu.st speak louder, my master 
is deaf. 

Ch. .Just. 1 am sure he is, to tho hearing 
of anything good. — Go, pluck him by .the 
elbow ; 1 must speak with him. m 

Attcu. (Sir John,- — 

Fal. What ! a young knave, and beg 1 Is 
thci'e not wars ? is tliei-e not employment ? 
<loth not the king lack subjects ? do not the 
rebels want soldiers ? Though it be a shame 
to be on any side but one, it is worse shame 
to beg than to be on the worst .side, were it 
worse than the name of rehelliou can tell how- 
to make it. 

Atteu. You mistake me, .sir. 

Fal. Why, sir, did I say you wefo an 
lione.st man I .setting my knighthood aiul my 
soldiershiji aside, 1 hail lied in my thro.at if I 
had said so. as 

Aileu. I pray you, sir, then set your knight- 
hooti and your soldiership aside, and give me 
leave to tell you, you lie in your throat, if 
you Sixy I am any other than an houe.st man. .. 

Fal. I give thee leave to tell me so? I 
lay asiile that which grows to me ? If thou 
gett’st any leave of me, hang me : if thou 
takest leave, thou wert better bo hanged.. 
You hunt-counter, hence ! avaunt ! no 

Atten. Sir, my lord xvould speak with you, 

Ch. Just. Sir John Falstaff. a wor<l witli 
you. 

Fal. My good lord ! — God give your lord- 
ship goes! time of <lay. I am glad to soo 
your lordship abroad ; I heard say, your lord- 
ship was sick : I hope, your lord.sliij» goes 
abroad by advice. Yoxir lordship, though 
not clean past your youth, hath yet some 



Act 1. 
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Scene II. 


smack of age in yon, some relish of the salt- 
iK'ss of time, ami I most hvimbly beseech your 
lordship to have a revoreut care of your 
health. w> 

Ch. Jitst. Sir John, I sent for you befoi'e 
your expedition to Shrewsbury. 

Fal. An ’t please your lonlship, I hear his 
majesty, is retunied with some discomfort 
from Wales. , 

Ch. Ju»t. I talk not of his majesty, — You 
w'ould not come when I sent for vou. 

Fal. And I hear, moreover, his highnf>ss 
is fallen into this same whoreson apoplexy. 

Ch. Just. Well, God mend him ! — I pray 
you, let me speak with you. no 

Fal. This a{)oplexy is, jis I take it, a kind 
of lethargy, an ’t please your lordship ; a kind 
of sleeping in the blood, a whoreson tingling. 

Ch. Just. What tell you me of it ? bo it j 
as it is. 

Fal. It liath its original from much giicf ; | 
from stutly, and i)erturb«tion of the brain. [ I 
have read the cause of his eflects in (xaleu ; 
it is a kind of <]eafnes.s. 

Ch. Just. T think you are fallen into the 
disease, for you hear not what I say to you, 
Fal. Very w'ell, my lord, very well : rather, 
iui ’t please you, it is the disease of not listen- 
ing, the malady of not marking, that I am 
troubled withal. ns 

Ch. Just. To ]i)unish you by the heels 
would amend the attention of your ears ; and 
I care not, if I do become your physician. 

Fal. I am jis poor as Job, my lord, but not 
so patient : your lordship may minister the 
potion of imprisonment to mo, in respect of 
jMjverty ; but how I should be your patient 
to follow your pre.scriptions, the wise may 
make some dram of a scruple, oi’, indeed, a 
scruple itself. 

C/i. Just. I sent for you, when there were 
matters against you for your life, to come 
speak with me, 

Fal. As I was then advised by my learned 
counsel in the laws of this land-service, I did 
not come. 

Ch. Just. Well, the truth is, Sir John, 
you live in great infamy. 

Fal. He that buckles him in my Ixdt can- 
not live in less. 

Ch. Just. Your means are very slender, 
and your waste is great, iw 

Fal. I wouhl it wore otherwise : I would 
my means were greater, and my wjiist 
slenderer. 

Ch Just. You have misled the youthful 
piince. 

Fal. The young prince hath misled me : I 


am the fellow with the great belly, and he 
my dog. 

Ch. Just. Well, 1 am loath to gall a now- 
healed wound. Your day’s service at Shrews- 
bury hath a little gilded over your night’s ex- 
ploit rn Gadshill : you may thunk the unquiet 
time foi' your quiet o’er-jwsting that action, vm 

Fal. My loi-d, — 

Ch. .hist. But since all is well, keep it so : 
wake not a sleeping wolf. 

Fal. To wake a wolf, is as bad as to smell 
a fox. . 

Ch. Just. What ! you are as a candle, the 
better part burnt out. 

Fal. A wassail candle, my lord j all tallow : 
if I did say of wax, my growth would approve 
I the truth. 

Ch. Just. There is not a white hair on 
your face, but should have his effect of 
gravity. 

Fal. His effect of gravy, gravy, gravy. 

Ch. Just. You follow the young prince 
up and down, like his ill angel. 

Fal. Not so, my lord ; your ill angel is 
light, but, I hope, ho that looks upon me 
will tiike me without weighing : and yet, in 
some res|)ects, I grant, I cannot go, I cannot 
tell. Virtue is of so little regard in these 
costermonger times, that true valour is 
tunxed beailiertl. Pi’cgnanc.y is made a taj> 
ster, and hath his quick wit wasted in giving 
reckonings : all the other gifts apixertineut to 
man, as the malice of this age shapes them, 
ai-e not worth a gooseberry. You, that are 
old, consider ixot the cajxacities of us that are 
young : you rneasxire the heat of our liver’s 
with the bitterness of your galls.; and we 
that are in the vawai’d of our youth, I must 
confe.ss, are wags too. 

Ch. .Tust. Do you set down your name in 
the scroll of youth, that ai’O wi’itten down old 
with all the chai’acters of age? Have you 
not a moist eye, a dry hand, a yellow cheek, 
a white beard, a decreasing leg, an increasing 
belly ? Is not your voice broken, your wind 
short, your chin doxible, your wit single, and 
every part about you blasted with antiquity, 
and will you yet call youi’self young ? Fie, 
fie, fie, Sir John ! 

Fal. My lord, I was born about three of 
the clock in t&e afternoon, with a white head, 
and something a round belly. For my voice, 
have lost it with hollaing, and singing of 
anthems. To approve my youth further, I 
will not : the truth i.s, I am only old in judg- 
nent and understanding; and he that will 
caper with me for a thousand marks, let him 
’.end me the money, and have at him. For 




FA1.STAFF AND THE CHIEF JUSTICE. 

Ch. Justice. Well, the truth is. Sir John, you live in great infamy. 
Falstaff. He that buckles him in my belt cannot live in less. 
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the box o’ the ear that the prince gave yon, 
he gave it like a rnde prince, and you took 
it like a seiLsible lord. I have checked him 
for it, and the young lion repents ; marry, 
not in ashes and sackcloth, but in new silk 
and old sack. 

67 ?. ./nut. Well, God send the prince a 
better companion ! 

Fal. Oo<l send the companion a bett^n* 
prince ! I cannot rid niy hjinds of him. a** 
Ch. Just. Well, the kii.g liath severed you 
and Prince Harry. X hear, you ar<^ going 
with Jjord John of Lancaster against the 
archbishop, and the Eiul of Northumber- 
land. 

Fill. Ycai"! I th link your pretty sweet wit 
for it. But look you pray, all you that kiss 
my lady Peace at home, that our aiauies join 
not in a hot <lay ; for, by the Loid, I take 
l»ut two sliirts out with me, an<l I 'mean not 
to sNVcat e.\tra(?rdinarily : if it be a liot day, 
and 1 brandish anything but my bottle, I 
would I might never spit white again. There 
is ixot a dangeroxis action can jicep oxit his 
liead, bxit I am tliiaist upon it. Well, 1 
cannot last ever. But it was always yet the 
trick of oin* English nation, if they have fi 
good thing, to n\ak<! it too common. If you 
will needs say I am an old man, you should 
give me rest. I would to God, my name 
were not so terrible to the enemy as it is : I 
were better to be eaten to death with rust, 
than to be sooure«l to nothing with ]>erpetual | 
motion. I 

Ch. J list. W ell, be honest, be honest ; and 
God bless your expedition. 221 

Fal. Will your lordship lend me a thousand 
pound to furnish me. forth I 

C/i. Just. Not a ])enny, not a penny : yoix 
are too impatient to bear crosses. Fare you 
well : comuieud mo to my cousin Westinore- 
laml. [AVe??/?/ Cliii’f J asi 'u'e mul Atlcndiuit. 

Fid. If I do, fillip me with a three-man 
beetle, A man can no mor?' separate age | 
and covetousn(‘ss, than he can part youn,2 
limbs and lechery ; but the gout galls tlu 
one, ami tin. pox pinches the other, and 
both the degrees prevent by curses. — Boy ! 231 
Page. Sir 

Fal. What money is iix my pur.se i 
Paga, Seven groats and twopence, 

Fal. I caJi get no remedy against this con- 
siimption of the purse : borrowing only 
lingers and lingers it out, but the disease is 
incurable. — Go bear this letter to my Lor<l 
of Lancaster ; this to the ]>rince j this to the 
Earl of W estmorelaiid ■, and this to old Mis- 
t^esss Ursula, whom I have weekly swoin to 
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many since I perceived the first whit?' hail' 
on my chin. About it : you know where to 
find me. \Fxit Pm/e.^ A ]>ox of this gout ! or, 
a gout of this pox ! for the one, or the other, 
pluy.s the rogue. Avith m3' great toe. ’T is no 
matter, if 1 do halt ; 1 have the wars for my 
colour, an*l my j>ensiou .shall seem the more 
rojxsomxble. A good wit will make use of 
an3'thing; 1 will turn diseases to commo<lity. 

* [Exit. 


ScENK III, — York, A Boom in the Arch- 
bishop’s Palace. 

Enter the Archhishop or' Vf)RK, tlu‘. Lords 
Hastings, Mowbk.ay, oml Bakdolpii. 

Arch. Thus have you heard our cause, and 
known our means ; 

And, my most noble fri<‘nds, 1 pray v'ou all. 
Speak jxlainly 3'our opinions of our hopes : — 
.\nd first, lord marshal, what .say you to it I 
Movih. T well allow the occasion of our 
arms ; 

But gladly would bo better satisfied, 

How, in our means, we should advance our- 
selves 

To look with foi’chea?! bold and big enough 
Upon the power and jmissaxicc of the king. 
/last. Our present musters grow upon the- 
file HI 

To fiv(x-and-twentv thousand men of choice ; 
And our sxip]>li(is live l.'irgelv in the hope 
Of gi'cal; Northumbeilaud, whoso bo.som 
burns 

With an incensed fire of injuries. 

L. Bard. The. quc'ition then, Lord 
Hastings, standeth thus : — 

Whether our present li\ c-a.nd-tweuty thou- 
sand 

May hold up head wi+Iiout Northnmbcrland, 
/last. With him, we ma}'. 

L. Bard. Ay, marry, there 's the point ; 
But if Avithout him we be thought too feeble. 
My Judgment is, A\'e should not .step too 
far, a* 

Till Ave had his assistance 133' tlie hand • 

For in a theme so b 1 ot)dy-fac’<l ;is this, 
Conjecture, exjxectation, and surmise 
Of aids inciu'tain, should not be atlrnitted. 
Arch. ’Tis very true, Lord Bardolph ; for, 
indeed, 

It was 3’oung Hotspur’s case at Shrewsbury. 

L. Bard. It Av.as, m3' lord'; Avho linVl him- 
self Avith hope. 

Eating the air on promi.se of sujxplv', 
Flattering himself with ju'oject of a pOAver 
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Much smaller than tho smalloat of his 
thoughts ; ;i» 

And so, with gi'eat imagination, 

Proper to madmen, led his powers to death, 
And winking loap’d into destruction. 

Hast. But, by your leave, it never yet did 
hui’t. 

To lay down likelihoods, and fbriu.s of ho])ti. 

L, Bard. Yes, if this present quality of 
war. 

Indeed the instant action, a cause on foot, 
Lives so in hope, sis in an early spring 
We see the aj>pcariug buds ; which, to provaj 
fruit, 

Hope gives not so much warmut, as de.spah’ 
'That frosts will bitt) tlicm. Wlion w.) mean 
to build, 

W^e first survey tlie plot, thou diuw the 
model. 

And, when we see the figin-e of the house, 

' Then must we rjito the cost of the erection ; j 
Which if wc find outweighs ability, 

What do w<i then, but draw anew tin; model 
In fewer offices, or, at loast^ desist 
To buibl at all 1 Much more, in this great 
work 

f( Which is, almost, to pluck a kingdom down, 
And set another up) should wo survey 
The plot of situation, and the model ; 

Consent upon a sure foundation ; 

Question surveyors, know our own estate, 

How able such a w'ork to undci’go. 

To weigh against his opposite ; or else. 

We fortify in paper, and in figures, 

Using the names of men, inst<«id of*nien ; 

Like one that draws the model of a house, 
Beyond his power to build it ; who, half 
through. 

Gives o’er, and leaves his part-created cost «o 
A naked .subject to the weeping clouds, 

.And waste for churlish winter’s tyranny. 

Hast. Grant, that our hopes, yet likely of 
fair bix'th, 

Should be still-born, and that we now pos- 
sess’d 

The utmost man of expectation, 

1 thiivk wc are a l>ody strong enough. 

Even as we are, to equal with the king. 

L. Bard. What ! i.s the king but fiv'e-and- 
tw(;nty thou.sand ? 

Hast. To u.s no more ; nay, not so much. 
Lord Bardolph. 

For his divisions, as the times do bmwl, 7o 
Are in three heads ; one power against the 
French, 

And one against Glendower ; perfoi'ce, a third 


> Must take up us. So is the unfirm king 
I In three divided, and his coffers .sound 
j With hollow poverty and emptmess. 

Arch. That he should draw his several 
strengths together. 

And come against us in full puissance, 
j Need not be dreaded. 

Hast. If ho should do so. 

He leaves his back unarm’d, the French and 
Welsh 

I Baying him at the heels : never fear that. 

L. Bard. Wht> is it like should lead his 
forees hither 1 

Hast. The Duke of Lancaster, and West- 
moreland : 

Against the Welsh, himself and Harry Mon- 
mouth ; 

But who is sxibstituted ’gainst the French, 

1 have no certain notice. 

Arch. * Let us on, 

And juiblish the occasion of our arms. 

The commonwealth is sick of their own choice, 

^ Their over-greedy love hath surfeited. — 

An habifaition giddy and unsure 
Hath he that buildeth on thoMilgar heart. o> 
O thou fond many ! with what loud applaust; 
Didst thoxi beat heaven with ble.s.sing Boling- 
broke, 

Before he was what thou wouldst have him 
be : 

And being nowtrimm’d in thine own desires, 
Thou, beastly feeder, art so full of him, 

That thou provok’st thyself to cast him up. 
So, so, thou common dog, didst thou disgorge 
Thy glutton Ikxsoui of the royal Richard, 

Anti now thou woulds^j eat thy dead voxnit 

«P, 

And howl'.st to find it. What trust is in 
these times? 

They that, when Richartl liv’d, would have 
him die, 

Ai*e now become enamour’d on his grave : na 
Thou, that throw’st dust upon his goodly 
head, 

When through proud London he came sighing 
on 

After the admired heels of Bolingbroke, 

Cry’st now, “ O earth, yield xis that king again, 
And take thou this ! ” O thoughts of men 
accurst ! 

Past, and te come, seems best ; things present, 
worst. 

Mowb. Shall we go draw our numbers, and 
set on ? 

Hast. We are time’s subjects, and time bids 
begone. \Esixurd. 
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Scene I. — London. A Street. 

Enter Hostess, Fang, and his Jioy, with iter ; 
and Snare folloimny. 

Host. Master Fang, have you entered the 
action ? 

Fang. It is entered. 

Host. Where ’s your yeoman 1 Ls ’t a lu.sty 
yeoman 1 will ho stajjd to ’t 1 

Fang. Siirah, where 's Snare 1 

Host. O Tjord ! ay : good Master Snare. 

Kmtre. llefre, here. 

Fang. Suai’e, we must aiTest Sir John 
FalstatF. w 

Host. Ye;i, good jMaster Snare ; 1 have 
entered lain and alJ. 

Hnare. It may chance cost some of us our 
live.s, for he will stab. 

Host. Alas the day ! take heed of him : he 
stabbed me in mine own house, and that most 
Iwtastly. In good faith, he cai'es not what 
mischief lie doth, if his weapon be out : he 
will foin like any devil ; he will spare neither 
man, woman, nor thikL 

Fang. If I can close with him, I care not 
for his thrust. 

Host. No, nor I neither; I'll be at your 
elbow, 21 

Fang. An I but fist him once ; an he come 
but within my vice, — 

Host. I am undone with his going ; I war- 
I’ant you, he 's an infinitive thing tijion my 
score. — Good Master Fung, hold him sui-e : — 
good Master Snare, let him not ’.s<!aj>e. 'A 
come.s continuantly to Pie Corner, (.saving 
your manhoofls,) to buy a saddle ; .ami he 's 
indited to diunei’ to the Lubbar’s Htiad in 
Lvimbort Street, to Master Smooth’s the silk- 
man : I pmy ye, siiu;e my exion is entered, 
and my case so openly known to the world, 
let Iiim be brought in to his answer. A 
hundi'ed mark is a long one for a poor lone 
woman to bear ; and I have box*no, and borne, 
and borne j and have been fubbcil off, ami 
fubbed off, from this day to that day, that it 
is a shaurie to be thought on. There is no 
honesty in .such dealing, unless- a woman 
should bo made an ass, and a beast, to bear 
every knave’s wrong. — :« 

'Etder Sir J oiiN Falstaff, Fage, and, 
Bardolpii. 

Yonder lie comes ; and«that arrant malmsey- i 
nose, Bardolph, with him. Do \ your offices, 1 


! do your offices, Miister Fang, and Master 
Snai-e : do me, do me, do mo your officc.s. 

Fal. How now] whose mare 's deiul] what’s 
the matter 1 

Fang. Sir John, I .arrest yon at the suit of 
Mistress Quickly. 

Fat. Away, varlets! — Draw, Itardolph: cut 
me ofi the villain’s head ; tlii'ow the ({in.'.-in in 
the (Ijaiinel. 4 » 

Host. Throw mo in the channel ] I ’ll throw 
thee there. Wilt thou ( wilt thou ? thou 
bastardly i-ogue ! — Murder, murder! O, thmi 
honcy-suckle villain ! wilt thou kill Cod’s 
officei’.s, and the king’s I < ), thou honey-seed 
rogue ! thou art a honey-seed ; a man (jueller, 
and a woman quidlia*. 

Fat. Keep.tlunn off, Bardolph. 

Fang. A rescue ! a rcsciu^ ! 

Host. Good peo])le, bidng a rescue or two. 
— Thou wilt not ],. thou wilt not { do, do, thou 
rogue ! do, thou hemp-.seed ! m 

Fal. Away, you scullion ! you r.ampallian ! 
you fustilarian 1 I ’ll tickle your catastrophe. 

Entar the Lord Chief Justice, attended. 

Ch. Just. What is the matter ] keep the 
peace here, ho ! 

Host. Good my lord, be good to mo ! I 
beseech you, stand to me ! 

Ch. Just. How now', Sir John ! -what, arc 
you brawling here ] 

Doth this become your pl.aci', your time, .and 
bnsine.ss ] 

You .should have been well on your way to 
York. — «» 

Stand from him, fellow . whesnJoro hnng’st 
uj)on him I 

Jlost. (> my most worslii]>ful lord, aii’b 
pleas(5 yo\n' grace, 1 am a poor wddow of Kast- 
che*ip, and Im is arrested at my suit. 

Ch. J a st. B’or what sum ] 

Ho.st. It is more than for some, my lord : 
it is foi* all, all 1 have. He hath catt*n me out 
of house and home : ho liath 2 >ut all my sub- 
stance into th.at fat belly of his ; but 1 will 
have some of it o\it again, or 1 will ride tlice 
o’ nights, like the mare. 

Fal. I think, I am a.s like to ride the mare, 
if 1 have any vantage of ground to get iqi. 

Ch. Just. How' comes this, Sir John ] Fie! 
what man of good temj)er wouhl endur<> this 
tempest of exclamation] Are you not .ashamed 
to enforce a poor widow to so rough a coui-se 
to come by her own] 
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/'f// W'li.it is the gross sum that 1 owt 
f 

UohL Marry, if ti.'ou went an lionest inaii, 
livself, ami the luoiicy too. Thou dhlst 
su(!ar to upoii a parcel-gilt gohlot, sitting 
in niy Dolphiu-chamber, at the roiiml table, 
by a sea-coal tire, u[>ou AVediiesilay iu 
Wheesou week, when the prince broke thy 
head for liking his fath<*r to a singing-man 
of Windsor ; then didst swear to Am; then, as 
1 was wusliiug tliy wound, to many me, and 
make me my lady thy wife. Canst thou <lenyit? 
Did not goodwife K(‘ech, the butchers wife, 
come in then, and call me gossip Quickly I 
coming in to borrow a mess of vinegar; ttVll- 
ing us, she laid a good disli of prawns, where- 
by thou didst, di'sire to eat some, whereby I 
told thee, they were ill for a gi-een wound '? 
And didst thou not, when slu* was gone down- 
stairs, desir(! me to be no more .so familiarity 
witJi such pool’ }ieo})ie ; sjiying, that ere long 
they .should call me madam '/ And ilid.st thou 
not kiss me, and bid me. fetch thee thirty 
.shillings ? I put tliei.f now tj> thy book-oath : 
^leny it, if thou caust. 

Fal. My lord, this i.s .a poor mad soul ; and 
•she says, up and «lown the town, that her 
eldest .st>u is like you. She hath been in good 
case, and the truth is, jiovcrty hath distractc<l 
her. But for thes*- fooli.sh orticei*s, I beseech 
you, I may have, redress against them. ni 
Ch. Just. Sir John, Sir John, I am well 
acquainted with your manner of wrenching 
the true cfimse the fikse way. It is not a con- 
fident brow, nor the throng of words that 
come with such more than impudent .sauciness 
from you, can tliru.st me from a level consi- 
deration ; you ha\ e, a.s it apj^eai^i to me, 
practised upon the easy -yielding s[)irit of this 
woman, and m.-wle her servo your uses both 
in purse and jMirsoii. 

Host. 'Yes, iu troth, my lord. ' iw 

Ch. Just. Pr’ythee, peace. — Pay her the 
debt you owe her, and unpay the villainy you 
have done with her : the one you may do 
with sU^rling money, and the other with cur- 
rent rejieutauce. 

Fal. My lord, I will not undergo this 
j^ncap without rejily. You call honourable 
boldness, impudent sauciness : if a man will 
court'sy, and .say nothing, he is virtuous. No, 
my lord, my humlde duty rememlier’d, I will 
not be your suitor : T .say to you, 1 do desire 
deliverance from these officers, being upon 
hasty employment in the king’s affairs. i3i 
Ch. Jtist. You speak as having power to 
<lo wrong : but answer in the effect of your 
reputation, and satisfy the poor woman. I 


Fal. (’omc liitlier, ho.stes.s. 

[^TakiiKj her aside. 

Enter Goweu. 

Ch. Ju.st. Now, Master Gower! what 
news 

Cow. The king, my lord, and Henry Prince 
of Wales 

Are near at hand : the rest the jiaper tells. 

Ftd. As 1 am a gentleman ; — 

Host. Nay, you .said so befiire. mo 

Fal. As I am a gentleman ; — Come, no 
more words of it. 

Host. By this heavenly ground I tread on, 
I must be fain to pawn both my plate, and 
the tapestry of my dining-chaml>ers. 

Ftd. Glasses, glasses, is the only drinking : 
and for thy walls, — a pretty .slight drollery, 
or the story of the Px’odigal, or the German 
hunting in water-work, is worth a thousand 
of these b(‘d-hangings, and these, fly-bitten 
bapestric's. Let it be ten pound, if thou can.st. 
jUoinc, an it were not for thy humours, there 
is not a better wench in England. Go, wash 
thy face, and <h’aw thy action. Come, thou 
mu.st not be in this humour with me. Do.st 
not know mo '/ Come, come, I know thou wast 
set on to this. 

Host. Pry ’thee. Sir John, let it be but 
twenty nobles : i’ faith, T am loath to pawn 
my plate, in good earnest, la. 

Fal. Let it alone ; 1 ’ll make other shift : 
you ’ll be a fool still. 

Host. Well, yon shall have it, though I 
jiawn my gown. I hope, you ’ll come to supper. 
You ’ll pay me all together % i>» 

Fal. Will 1 live 1 — Go, with her, with her ; 
hook on, hook on. 

Host. AVill you have Doll Tear-sheet meet 
you at .supper I 

Fal. No more words : let ’s have her. 

\E.i:eunt Hostess, Bakdoepii, Officers, 

and Fa.ge. 

Ch. Just. I have heard better news. 

Fal. AVhat ’s the news, my gooxl lord 1 

Ch. Jv,st. AVhere lay the king last night ? 

Gov). At Basingstoke, my lord. in 

Fal. I hofie, my lord, all ’s well : what is 
the news, my lord I 

Ch. Just. Come all his forces back ? 

Gow. No j» fifteen hundred foot, five hun- 
dred horse. 

Are marched up to my Lord of Lancaster, 
Against Northumberland, and the archbishop. 

Fal. Comes the king back from Wales, my 
noble lord ? 

Ch. Just. You shall have letters of me 
present'y. 
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Come, go along with me, good Master 
(lower. 

/Vt/. My lord ! 

Ch. Just. What ’s the matter ? 

Fal. Master Gower, shall I entreat you 
with me to dinner ? 

(jow. T mu.st wait upon my good loi*d here : 
I thank you, good Sir John. 

Ch. Juift. Sir John, you loiter here too 
long, being you are tf> take soldier.s up in 
counties ns you go. 

Fal. Will you sup with me, Master Gower ? 

Ch. Just. What foolish master taught you 
these mannei’S, Sir J ohn ? 

Fid. Master Gower, if they become me not, 
he was a fool that taught them me. — 'I’liis is 
the right fencing grace, my lord ; tap for tap, 
and so ]iart fair. 

Ch. Just. Now, the lord lighten thee ! thou 
art a great fool. \^Exevnt. 


Scene II. — The Same. Another Street. 

Enter Prince Henry und Poins. 

P. lien. Tru.st me, T am exceeding weary. 

Poins. Is it come to that 1 I had thought, 
weariues.s durst not have attaclied one of so 
high blood. 

P. Hen. ’Faith, it does me, though it dis- 
colours the complexion of my greatnt^ss to 
acknowleidge it. Doth it not show vilely in 
me, to desire small beer 1 

Poins. Why, a pi'ince should not be so 
loosely stiidicd, as to remember so weak a 
composition. 

P. Hen,. Belike then, mj^ appetite was not 
pi'incely got ; for, by my troth, I do now re- 
member the poor ereatui'(;, small beer. But, 
indeed, these humble considerations make me 
out of love with my greatnc.ss. What a 
disgrace it is to me, to remember thy name ? 
or to know thy face to-morrow 1 or to take 
note of how many pair of silk stockings thou 
hast; v-iz. these, and those that were thy peach- 
colour’d ones 1 or to bear the inventory of thy 
shii'ts ; as, one for superfluity, and one other 
for use 1 — but that the tennis-court-keeper 
knows better than T, for it is a low ebb of 
linen with thee, when thou keept;st not racket 
there, as thou hast not done a great while, 
because the I'est of thy low-countries have 
made a shift to eat up thyholland : and God 
knows, whether tho.so that bawl out the 
ruins of thy linen shall inherit his kingdom ; 
but the miilwives say, the children arc "not in 


the fuidt, wliereupon the worhl increases, and 
kindreds are mightily strengthened. 

Poins. How ill it follows, after you have 
laboured so hard, you should talk so idly ! 
Tell me, how many good young princes would 
do so, their fathei-s being so sick as yours at 
this time is? ai 

P. Hen. Shall I tell thet* one thing, Poins'l 

Poins. Yes, faith, ami let it lx; an excellent 
good thing. 

P. Hen. It shall sc'rve among wits of no 
higher breeding than thiiu'. 

Poins. Go to ; I stand the push of your one 
thing that yoxi will tell. 

P. Hen. Marry, I tell tlioe, — it is not meet 
that I should be sad, now my father is sic^k : 
albeit I could tell to thee (as to one it pleases 
me, for fault of a better, to call my friend), 1 
could be sad, .and .sad indee<l too. 

Poins. Very hardly upon siurh a subject. 

P. Hen. By this hand, thoti think'st mo as 
far in the devil’s book, as thou and Falstafl’, 
for olxluracy and persistency ; let the end try 
the man. But I tell thee, my heart bleeds 
inwartlly, that my father is so sick ; and keep- 
ing such vile company as thou art, hath in 
reiuson taken from me all ostentation of 
sorrow. 

Poins. The rejison 1 

P. Hen. What wouldst thou think of me, 
if I should weep ? 

Poins. I wouhl think thoe a most jirincely 
hypocrite. 

P. Hen. It would be every man’s thought ; 
and thou art a bles.sed fellow to think .as 
every man thinks : never a man’s thought in 
the world keeps the roadway better than 
thine: every man would think me an 
hypocrite indeed. And what accite.syour most 
worshipful thought to think so l o* 

Poins. Why, because you have been so 
lewd, am^so much engrafl’cd to Falstafl. 

P. Hen. And to thee. 

Poins. By this light, I am wcdl spoken of ; 
I can hear it with mine own ears : the woi’Sk 
that they can say of me is, that I .am a second 
brother, and that I am a ]troper felh>w of niy 
hands; and those two thing.s, I confess, I 
cannot help. By the mass, here comes 
Bai’tlolph. 

Enter Bardolpii and Page. 

P. Hen. And the boy that 1 gave Falstafl’ : 
he had him from me Christian ; and look, if 
the fat A'illain have not transfoi’iued him aj;)e. 

Jiard. God save your grace. 

P. Hen. And yours, most noble Banlolph. 

Bard. [7’o the Page.^ Come, you virtuous 
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KING HENBY IV.— PART II. 


Scene II. 


ass, you bashful fool, must you Imj blushing? 
wherefore blush you now ? What a maidenly 
man-at-arms are you become ! Is it such a 
3natt(5r to got a pottle-pot’s maidenhead ? 

r<vjp. He called me even now, my hml, 
through a rod lattice, and I could discoi'ii no 
2 )art of his face from the window : at last, I 
spied liis eyes ; and, m<?thought, Ire liml ma<le 
two holes in the ale-wife’s new pctticoaf, and 
2 >ceped through. 

P. Han. Hath not the boy ju'olikM] ? 

Hard, Away, you wlnu’eson u})right rabbit, 
away ! 

Pmje. Away, you rascally Althea’s dream, 
away ! 

P. Hen. Instruct us, boy : w'hat ilream, 
boy? 

Paija. MaiTy, my lord, Althea dnianuMl she 
was delivered of a lire-brand ; ami thend'ore I 
call him her dream. i>i 

P. Hen. A. ci’owji’s worth of good intoi’ijre- 
tation. ---There it is, boy. lixin monay. 

Pains. O, that this good blossom could be 
kejrt from cankers I — Wtdl, there is sixpence 
to j)re.servo thee, « 

Hard. An you do not juake him bo hanged 
among you, the gallows shall hav'c wrong. 

P. Han. And how doth thy ma.ster, 
Bardoljiht 

Jiard- W<dl, my good, lord. He heard of 
your grace’s coming to town : thcrci ’s a letter 
for you. I'K) 

Poim. Delivered with good rtisjicct. — And 
liow doth the martlemas, your master { 

Bard. In Iwdilj'' health, sir. 

Pains. Marry, the immortal part needs a 
physician ; but that moves not him ; though 
that be sick, it dies not. 

P. Hen. I do allow this wen to be as 
familiar with me a.s my dog j and he holds libs 
place, for look you how he writes. i<» 

Pains. [Jieafls.'\ “John Falstaffi knight,” 

- — every man must know that, as oic as he has 
occasion to name himself ; even like those 
that arc kin to the king, for they never [>ri(!k 
their finger, but they say, “ l.'here is .some of 
the king’.s blood spilt : ” “ How comes that?” 

says he, that takes U})0n him not to conceive: 
the answer is as rea<ly as a borrower’s cap ; 
“I am the king’s j)Oor cousin, sir.” 

P. Han. Nay, they will be kin to us, or 
they will fetch it from Japhet. But to the 
letter : — 

Pohis. “ Sir John FalstalT, knight, to the 
son of the king, nearest his father. Hairy 
Prince of Wale.s, greeting.” — Why, this is a 
certificate. 122 

P. Hen. Peace ! 


I Pains. “ I will imitate the honourable 
i Romans in brevity — he sure means brevity 
in breath, short-winded.- — “ 1 commend me to 
tlwio, I commend thee, and I leave thee. Be 
not too familiar with Poins ; for he misuses, 
thy favours so much, that he swears, thou art 
to ma rry his sister Nell. Reiient at idle times 
as thou may’st, and so farewell. rio 

Thine, by yea and no, (which is as 
much as to say, as thou usest him,) 
Jack Faustakf, with my familiar.s ; 
John, with my brothei’S and sistons ; 
and Sir Joiin with all Eiu’oiie.” 

My lord, I will steeji this letter in sack, and 
m:ike him eat it. 

/*. Han. That ’s to make him cat twenty of 
his worils. . But do you use mo thus, Ned ? 
must I marry your sister? 

Pains. God send the wench no worse 
fortune ! but 1 never .said so. ui 

P. lien. Well, thus we {ilay the fools with 
the time, .and the sjnrits of the wise sit iu the 
clouds, and mock us.-— Is your imister here in 
London ? 

Bard. Yes, my lord. 

P. lien. Where sujis he ? doth the old boar 
feed in the old frank ? 

Bard. At the old place, my lord, in East 
cheajj. 

P. Jl&n. What c<)m[)any ? 

Page. Ephesians, my loril ; of the ohl 
church. iw) 

P. Hen. Su[) any women with him ? 

Page. None, my lord, hut old Mistress 
Quickly, and Mistress Doll Tear-sheet. 

/’. Han,. What ])agan may that bo? 

Page. A ]>rop(u* gfuitlewomau, sm, ami a 
kinswoman of lu v master’s. 

P. Hen. Eveii* such kin as the jiarish- 
heifers aio to the town-bull. — Shall wo steal 
upon them, Ned, at su 2 >j)er ? 

Pains. 1 am your .shadow, my lord ; I ’ll 
follow you. 

P. Han.. Sirmh, yo\i hoy, — and Hardolph ; 
-no word to your master that I am yet come 
to town : thei’e ’s for your silence. 

Bard. 1 have no tongue, sir. 

Page,, An<l for mine, sir, I will govern 
it. 

P. Hen. Fare ye well ; go. [Exeunt Bar- 
DOLPH and Page?i — This Doll Teai--sheot 
should be solne road. 

Poins. I wan*aut you, as common as the 
way between St. Albans and London. 

P. Hen. How might wo see Falstaft’ bestow 
himself to-niglit in his true colours, and not 
ourselves be seen ? 

Poins. Put on two* leathern jerkims, and 

/■ 
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aprons, and wait upon him at his table as 
drawers. 

P. Hen. From a god to a bulll a heavy 
declension ! it was Jovc’.s case. From a 
prince to a prentice ? a low transformation 1 
that shall be mine ; for in everything the 
purjMJse must weigh with the folly. Fellow 
me, Ned. \EMiunL 


^CENK III. — Warkworth. Before the (Castle. 

Enter Northumuerland, Ladij Northum- 
RERLAND, nnd Lady PercX. 

Norllt. I pray thee, loving wife and gentle 
daughter, 

Giv’c even way unto my rougli affairs : 

Put not you on the visjige of the times, 

And bo like them to Percy troublesome. 

Lady N. I have giv^eu over, I will speak 
no more. 

Do what you will ; your w'isdom bo your 
guide. 

North. Alas, sweet wife, my honour is at 
j)awn, 

And, but my going, nothing can redeem it. 

Lady /^ O, yet, for G^od’s .sake, go not to 
these wai’.s ! 

The time was, father, that you broke your 
.word, 10 

When you were more endear'd to it than 
now ; 

Wlien your own Percy, when my heart’s dear 
Harrv, 

V f 

Threw many a nortlnvard look, to see his 
father 

Bring up h>s powers ; but h^did long in vain. 
Who then jJersuaded you to «tay at home ? 
There were tw'o honours lost, youra, and your 
son’s : 

For yours, — may heavenly glory brighten it ! 
For his, — it stuck upon him, as the .sun 
In the grey vault of heaven : and, by his light. 
Did all the chivalry of England move 20 
To do brave acts ; he was, indeed, the glass 
Wherein the noble youtli did dress them- 
selves. 

He had no legs, that practiseil not his gait ; 
And speaking thick, which nature made his 
blemish, 

Became the accents of the valiant ; 

For those that could speak low*, and tardily. 
Would turn their own i)erfection to abuse. 

To s^m like him : so th.at, in .speech, in gait, 

V In diet, in affections of delight. 

In military rules, humours of blood, so 

He was the mark and glass, copy and book, 


That fashion’d othens. And him, — O won- 
-Irous hiuj ! 

0 miracle of men ! — him did you leave, 
(Second to none, unseconded by you,) 

To look upon the hich'ous god of war 
In disadvantage ; to abid*^ a held, 

Where nothing but th(i sound of Hotspur’s 
name 

Did seem defensible ; — so you left him. 

Never, O ! ijever, do Ids ghost the wrong. 

To hold your honour inore ])reeise and nice 40 
W^ith others, than with him ; lei, them alone. 
The mar.shal, ami the .•ir<'hbishop, arc strong : 
Had my sweet Harry had but half their 
numbers, 

To-day might I, hanging on Hotspur’s neck, 
Have talk’ll of Monmouth’s grave. 

North. Beshrew your h<*art. 

Fair daughter ! you do draw my spirits from 
me, 

With new lamenting ancient oversights. 

But 1 must g>. ami meet with danger thera, 
Or it will seek me in another place. 

And find me worse j)vovided. 

Lady N. O ! fly to Scotland, .mj 

Till that the nobles, and the arim'd commons, 
Have of their puissance ma<le a little taste. 
Lady J:\ If they get ground and ^ntage of 
tho king, 

Then join you with them, like a rib of steel. 
To make .strength stmnger ; but, for all our 
loves. 

First let them try themsitlves. So diil your 
.son : « 

He was so suffer’d ; so came T a witlow. 

And never shall h.-ive length of lih^ enough, 

To raiji upon remembi-aiice with mine eyes. 
That it may grow and .si»rout as high as 
heaven, eo 

For recordation to my noble husband. 

North. (Joim*, come, go in wdth me. ’T ia 
with my mind. 

As with the tide .swell’d up unto ite height, 
That make.s a still-stand, I'unning neither Avay : 
Fain would 1 go to meet the archbishop. 

But many thousaml reasons hold mo back. — 

I will resolve for ►Scotland : there am I, 

Till time and vantage crave my company. 

\Excant. 


Scene IY. — Lomlon. A Hoorn in the Boar’s 
Head Tavern, in Eastchcap. 

Enter two Drawers. 

1 Draw, What the devil hast thou brought 
there 1 apple- Johns'! thou know’st Sir John 
cannot endure an apple-John. 



SCKNK IV. 


Kcrt \v. 


VJ.— PAKt n. 


2 I^f’atr. 
prince once 


Miiss. thou sayest 
net a 


a sayest true. \ to^surffi^y 

of apple-jolms I 'the chargtHl^ chamh^tL 


him, uml tohl him, there were five more Sir j to rentiui' upon 
Jahiis ; ami. jmtting oH’ his hat, said, “ I will / bravely 
uoH' take iny leave of these six dry, round, / Do//. Hang yourstdf, VOlI muddy COtlgei,, 

It angered him to / hang yourself ! 

/lost. -By iny troth, this is the old fasltiou r 
you two never meet, but you fall to some 
discord. You are both, in good troth, as 
rheumatic as two dry toasts ; you cannot one 
bear Avith another’s coufirmities. What the 
g«)od-year ! one must bear, and that must btj 
you ; you are the weaker vessel, as they say,, 
the emptier A’esscl. , «i 

Doll. Can a weak empty vessel bear such 


now 

old, withvied knights. 
the heart, Imt he hath forgot that. 

1 Drnw. Why then, cover, and seit them 
down : and see if thou caust fiml out Snesik’s 


noise ; Mistress Tear-sheet would fain have 
some imisic. Despatch : — the room Avher<‘ 
they suppted is too hot ; thcy*'ll come in 
straight. 

2 Draw. Sinuh, here Avill be the prince, 
and Master Poins anon ; ami they will f)tit on 
two of our jerkins and ajmons, and Sir 'John 
must not know of it : .Bardolidi hath brought 
wor<l. 

1 Drair. By the niitss, here will be old 
utis : it will be an excellent stratagem. 211 

2 Draw. I 'll see if I can find out Hncak. 


Enter Hostess a^ul Doll Tear-.sheet. 

J 

Host. I’ faith, sweet-hegrt, methinks now, 
yon are in an ttxcelleut good temperality : 
your pulsidge beats as extraordinarily as 
heart would desire, and yotir colour, I warrant 
you, is%s red as any rose ; but, i’ faith, you rogue in England. 


a huge full hogshead there 's a whole mcr 
chant's venture of Bourdea\xx' stuff in him : 
you havt; not seen a ludk letter stuffed in 
tlie hold. — Oomc, I ’ll be friends with thee,. 
Jack : thou art going to the ware ; an(i 
whether I shall ever .sec thee again, or no,, 
there is nobody caves. 

Ite-enfer Drawer. 

Draw. Sir, Ancient Pistol’s below, and 
would speak Avith you. :<► 

Doll. Hang him, swaggering rascal ! let 
him not come hither : it is the foul-niouthed’st 


haA'e drunk too much canaries, and that ’s a 
marvellous searching wine, and it perfumes 
the blood ere one can say, — What’s this? 
How do you now ? 

Doll. Better than I ya.s. Hem. 

Host. Why, that ’s Avell sfiid ; a good heart’s 
worth gold. Lo ! here comes Sir John. si 

Enter Falstaff, ainying. 

Fal. “ When Arthur first in court ” — 
Empty the jordan. — “ And was a worthy 
king.” \Exit Drawer.^ How now, Mistress 
Doll 1 

Host. Sick of a calm : yea, good sooth. 

Fal. So is all her sect ; an they be once in 
a calm, thev are sick. 

V 

Doll. You muddy rascal, is that all the 
comfort you give me 1 so 

Fal. You make fat rasciils, Mistress Doll. 


Host. If he SAvaggei’, let him not come 
here : no, by my faith ; I must live amongst 
my neighbours ; I ’ll no swaggerers. I am 
in good name and fame Avith the very best. — 
Shut the door; — there comes no swaggerei’s 
here : I have not lived all this while, to 
have swaggering now. — Shut the door, I pray 
you. 

Fal. Dost th()U hear, hostess ? so 

Host, Pray you, jiacify youreelf, Sir John t 
there comes no swaggerere here. 

Fal. Dost thou hear 1 it is mine ancient. 

Host. Tilly-fally, Sir John, never tell me^ 
your ancient swaggerer comes not in my 
dooi‘8. I was before Master Tisick, the de- 
puty, the other day ; and, as he said to me, — 
it Avas no longer ago than Wednestlay last, — 
“ Neighbour Quickly,” says he > — Ma-ster 
Dumb, our minister, AX'as by then ; — “Ncijfh- 


Doll. I make them ! gluttony and diseases hour Quickly,” says he, “ receiA^e those that 
make them ; I make them not. are ciA'il ; for,” sjiid In;, “ you are in an ill 

Fal. If the cook help to make the gluttony, nauic;” — now ’a said so, [ can tell where- 
you hel}» to make the diseases, Doll ; we catch upon ; “ fSr,” says he, “ you are an honest 
of you, Do11,av»; catch of you ; grant that, my Avoinan, and Avell thought on ; therefore take- 
2 )oor Aurtuo, grant that. 

Doll. Ay, marry ; oxir 
jewels. 

Fal. “ Your brooches, jxjarls, andowches:” 

— for to serve braA*ely, is to come halting off, 


heed what guests you receive : receive,” says, 
chains, and our lie, “ no sAvaggering comjjanions.”-- — There 
comes none here ; — you would bless you 
hear what Jic .said. — No, I '11 no swaggerci’S. • 
Fal. He ’s no swaggerer, hostess ; a tame 
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cheatei’, i’ faith ; you may stroke him as 
gently as a puppy greyhound ; he will not 
swagger with a Barbary lum, if her feathei's 
turn back in any show of resistance. — Call 
him up, drawer. 

' Host, (theater, call you him 1 I will bar 
no honest man my hous«\ nor no cheater ; 
but T <lo not love swaggering : by my troth, 
I am the worse, when one says — swagger. 
Feel, masters, how 1 shake. : look you, I war- 
rant you. 

Doll. So you do. hostess. 

Host. Do 1 'I yea, in very truth do 1, 
an ’t were an aspen-leaf. 1 cannot abide 
swaggerers. no 

Enter Pistol, Baudolpii, mnl P<uje. 

Pist GcmI save you, Sir .John ! 

Pal. Welcome, Ancient Pistol. Here, 
Pistol, I charge you with a cu]) of sack : do 
you discharge upon mint' hostt'ss. 

Pist. I will tliseharge upon her, Sir John, 
with two bullets. 

Pal. .She is pistol-proof, sir; you shall 
Shardly offend her. 

Host. Come, I ’ll diJnk no proofs, nor no 
‘bullets. I ’ll drink no more than will do me 
good, for no man’s pleasui-e, I. 121 

Pist. Then to yoti, Mistress Dorothy : I 
will charge you. 

Doll. Charge me 1 I scorn you, scinwy 
■companion. What ! you poor, base, rascally, 
.(^ieating, lack - linen mate ! Away, you 
mouldy rogue, away ! I am meat for your 
.n^aster. 

Pist. I know yon, Mistre.ss Dorothy. 

Doll. Away, you cut-purse rascal ! you 
filthy bung, away! By thi!*wine, I’ll thrust 
my knife in your mouldy chaps, an you play 
the saucy cuttle with mo. Aw*ay, you bottlc- 
alo mscal ! you basket-hilt stale juggler, you! 
— Since when, I ]*ray" you, sir? — G ckI’s light ! 
with two points on vonr sliouhler 1 much ! 

Pist. I will murder your rufl' for this. 

Pal. No more, Pistol : I wouhl not have 
you go off here. Discharge youivself of our 
company, Pi.stol. 

Host. No, good Captain Phstol ; not here, 
:sweet captain. isu 

Doll. Captain ! thou abominable damned 
•cheatci’, art thou not ashamed ,to be called 
captain ? An captains "were of my mind, 
they would truncheon you out, for taking 
ttheir names ujx)n you before you have earned 
them. You a captain, 3 'ou slave ! for Avhat? 
for teaiing a jicor whore’s ruff in a bawdy- 
hou.se ?— He a captain ! hang liim, rogue ! he 
lives ujKin mouldy stewed pmpes, and dried 


cakes. A captain ! these villains will make 
the word captain as odious as the word 
occupy, whicli Avas an excellent goo<l woi^d 
l>ef()re it was ill-sorted : therefore captains 
had need look to ’t. Jsi 

Hard. Pray thee, go doAvn, good ancient. 

P(d. liark thee liither, Mistress Doll. 

Pist. Not 1 : I tell thee Avhat, Corporal 
Bardolph ; 1 could tear her. - -1 ’ll be revenged 
on Ih'I'. 

P(f(je. Pray tln*e, go doAvn. 

Pist. [ ’ll .see her (.laiaued first ; — to Pluto’s 
(ianuuid lake, to th(‘ infernal deep, Avitli Ere- 
bus and tortures A'ilc also. Hold hook and 
lino, .say I. Doaaui ! doAvn, dogs! <loAvn, 
fates ! Have avc not lliis^n here 1 iw 

Host. Goo<l Captain Peesel. bt' quiet ; it is 
vciy late, i’ faith. 1 beseek you now, aggra- 
A’ato 3’()ur choler. 

Pi-st. These bo good humours, indeed I 
Shall ]>aek-hor.ses, 

And holIoAv j.anipcr’tl ja<les of Asia, 

Which cjinnot go but thirty miles a day, 
Compai’C with Csesars, and with Cannibals, 
And Tiojan (irecks 1 naj’, ratlier «lamn them 

Avi th 

King Cerl)erns, and let the Avelkin roar. 

Shall Ave fall foul for toys] , 1 :" 

Host. By my troth, captain, these are very 
bitter Avoi’ds. 

Bard. Be gone, good ancient : this Avill 
grow to a brawl anon. 

Pist. Die men like dogs; give croAvns like 
pins. IJaAc we not Hiren liere ] 

Host. On my Avord, captain, there ’s none 
such liere. What the good-year ! do you think 
I would d(‘ny her] for (fod’s sake, he quiet. 

Pist. ’riien feed, ami be fat, my fair Cali- 
polis. i*> 

Come, give ’s some sack. 

Bi fortutie me torniente, sperato me contente . — 
Fear avc broadsides] no, let the fiend give 
fire : 

Give me some sack ; and, SAveet-heart, lie 
thou there. \_Lnyin(j down his sword. 
Come Ave to full points heic, and are et 
ceAeras nothing ] 

P'nl. Pistol, I Avould be quiet. 

Pist. Sweet knight, I kiss thy neif. What ! 
we have seen the seven stai's. 

Doll. For God’s .sake, thrust him doAvn- 
.staii's ! I cannot endure such a fustian 
luscal. If’ 

Pist. Thrust liim doAvn-staii’s 1 know avc 
not Galloway nags ? 

Fal. Quoit him down, Bardolph, like a 
shove-groat shilling : nay, an lie do nothing 
but speak nothing, he shall be nothing here. 
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Bard. Coma, got j'ou down-stairs. 

JPvtl WJj.it ! sliull we have incision ? shai 
wo imbi-ue? — 

[ASinafc/iiiiff up hi^s sirortf. 
Tlien, doatli, rock me asleep, abridge my 
lolefnl day.s ! 

Why tlien, Jet grievous, ghastly, gaping 
wonnd.s 

Untwine tlie Si-sters Tliree ! Come, Atropos. 
I say ! ’ jw 

Ilotft. Here ’s goodly .stuff toward ! 

Bal. Give mo my rapiotr, boy. 

Boil. I pray thee, .lack, 1 pi'iiy thee, do 
not draw. 

Bai. Get yon down-stairs. i^Dra/chjtf/. 

/lost. Here ’,s a goodly tutuuJt ! I ’ll for- 
swear keeping hoiust*, afore f ’ll be in the.se 
fcirrits and lriglit.s. So ; murder, I warrant 
now. — Ala.s, ala.s ! put up your naked 
weaiions ; put up your naked weapon.s. 

\K'.(cn)il Bardolpu mid Pistol. 
Doll. £ pr.ay thee, .lack, b(v quiet : the 
rjiacal is gone. Ah I you whoreson little 
valiiint villain, you. itio 

Ho»t. Are you not hurt ir the groin 1 mo- 
thought, he made a .shrewd thrust at your 
belly. 

Re-enter Bahdolpii. 

Fal. Have you turm'd him out o’ (lorn’s 1 
Bard. Yes, .sir ; the rascal ’s drunk. You 
have hurt him, sir, in the shoulder. 

Fal. A I’ascal, to brav'e irie! 

Doll. Ah, you sweet little rogue, you ! 
Alas, poor ap(?, how thou sweat st ! (;omo, 
let me wipe thy face -come on, you whore- 
son chop.s. — Ah, vogue ! i’ faith, X love thee. 
Thou art as valorous as Hector of Troy, 
worth live of Agamemnon, and ten times 
lietter than the Niue Worthies. Ah, vil- 
lain 1 222 j 

F(d. A rascally slave ! I will toss the 
rogue in a blanket. 

DoU. Do, if thou darest for thy heart : if 
thou dost, I ’ll canviLss the.e between a pair 
of sheets. 

Enter Mnslc. 

Page. The music is come, sir. 

F(d. Let them play. — Play, sirs. — Sit on 
my knee, Doll. — A rascal bragging slave ! 
the rogue fled from me like quicksilver. i-so 
Doll. I’ fjiith, and thou followedsb him like 
a church. Thou whoi’e.son little tidv liar- 
tholomew boar-pig, when wilt thou leave 
fighting o’ days, and foining o’ nights, and 
begin to patch up thine old body for 
heaven ? 


Enter behind, Prhtce Henry and PoiNS, 

, disguised like Drawers. 

Fal. Peace, good Doll ! do not speak like 
a dejith’s-hcad : do not bid me remember 
mine end. 

Ddll. Sirmh, what humour is the prince 
of? 

Fal. A good sliallow young fellow : lu?- 
would Inivc made a good pantler, ,he would 
have chijjped bread well. m 

Doll. They .say, Poins 1ms a good wit. 

Fal. He a good wit? hang him, baboon! 
his wit is as thick as 1’ewfcsbui’y mustard : 
tlu*re is no more conceit in him, than is in a. 
null let. 

Doll. Why does the inince love him so, 
then ? 

Ifal. Iiecau.se their legs are both of a big- 
ness : and he l>lay.s at quoits well ; and esits 
conger and fennel ; and drinks off candle.s’ 
ends for Ihip-dragons ; an<l rides the wild 
mare with the boys; and jumps upon joint- 
stools ; and swears with a good grace ; and 
W'cars his boot very smooth, like unto the 
lign of the leg ; and breeds no bate with 
telling of discreet stories ; and such other 
gambol faculties he has, tluit .show a weak 
mind and an able body, for the “which the 
prince admits him : for the jji’ince himself is 
such another ; the weight of a hair will turn 
the scales between their avoirdujx^is. 

P. Hen. Would not this mive of a wheel 
lave his e.ar.s cut off? * ' aw 

Poins. Let ’s Ijoiit him before his whore. 

P. Hen. Look, whether the withered cldef* 
liath not his poll clau’ed like a paiTot. 

J*oins. Is it not strange, that devire should 
so many years outlive performance? 

Fal. Kiss me, Doll. 

P. Hen. Saturn and Venus this year in 
conjunction ! what says the almanac to that ? 

Poins. And, look, whether the fiery Trigon, 
his man, be not lisping to his master’s old 
tiibUjs, his note-book, his couirsel-keeper. 2*1 

Fal. ’Phou dost give me flattering busses. 

Doll. Nay, truly ; I kiss thee witli a most, 
constant heart. 

Fal. T am old, I am old. 

Doll. I love thee better than I love e’er a. 
scurvy young boy of them all. 

Fal. Whs* stuff wilt thou have a kirtle 
of? I shall receive money on Thursday;, 
thou shalt have a c.uj> to-morrow. A merry 
song ! come : it grows late ; we ’ll to be(l. 
Thou ’It forget me, when I am gone. 

Doll. .By my treth, thou ’It set me a-weep- 
ing, an thou 8*^v’st .so : prove that ever I dress 
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myself handsome till thy return. — W ell, 
hearken the end. 

Fal. Some sack, Francis ! 

P. Han., Poiiis. Anon, anon, sir. 

\ A flvaitcing. 

Pul. Ha ! a bastard son of the king’s. — 
And art not thou Poins his brother 1 

P. Ihn. Why, thou globe of sinful conti- 
nents, what a life dost thou Icful ! 

Fal A better than thou I am a gentle- 
man ; thou art a drawer. 

2\ lien. Very true, sir ; and I come to 
draw you out by the eara. 

//oitf. O, the Lord ineserve thy good grace ! 
by iny ii'oth, welcome to London. — Now, the 
Loi’d bless th,^t sw<.H!t face of thine! O Jesu I 
are you come from Wales ? 

Ful Tliou Avhoreson mad (iompound of 
majesty, — by this light llesh and corrupt 
blood, thou art welcome. 

[./■'/actny /m hand upon Doll. 
Doll. How, you fat fool ? 1 scorn you. .'i"2 

Poim. My lord, lie will drive you out of 
your revenge, and turn all to a merriment, 
if you Like not tho heat. 

P. lien. You whoreson candle-mine, you, 
how vilely did you speak of me even now, 
Ijtd'orc this honest, virtuous, civil gentle- 
woman ? *' 

float. God’s blessing of your good heart ! 
and so she is, by my troth. sio 

Fal. Didst thou hear me 1 
P. Ileii- Yes; and you knew me, sis you 
did, when you ran away by Gadshill : you 
knew I was at your back, and spoke it on 
purpose to try my patienci?. 

Fal. No, no, no ; not so ; I did not think 
thou wast within hearing. 

P. lien. I shall drive you, then, to confess 
. the wilful abuse ; and then I know how to 
handle you. 

Fal. No abuse, Hal, on mine honour ; no 
abuse. 

P. lien. Not ! to dispr-nise me, and call 
me jwintler, and bread-chipper, and I know 
not what 1 sai 

Fal. No abuse, Hal. 

Pohis. No abuse ! 

Fal. No abuse, Ned, i’ the world : hone.st 
Ned, none. I dispraised him before the 
wicked, that the wicked might not fall in 
love with him ; — in which doing^I have done 
the part of a careful friend, and a true sub- 
ject, and thy father is to give me thanks for 
it. ^ No abuse, Hal ; — none, Ned, none ; — no, 
jlYaith, boys, none. a-w 

P. Hen. See now, whether pare fear, and 
entire cowardice, doth* not intake thee wrong 
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this virtuous gentlewoman to close with us f 
Is she of the wicked ? Is thine hostess here 
of the wicked ? Or is the boy of the wicked 1 
Or hone.st Bardolpli, whoso zeal burns in his 
nose, of the wicked ( 

Poim. Answer, thou dead elm, answer. 
Fal. The tieml hath pi’ieked down Bar- 
dolj)h irrecoverable ; and his face is Lucifei‘’s 
privy-kitchen, where ho doth notlung but 
roast maltworms. For the boy, — there is a 
good angel at)out him, but the devil outbids 
him too. 34Z 

P. Hen. For tho women ? 

Fal. For one of them, she is in hell already, 
and burns poor souls. For the other, 1 owe 
her money, and whethei* she bt* damned for 
that, I know 7iot, 

Host. No, 1 w.'irrant you. 

Fal No, 1 think thou art not ; I think, 
thou art quit for that. Marry, there is 
another indictment upon thee, for sulforing 
flesh to bo eaten in thy house, contrary to 
the law ; for tJie which, I think, thou wilt 
howl. Ma 

Host. All victrallers do so : what’s a joint 
of mutton or two in a whole Lent 1 
P. Hen. You, gentlewoman, — 

Doll. What says your grace '? 

Fal His grace says that which his flesh 
rebels agaiiLst. [Knockint/ heard. 

Host. Who knocks so loud at door \ look 
to the door there, Francis. »•.> 

Filter Pkto. 

F. Hen. Peto, how now ? wliat news ? 

Peto. The king your father is at West- 
minster ; 

And there are twenty wt'ak and wearied 
] »<)sts 

Come fnun the north : and, as I came along,, 

I mid, and overtook, a dozen caj>tains, 

Bare - lieaded, sweating, knocking at the 
taverns, 

And asking every one for Sir Johu FalstatF. 

P. Hen. By ileaven, Poins, I feel me much 
to blann‘, 

So idly to profane the precious time, set 

When tempest of commotion, like the south, 
Borne with black vapour, doth begin to molt. 
And drop uj)on onr baix; unarmed heads. 

Give me my sword and cloak. — Falstalf, good 
night. 

[Fxe/ant Prince Henky, Poins, Peto, 

and Bahooliui. 

Fal. Now comes in the sweetest inorael of 
the night, and we must hence, .and leave it 
unpicked. Acttrt/.] IMore knock- 

ing at the door 1 
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Jie-entcr Babcolfii. 

How now ( what ’s tlie matter 1 

Bard. Y(.)u must away to court, sir, pre- 
sently ; 

A (lozou cajttaius stay at door for you. 

Fitl. [To thfi Pay the musicians, 

sirrah. — Farowx*ll, lioste.ss ; — farewell, Doll. 
You see, my good wenches, how men of 
merit are sought aft«;r : the undeserver may 
sleep, when the man of action is called on. 
Farewell, good wcuiches. If 1 bo* not sent 
away post, 1 will see you again i-re J go. 

Dull. 1 cannot speak ; — if my heart be not 


r<*ady to burst, — well, sweet Jack, have a 
care of thyself. 

F((/. Farewell, farewell. 

[D.ce/rjiH Falstaff aurl BAKDOnPII. 
//out. Well, fare thee well : 1 have known 
thee these twenty-nine years, come peascod- 
time-; but an honoster, and truer-hearted 
man, — w'ell, fai’e thee well. 

Btml. [Within.^ Mistress Tear-sheet,- - aw 
/lost. What ’s the matter ? fl 
/idl'd. [Within. ~\ Bid Mistress Tear-sheet 
come to my master. 

//otst. O 1 run, Doll, run ; run, good Doll. 

[/ixeiint. 


ACT 

Scene I. — A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Kiin/ TIenky in hin ni(jhl-(jon'u, V'ith a 

/'(oje, 

/{. Urn. fJo, call the Karls of Surrey and 
of Warwick : 

But, eve they come, bid them o’er-read these 
letters, 

And well consider of them. ]\Eako good 
speed. [Exit /'age. 

How many thousands of my poorest subjects 
Are at this hour asleej) ! — O sleej) ! O gentle 
sleep ! 

Nature’s soft nur.se, liow have I frighted 
thee. 

That thou no more wilt weigh my eyelids 
down. 

And steep ray senses in forgetfulness 1 
Why rather, sleep, liest thou in smoky cribs. 
Upon uuea.sy pallets stretching thee, lo 

And hush’d with buzzing night-flies to thy 
slumber, 

Than in the pei’furnM cliambers of the great, 
Under the canopies of costly state. 

And lull’d with sound.s,of sweete.st imdody? 

O thou <lull god I why liest thou with tlie 
vile. 

In loathsome beds, and leav’st the kingly 
couch, 

A watcli-case, or a common ’larum bell ? 

Wilt thou u])on the high and giddy mast. 

Seal uj) the ship-boy’s eyes, and rock his 
brains 

In cradle of the rude imperious surge, 20 
And in the visitation of the winds. 

Who take the ruffian billows by the top, 
Curling their monstrous heads, and hanging 
them 

With deafning clamours in the slipjiery 
clouds, 


I J L 

I ’riiat with the hurly death itself awakes 1 
; Canst thou, O partial sleep ! give thy reimse 
i To the wet sea bov in an hour so rude ; 

And in the calmest and most stille.st night, 

I With all ap])luinces and im*ans to boot, 

•Deny it to a king? 'J'heii, happy low, lie 
dow'n ! an 

Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown. 

j Enter Wauwick and SuRi^v. 

War. Many good morrows to yoM* majesty ! 
K. lien. Is it good morrow, lords ? 

I Tar. ’T is one o’clock, and past. 

A". lien. Why then, good moiTOw to you 
all, my lords. 

Have you read o’cii* the lottci*s that I sent 
you ? 

irur. We have, my liege. 

/\. Hen. Then you perceive, the body of 
j our kingdom 

How foul it is ; what rank diseases grow. 
And with what danger, near the heait of it. 

War. It is but as a body yet distompci‘’d, -a 
Wliich to his former sti*ength may be re- 
I .stor’d. 

With good advice, and little medicine. 

My Lord Northumberland will soon be cool’d. 
E. Ile^i. O God ! that one might read the 
book of fate. 

And see the revolution of the times 
Make mountains level, and the continent, 
Weary of solid firmness, melt itself 
Into the sea ! and, other times, to see 
The beachy j^^’dle of the ocean eo 

Too wide for Neptune’s hips ; how chances 
mock, 

And changes fill the cup of alteration 
With divers liquors ! O, if this were seen. 

The happiest 'youth, viewing his progress 
through,^ • 
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What pei’ils past, what crosses to ensue, 
Would shut the book, aiul sit him down .and 
die. 


T i.s not ten years gone, 

Since Richai’d and Northumberland, great 
friends. 

Did feast together, and in two years after 
Were they at wars : it i.s but eight yeai's, 
since 

This Perc^was the man imai’est my soul ; 
Who like a brother toil’d u my affidrs. 

Ami laid his love and life under my foot : 
Yea, for my sake, even to the eyes of 
Richard 

(hive him defiance. But which of you was 


[I'o Warwick. ] (You, cousin Nevil, as I may 
remember,) 

When Richard, with his eye brimful of teaix. 
Then check’d and rated by Northumberland, 
Did sj)eak these words, now 2 )rov’d a |>ro- 
phecy 1 «» 

“ Northumberland, thou ladder, by the which 
My cousin Bolingbroke ascends my throne;” — 
Though then, God knows, I had no such in- 


tent, 


But that necessity so bow’d the state. 

That 1 ami greatness were comtiell’d to ki.sa 
The tirfll shall come,” thus did he folloAv it, 
“ The time will come, that foul sin, gathering 
head, 

Shall break into corruption : ” — .so went on. 
Foretelling this .same time’.s condition. 

And the division of our amity. 

]Vur. There is a hi.story in all men’s lives, 
Figuring the nature of the tltnes deceas’il ; si 
The which oV)serv’d, a man may proplu^sy. 
With a ijear aim, of the main chance of 
things 

As yet not come to life, which in their seeds. 
Ami weak beginnings, lie intreasured. 

Such things become the hatch and brood of 
time ; 

Ami, by the necessary form of this, 

King Richard might create a perfect guess. 
That great Northuinljerlaiul, then false to 
him. 

Would, of that seed, grow to a greater false- 
ne.ss, p.» 

Which should not find a ground to root upon. 
Unless on you. 

K. Urn. Aj'e these things tlt||^ nece.ssities 1 
Then let us meet them like nec^ities ; 

And that same word' even now cries out on 


us. 

They say, the bi.shop and Northumberland 
Are fifty thousand strong. 

War. Lb cannot be, my lord : 




Rumour doth double, like the voice and licho, 
The numbers of the fear’d. — Plejiso it your 
grace 

'I’o go to bed ; u]>on my life, my lord. 

The powers that you already have sent forth. 
Shall bring this jjrize in very easily. i'>i 

To comfort you the more, I have receiv’d 
-A certain instmico that (irlemlower is dead. 
Your maje.sty hatli been this fcatuight ill, 
And these unseason’d hours, perforce, must 
fttld • 

Unto your sickness. 

Ji. I will take vour counsel : 

And were these inward wars once out of 
hand. 

We would, dear lords, unto the Holy T^and. 

\^Kx4‘.xint. 


Scene II. — Court before Justice Shallow’s 
House in Glostershire. 

Enter Shallow and Silence, nn^etiny ; 
Mouldy, Shadow, Wart, Feeble, Bull-calf, 
and Sf'i’vn n ts, heh in d. 

ShaK Come on, come on, come on, sir ; 
give me your han*l, .sir, give me your hand, 
sir : an early stirrer, by the rood. And how 
tloth my good cousin Silence t 

Sif. Good moiTOw, good cousin Shallow. 

67ial. And how doth my cousin, your bed- 
fellow ? and your fairest daughter, and mine, 
my god-daughter Ellen I 

Mil. Alas ! a black ousel, cousin Shallo'W'. 

S/ial. By yea .ami nay, .sir, I dare say, my 
cousin William is become a good scholar. 
He is at Oxford, still, is he not ? n 

Mil. Indeed, sir ; to my cost. 

M/tal. He must then to the inns of court 
shortly. I was once of Clement’s Inn ; where, 
I think, they will tsilk of mad Shallow yet. 

Mil. You were called lusty Shallow then, 
cousin. 

Mhal. By the mass, 1 was called anything ; 
ami I would have done anything, indeed, and 
roundly too. There was I, and little John 
Doit of Staffordshire, tuid black George Bare, 
and Francis Pick bone, and Will Squele, a 
Cotswold man ; you had not four such awinge- 
bucklers in all the inns of court again : .and, 
1 may say to you, w^e knew where the bona- 
robas were, and had the best of them all at 
commandment. Then was Jack F.dstafl', now 
Sir .lohn, a boy, and 2 >age to Thomas Mow- 
bray, Duke of Nortolk. 

Mil. This Sir John, cousin, that comes hither 
anon about soldiers ? " 
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Shal. The same Sir John, the very same. 
1 saw him hrt'ak Skogaii's head at the court 
gfate, when he was a crack, not thus hi^jli : 
and the vi iy .same day did I tight with one 
Sampson Stockilsh, a fruiterer, behind Gmy’s 
Inn. Jesn I Jesu ! the mad days that I 
have spent ! ami to .see how many of mine old 
ncqnaintance are dead ! 

Sih We shall all follow, cousin. 

Certain, ’t is certain ; very sure, very 
.sure : <leath, as tin? P.sa]mist .safth, is certain 
to all ; all .shall die. How a good yoke of 
bullocks at Stamford fair ? 

Truly, cousin, T was not there. '»'» 
IShal. Death is certain.— Is old Double of 
your town Imng yet I 
/SV/. Dead, .sir. 

SJkiI. Jesu ! Jesu ! dead ! — he drew a good 
bowj — and dead ! — he shot .a fine shoot: — 
Jolm of Gaunt loved him well, and betted 
much money on his head. Dead ! — he would 
have clap2)ed in the clout at twelve score ; and 
oan’ied you a forehand shaft a fourteen and 
fourteen anti a half, that it wouhl have done 
a man's heart good to .see.— How a score of 
ewt‘.s now ] ») 

Sil. Thereafter a.s they bo ; a score of good 
owes may be worth ten jwunds. 

Hhal.. And is old Double dead ? 

Sil. Hei*e come two of Sir John Falstafi‘’s 
men, as I think. 

Enter Bardolpii, and one v)ith him. 

Bard. Good morrow, honest gentlemen. 

I be.seecli you, Avhich is Justice Shallow? 

/S'hal. I am Robert ►Shallow, sir ; a poor 
esquire of this county, and one of the king’s 
ju-stices of the peace. What is your good 
pleasure with me ? •» 

Bard. My captsiin. sir, commends him to 
you; my captain. Sir John Fahstaff : a tall gen- 
tleman, by Heaven, and a most gallant leader. 

Shal. He gn.*ets me^well, sir : f knew him 
a good backsword man. How doth the good 
knight ? may I ask, how my lady his wife 
<loth ? 

Bard. Sir, pardon ; a .sohlier is better ac- 
commodated than with a wife. 

Shal. It is well said, in faith, sir ; and it is 
well .said indeed too. Bettor accommodated ! 
— it is good ; yea, indeed, is it : good phrases 
are surely, and ever were, very commendable. 
Accommo«lated ! it comes of nccommodo : very 
good ; a good jJirase. 

Bard, Pardon me, sir ; I have heard the 
word. Phrase, call you it ? By this good 
day, I know not the phrase : but I will 
maintain the word with my sword to be a 


soldier-like word, and a woi*d of exceeding 
good comniaiul, by Heaven. Accommodated; 
that is, when a man is, as they say, accom- 
modated ; or, when a man is, — being,-^where- 
by, — he may be thought to be accommodated, * 
which is an excellent thing. si 

* Enter Falstaff. 

Shd. It is very Just. — I^ook, here comes 
good Sir John.— Give mo you^good hand, 
give me your worship’s good hand. By my 
troth, you like well, and bear your years very 
well; welcome, good Sir John. 

Fnl. i am glad to see you w'ell, goo<l Mastei- 
Robcu’t Shallow'. — Master Sure-card, as I 
think. 

Shal. No, Sir John ; it is nly cousin Silence, 
in commission with me. 

t'al. Good Master Silence, it well betits 
you should be of the peace. oi 

Sil. Your good worship is welcome. 

Fal. Fie! this is hot weather.- • Gentlenmn, 
have you jn'ovided mo Ixire half a dozen suf- 
ficient men. 

Shal. Marry, have wo, sir. Will you sit ? 

Fal. Let me sec them, 1 beseech you. 

Shal. Where ’s the roll ? where ’s th<i roll ? 
where 's the lolI ? — lA=!t mo see, IqJ^mo see, let 
me sec : so, so, so, so. Yea, nflrry, sir 
Raljih Mouldy ! — let thein .‘ijqiear as I call ; 
let tliein do so, let them do so. — Let mo see; 
where is Mouldy ? i'>i 

Maul. Hero, an it please you. 

Shal. What think you. Sir John? a good- 
limbed fellow; young, strong, and of good 
friends, • 

Fal. Is thy name Mouldy ? 

Moul, Yea, an it please yoti. 

Fnl. 'T is the more time thou wert used. 

Shal. Ha, ha, ha ! most excellent, i’ faith ! 
things tliat are numldy lack use : very sin- 
gular good !~- Iu faith, well said, Sir John ; 
vtfry well said. no 

Fal. [To Shallow.] Prick him. 

Movl. I was pricked well enough before, 
an you could have let me alone ; my old dame 
will be undone now, for one to do her hus- 
bandry, and her diudgery. You need not to 
have jiricked me ; theie are other men fitter 
to go out than I. 

Fal. Go to ; peace, Mould}' ! you shall go. 
Mouldy, it i|[ time you were spent. 

Moul. SjJent ! 

Shal. Peace, fellow, peace ! stand aside : 
know you wliere you are ? — For the other, 
Sir John : — let me see. — Simon Shadow ! 122 

Fnl. Yea, marry, let me have him to sit 
under : he 's like to bo a cold soldier. 
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Hind. Where ’s Shadow '( 

Shad. Here, sir. 

F(d. Shadow, whoso son art thou 1 
Hhad. My mother’s son, sir. 

Fal. Tliy mother’s son ! like oiongh ; and 
thy father’s shadow : so the son of the female 
is the shadow of the male ; it is often so, 
indeed ; but not of the father’s substance. i:« 
HIwil. .Do you like him. Sir John 1 
Fal. ShadJjw will serve for summer, — prick 
him ; for we nave a number f shadows to fill 
uj} the mustcr-bo(jk. 

Shal. Thomas Wart ! 

Fal. Where ’siw‘1 
Wart. Here, sir. 

Fal. Is thy name Wart 1 no 

Wart. Ycix, sir. 

Fid. ’riiou art a very ragged wart. 

Shid. Shall I ])rick him, Sir John'! 

Fal. It were supevHuous, for hLs apparel is 
built upon his back, and the whole frame 
.stands upon pins ; pi'ick him no more. 

Shal. Ha, ha, ha ! — you can <lo it, sir ; 
you can do it : I connueud you well. — Francis 
Fecbh? ! 

F(‘i‘. Hei’e, sir. 

Fal. What trade art thou. Feeble 1 iso 
Fue. A Amman’s tailoi-, sir. 

Shal. SImI 1 prick him, sir 1 
Fal. You may ; but if ho hatl been a man’s 
tjiilor, he would hav(} ]>rickfnl you. — Wilt thou 
make as many holes in an enemy’s battle, as 
thou h.ast don(< in a woman’s petticoat 1 

Fee. I will do my good will, sir : you can 
have no more. 

Fal. W'ell said, good woman’s tailor ! well 
said, coui’Jigeous Feeble ! TIiou wilt bo as va- 
liant as the,wr.athful dove, or most magnani- 
mous mouse. — I’rick the woman’# tailor. 
Well, Master Shallow, deep Master Shallow. 
Fee. 1 would Wart might have gone, sir. 
Fal, I would thou wort a man’s tailor, that 
thou mightst mend him, and make him fit tb 
go. I cannot put him to a private soldiex’, 
that is the leader of so many thou.sands : let 
that suffice, most forcible Feeble. 

Fee. It shall suffice, sir, 

Fal. I am bound to th6e, reverend Feeble. 

— Who is next ? m 

Shal. Peter Bull-calf of the green ! 

F d. Yea, marry, let us .see Bull-calf. 

Bull. Here, sir. ^ 

Fal. ’Fore God, a likely fellow! — Come, 
prick me Bull-calf till he roar again. 

Bull. O Lord ! good my lord captain, — 

Fal. What, dost thou I’oar befoi’e thou art 
pricked ? 

Bidl. 0 Lord ! sir, I am a dmeased man. 
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Fal. What disease hast thou 7 i^o 

Bull. A whoreson cold, sir ; a cough, sir ; 
which 1 cjiught with ringing in the king’s 
affairs, upon his coronation day, sir. 

Fal. (Jomn, thou shalt go to the wars in a 
gown ; we will have away thy cold ; and I 
will take such ord(*r, that thy friends shall 
ring for thee. —Is here all I 

Shal. Here is two more called than your 
number ; you must have but fouj* here, 
sir; — and so, I pray yon, go in with me to 
dinner. 

Fal. Come, T will go drink with you, but I 
cannot tariy dinniu*. 1 am glad to .see ymu, 
by my ti'oth, Master Shallow. iw 

Shal. O, Sir .John, do you remember since 
■we lay all night in the windmill in Saint 
George’s fields! 

Fal. No more of that, good blaster Shallow., 
no more of that. 

Shal. Ha, it was a merry night. And is 
Jane Night-work alive I 

Fal. She lives. Master Shallow. 

Shal. She nev(;r could away with me. 2 ix» 
Fal. Never, never : she would always say, 
she could not abide M aster Shallow'. 

Shal. By the mass, 1 could anger her to 
the heart. She was then a bona-rolxi. Doth 
she hold her own well ? 

Fal. Old, old. Master Shallow. 

Shal. Nay, she inu.st be old ; she cani'sot 
choose but be old ; certain she ’s old, and had 
Robin Night-work by old Night-w'oi’k l)eforc 
I came to Clement’s Inn. -i- 

Sil. That ’s fifty-five years ago. 

Shed. Ha, cousin Silence, that thou liadst 
seen that that this knight and I have seen! 
— Ha, Sir John, s:i id I well I 

Fal. have heard the chimes at mid- 
night, Master Shallow. 

Shal. That we have, that we have, that wo 
have ; in faith, Sir John, wo h.ave. Our 
watchword was, “ Hem^ boys ! ” — Come, let ’s 
to dinner ; come, let’s to dinner. — O, the days 
that we have seen ! — Come, come. 223 

\Exenut Falstaff, Shallow, and 

Silence. 

Bull. Good Master cov])orato Bardolph, 
stand my friend, and here is four Harry ten 
shillings in French crowns for you. In very 
truth, dr, I had as lief be hanged, sii‘, as go : 
and yet, for mine own part, sir, I do not care ; 
but rather, because 1 am unwilling, and, for 
mine own part, have a desire to stay with my 
friemls : else, sir, I did not care, for mine own 
part, so much. 

Bard. Go to ; stand aside. 

Mold: And good master corixu’al captain. 
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for my old daino's sake, stand my friend : she 
lias nohr.(ly to do anything about her, when I 
am gone ; and she is ohl, and cannot help her- 
self. You sliall have forty, sir. 

(tO to ; stand aside. 

/Vv'. Ry my troth, I cai-e not ; a man can 
(lie but once ; — we owe God a death. I ’ll 
ne'er bear a base mind ; — an ’t be my destiny, 
so ; an ’t be not, so. No man ’s too good to 
serve his prince ; an let it go which way it 
will, he that dies this year is (luit for the 
next. 

Bard. Well said ; thou art a good fellow. 

Fee. ’Faith, I ’ll bear no base mind. 

Re-enter and Justices. 

Fal. Come, sir, which men shall I have ? 

Shal. Kour, of which you [dease. 

Bard. Sir, a word with you. — I have three 
pound to free Mouldy and Ihill-calf. 

Fa!. Go to ; well. 3 v» 

Bha!. Come, Sir John, whiph four will you 
have 1 

Fal. Do you choose for mo. « 

Slat!. jNliirry then, — -^Mouldy, Bull-calf, 
Feeble, and Shadow. 

Fa!. Mouldy, and Bull-calf : for you. 
Mouldy, stay at home till you are past service : 
— and, for your part. Bull-calf, grow till you 
come into it : I will none of you. 

Sha!. Sir John, Sir John, do not yourself 
wi’ong. They are your likeliest men, and I 
would have you served with the best. sei 

Fa!. Will you tell me, Master Shallow, how 
to choose a man t Care I for the limb, the 
thewes, the stature, l.>ulk, and big assembjance 
of a man ? (rive me the spirit. Master 
Shallow. — Here ’s Wart; — you see what a 
ragged appearance it is : he shall charge you, 
and discharge you, with the motion of a pew- 
terer’s hammer; come off, and on, swifter than 
he that gibbet.s-on the brewer’s bucket. And 
this .same half-fitccd fellow. Shadow, — ^givemc 
tliis man : he presents no mark to the enemy; 
the foeman may with as great aim level at the 
edge of a penknife. And, for a retreat,— 
how swiftly will this Feeble, the woman’s 
tailor, run off ! O, give me the spare men, and 
spare me the great ones. — Put me a caliver 
into Wart’s hand, Bardoljdi. 

Ban/. Hold, Wart, traverse ; thus, thus, 
thtrs. 

Fa!. (Jome, manage me your caliver. So : 
— very well go to : — veiy good : — exceed- 
ing gocnl.- give me always a little, lean, 
old, chapped, bald shot. — Well .ssdd, i’ faith. 
Wart: thou ’rt a good .scab; hold, there’s a 
tester for thee. aw 


S/uil. Ho is not his craft’s master, he doth 
not do it right. I remember at Mile End 
Green, (when T lay at Clement’s Inn,) I was 
then Sir Dagonet in Arthur’s .show, there 
was a little quiver fellow, and he would 
manage you Ins piece thus : and he would 
about, and alxmt, and come you in: “rah, 
tail, tall,” would lie say ; “ bounce,” would he 
say ; and away again would he go, and again, 
would he come. — I shall never see such a 
fellow. 291 

Fal. The.se fellows will dp well. Master 
Shallo,w. — God ke(^j) you. Master Silence : I 
will not use, many words with you. — Fare 
I you well, gentlemen both : I thank you : I 
' mu.st a dozen mile to-night. — Bardolph, give 
the .soldiem coats. 

Sha!. Sir John, the Lord bless you, and 
God prosper your affairs, and send us jie icc ! 
As you return, visit rny hou.se. Ijet our old 
acquaintance be renewed : jieradventure, f 
will with you to the coui’t. .'wo 

Fa!. ’Fore God, I would you would. 

S/m!. Go to ; I have .spoke at a word. 
Fare you well. 

Fal. Fare you well, gentle gentlemen. 
[Faseuut Siiali.ow and S/lence.] On, Bar- 
dolph ; lead the men away. \F:i-eH/d B.\r- 
DOLPH, Recruits, As I murn, I will 

fetch off these justices : I do see the bottom 
of Justice Shallow. Loi’d, fjOrd, how subject 
we old men are to this vice of lying ! This 
same starved justice hath done nothing but 
prate to me of the wildness of his youth, 
and the feats he hath done about Turnbull 
Street ; and every third word a lie, duer paid 
to the hearer than the Turk’.s tribute. I do 
remember him at Clement’.s Inn, like a man 
made Ulter supper of a cheese-paring : when 
he was naked, he was, for all the Avorld, like 
a forked radish, with a head fantastically 
carved upon it with a knife : he was so for- 
lorn, that his diimmsions to any thick sight 
were invincible : he was the veiy genius of 
famine ; yet lecherous as a monkey, and the 
whores called him — mandrake. He csxme 
ev'cr in the rearward of the fashion, and 
iung those tunes to the overscutched huswives 
that he heard the carmen whistle, and sware 
— they were his fancie.s, or his good-nights. 
And now is this Vice’s dagger become a 
squire, and talks as familiarly of John of 
Gaunt, as if he had been sworn bi’other to 
him; and I’ll bo sworn he never saw him 
but once in the Tilt-yard, and then ho bur.st 
his head, for (Towdiug among the mai'shal's 
men. I .saw it, and told John of Gaunt^ he 
beat his own name > for you might have 
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tiniss’d liiiii, Jiiid all liis apinirel, into an eol- ! but I will uiako him a pliilosophev’.s two 
skill : tlui case of a treble hautboy wiis a ' stones to me. If the younji? ihice bo a bait 
mansion for him, a coui-t ; and now has he for the old pike, I s<‘e no reason in the law 
kind and beeves. Well, I will bo acquainted of nature, but I may siiaj) at him. Let time 
with him, if I return; and it shall go hard, .shape, and there an end. [Exil. 


ACT IV. 


Scene £ — A Fore.st in Yorkshire. 

EnUrr the Archbitshoi) o/York, Mowerav, 
Hastinus, and others. 

A?xh. What is this forest call’d? 

Hunt. ’T is Gualtree Foi-e.st, an ’t shall 
please your grace. 

Arch. Here .staiul, my lords, and .send dis- 
covorens forth, 

To know' the numbers of our cncmio.s. 

llaat. We have sent forth alii'ady. 

A rch. is well done. — 

My friends and brethren in tluf.se great affairs, 
I must accjuaiiit you, that I have receiv’d 
New-dated h-tters from Northumberland; 
Their cold intent, tenor and .snb.stance, thus; — 
Here doth he wish his person, with such 
]iowers 10 

As might hiJd .sortance ivith hi.s quality ; 

The which he could not levy : whereupon 
He is retir’d, to ripe his growing fortunes, 

To Scotland ; and concludes in hearty prayeivs, 
That your attemjits may oviudive the hazard 
And fe.arful meeting of their opjiosite. 

Mvu'b. Thu.s do the ho[*e.s we have in him 
toucli ground, 

And da.sh tliem.sclves to piece.s. 

• Enter a Messenijer. 

Jfast. Now', wh* news? 

A[css. West of thi.s forest, scaicely off a 
mile, 

In goodly form comes on the enemy : 20 

And, by the ground they hide, I judge their 
number 

Upon, or near, the rate of thirty thousand. 

Afoinb. The just proportion that we gave 
them out. , 

Let us sway on, and face them in the field. 

Enter W estmor eland. 

Arch. What well-appointed hjader fronts 
us here? ♦ 

Aloiob. I think it is my Lord of Westmore- 
land. 

West. Health and fair greeting from our 
general, | 

The prince. Lord John and Huke of Lan- i 
caster^ • • i 


I Arch. Bay mi, my Lo)-d of Westmoreland, 
m peace, 

Wliat tloth concern vour coming I 

West. 'I'lien, my lord, 

Unto your grace do I in child address .tt 
The substance of my .sjteech. If that rebel- 
I lion 

Came like itself, in busi' and abjc'ct routs, 

I Led on by bloody youth, guanled w ith rage, 

' And countenanc’d by boys, and beggary ; 

' I say, if damn’d commotion so appear'd, 

' In his true, natii'e, and most proper .shape, 

. You, reverend father, and these noble lords, 

; Had not been here, to dress the ugly form 
Of base and bloody insurrection i" 

With vour fair l.onours. You, lord arch- 

*/ ^ 

bisho]>. 

Whose see is by a civil peace maintain’d ; 
Whose beard the silver hand of ]ieace hath 
touch’d ; 

Whose learning and good letters peace hath 
tutor’d ; 

Whose white ini'estments figure innocence, 
Tlie dove aiul very b]e.ssed spirit of jicace ; 
AV^herefore do you so ill translate yourself, 
Out of the speech of peace, that bears such 
grace. 

Into the harsh and boi.stcrous tongue of war? 
Turning your books to graies, your ink to 
blood, 5 » 

Your }>en.s to lance.s, and your tongue divine 
To a loud trunqiet, and a point of war t 

Arch. Wherefore do 1 this? — so the que.s- 
tion stands. 

IJrielly to this end : — ive are all diseas’d ; 

And, with our surfeiting, and wanton hours, 
Have brought ouivselves into a burning fever, 
And w'e must bleed for it : of which disease 
Our late king, Richard, being infected, died. 
But, my most noble liord of Westmoreland, 

I take not on me here as .a jihysician, <» 

Nor do I, as an en(>my to peace. 

Troop in the throngs of military men ; 

But, rather, show awhile like fearful war. 

To diet rank minds, sick of hapjiiness, 

And purge the obstructions, wdiich begin to 
stop 

Our very veins of life. Hear me more plainly. 

I have in equal balance justly weigh’d 
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wron<,^ otir arms may do, what wrongs 
wc suHer, 

And find our giiofs Jieavier tlian our offences. 
We sec wfiich way tJie stream of time doth 
run, 

An<l arc enforc’d from our most quiet sphere 
I{y the rough torrent of occasioii ; 

Aial liave the summary of all our griefs. 
When time shall serve, to show in articles, 
Wiiich, long ere this, ■we offer’d,to tiie king. 
And might by no suit gain our au.(lience. 
When we are wiong’d, and would unfold our 
griefs. 

We are denied access unto his pei-son. 

Even by those men that most ^have done uf 
wi'ong. 

The dangers of the <lays but newly gone, i? 
Whose memory is wiatlen on the earth 
With yet-appearing Iilood, and the e.xauiplcs 
Of cveiy minute’s instance, }>resent now'. 
Have put us in these ill-beseeming arms ; 

Not to break peace, or any branch of it. 

But to cstfiblish here a peace indeed, 
Concurring both in name and (piality. 

West. When ever yet nvas your appeal 
lenied 1 

. Wherein have you been galled by tlie king? 
Wliat peer hath been suborn’d to grate on 
you, w* 

That you should seal this lawless bloody book 
Of forg’d rebellion with a seal divine, 

And consecrate eouimotion’s bitter edge t 
Arch. My brother geueml, the common- 
weal tli, 

To brother born an household cruelty, 

I make my quairel in particular. 

West. Tlierc is no nee<l of any such redress; 
Or, if there were, it not belongs to you. 

Mowb. Why not to him, in part, and to us 
all, 

That feel the bruises of the days befoi'e, uo 
And suffer the condition of these times 
To lay a heavy and uuccpuil hand 
Upon our honours ? 

West. O ! my good Lord Mowbray, 

Construe the times to their necessities, 

And you shall say indexed, it is the time, 

And not the king, that doth yo\i injuries. 

Yet, for your pjirt, it not apj)ears td rnc. 

Either from the king, or in the present 
time, 

That you should have an inch of any ground 
To build a giaef on. Were you not restor’d 
To all the Duke of Norfolk’s signiories, m 
Your noble and right-wcll-remember’d father’s? 
Mowb. What thing, in honour, had my 
father lost, 

That need td be reviv’d, and breath’d in me ? 


The king, that lov’d him, as the state stood 
then, 

Was, force perforce, oompell’d to banish him: 
And then, that Harry Bolingbroke, and he, < 
Being mounted, and both roused in their 
seats, ' 

Tlnur neighing coursei*s dai'ing of the spxir, 
Their armed staves in charge, their beavers 
:lown, 

’riicir eyes of fire sparkling through sights of 
steel, 

And the loud trum}>et blowing them together ; 
Then, then, w'heu there was nothing could 
have stay’d 

iVly father from the lu'cast of Bolinglu'oke, 

(J ! when the king <lid throw his warder 
down, 

His own life hung upon the staff he threw: 
Then threw he down Jiimself, and all their 
lives. 

That, by indictment, and by dint of sword, 
Have .sinc<^ iniscamed under Bolingbroke. 

West. You speak, Lord Mowbray, now you 
know' not what. 130 

The Eai‘1 of Hereford was reputed then 
In England the most valiant gentleman : 

Who knows, on whom fortune would thcE^ 
have smil’d ? 

But if your father had been victor there. 

He ne'er had borne it out of Coventry ; 

For all the country, in a general voice, 

Cried hate upon him ; and all their prayers, 
and love, 

Were set on Hereford, whom they doted on, 
And bless’tl, and gi’ae’d indeed, more than the 
kiiif^. 

But this is mei'e digression from my purpose. 
Hei'e coj||e I from our princely general, m 
To kno'^your giiefs ; to tell you from his 
grace, 

That lie will give you audience; and wherein 
It shall appear that your demands ai*e just, 
You shall enjoy them ; everytlung set off, 

That might so much as think you enemies. 
Mowb, But he hath forc’d us to coinj)el 
this offer, 

And it proceeds from policy, not love. 

West. Mowbray, you overween, to take it 
so. 

Tliis offer comes fi-om mercy, iiot from fear ; 
For, lo ! witijiu a ken otir army lies, isi 

Upon mine honour, all too confident 
To give admittance to a thought of fear. 

)ur battle is more full of names than yonrs, 
Our men more perfect in the use of arms, 

.)ur armour all as strong, oxir cause the Isest ; 
Then, reason "wills, our hearts should be as 
good : 


224 



Act IV. 


KING HENRY IV.— PART II. 


Scene 1 1. 


Say you not then, our offer is conijKjU’d. 
Mowb, Well, by my will, we shall admit 
no parley. 

• IVeni. That ai’gues but the shame of your 
offence : 

A rotten case abides no handling. 

//ast. Hath the Prince John a full com- 
mission, 

Tn very ample virtue of his father. 

To heaj', and absolutely to d»*termine 
Of what conditions we .‘diall stand upon? 

JFest. That is intended in the genei-al’s 
name. 

1 muse you make so slight a question. 

A 7 X'/k Then take, my IjOrd of Westmore- 
land, this schedule, 

For this contains our general grievances : 
Each several article hei'ein redress’d ; iro 

All luombors of our cause, both here and 
hence. 

That are insinew’d to this action, 

Acquitted by a true substantial form ; 

And piesent execution of our wills 
To us, and to our jJurpos(?s, consign’d ; 

We come within our awful banks again. 

And knit our [lowers to the arm of peace. 

0 Went. This will 1 show the general. I’lease 
you, lords, 

Tn sight of both our battles we may meet : its 
A nd either end in [leace, which God so fmme. 
Or to the phu;e of diUeixince call the swords 
Which must <locide it. 

Arch. My lord, we will do so. 

[IJxtt Westmoreland. 
Momh. There is a thing within my bosom 
tells me. 

That no conditions of our peace can stand. 
Hast. Fear you not that : if we gjfe make 
our pesice . 

Upon such large terms, and so absolute. 

As our conditions shall consist u[X)n, 

Our peace shall stand as firm as rocky moun- 
tains. 

Mowb. Ay, but our valuation shall be such, 
That every slight and fal.se-<ierived cause, lao 
Yea, every idle, nice, and wanton reason, 

Shall to the king taste of this action : 

That, were our royal faiths martyrs in love. 
We shall be winnow’d with so rough a wind. 
That even our coni shall seem as light as 
chaff, , 

And gootl from bad find no jmrtition. 

Arch. No, no, my lord. Note this, — the 
king is weary 

Of dainty and such picking grievances : 

For he hath found, to end one doubt by death. 
Revives two greater in the heirs of life. »» 
Agiid thorefoij^will he wipe hisftables clean 


And keep no tell-tale to his memory, 

That may repeat and history his loss 
To new remembrance. For full well he 
knows, 

He cannot so precisely weed this land, 

As his misdoubts present occasion : 

His foes are so enrooted with his friends, 
That, [ilucking to unfix an enemy. 

He doth luifasten so, and shake a friend. 

So that this land, like an ofi'ensivo wife, aio 
That hath enrag’d him on to offer strokes, 

As he is stinking, holds his infant up, 

And hangs resolv’d correction in the arm 
That was u[)roar’d to execution. 

Hast. IJesiJes, the king hath wasted all his 
rods 

On late otfcndei's, that ho now doth lack 
The very in.struments of chastisement ; 

So that his ptiwer, like to a fangless lion. 

May ofler, but not hold. 

Arch. ’T is very true : 

And therefoie bo as.sur’d, my good lord 
marshal, r-u 

If we do now make our atonement well. 

Our peace will, like a broken limb miited, 
Grow stronger for the breaking. 

Mov:b. Be it so. 

Here is return’d my Lord of Westmoreland. 

Re enter Westmoreland. 

West. The jirinco is here at hand. 
Pleaseth your lordship. 

To meet his grace just distance ’tween our 
armies ? 

Jlowb. Your grace of York, in God’s name 
then, set forward. 

Arch. Before, ;uid greet his grace, my lord : 
we come. l^Exea^it. 


Scene II. — Another Part of the Forest. 

Enter, from one side, JMowbray, the Arch- 
bishop, Ha.stinos, aiul others: from the 
other side, Rrince .John if Lancaster, 
Westmoreland, Officers, and Attendants. 

P. John. You are well encounter’d here, 
my cousin Mowbray. — 

Gootl day to you, gentle lord archbishop ; 
And so to you. Lord Hastings, — and to all. — ■ 
My Lord of York, it better show’d with you. 
When that your flock, assembled by the bell. 
Encircled you, to hear with reverence 
Your exposition on the holy text, 

Than now to see you hero an iron man. 
Cheering a rout of rebels with your dram,' 
Turning the word to sword, and lilo to death. 
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That man, that sita -within a monarch’s heart, 
And l ijwns in the sunshine of his favour, is 
Would he abuse the countenance of the king, 
Alaclf ! what mischiefs might he set abroacli, 
In shadow of such greatness. With you, lord 
bishop, 

It is even so. Who liath not heard it 
spoken. 

How dee 2 iyou were within the books of God? 
To us, the speaker in Ids imrliament ; 

To us, the imagin’d voice of Go<.L himself ; 

The very ojiener and intelligencer, 

Between the grace, the sanctities of heaven. 
And our dull workings ; O ! Avho shall be- 
lieve, ‘ 

But you misuse the revei’ence of your jdacc, 
Enijiloy the countenance and grace of Heaven 
As a false favourite doth his j)rince’8 name, 

In deeds dishonoiirable 1 You have taken tiji, 
Under the counterfeited zeal of Goil, 

The subjects of his substitute, my father; 
And, both against the i>eace ^f Heaven and 
him. 

Have here uji-swarm’d tliem. 

vlrc7/. G<X)d my* Lord of Lancaster, 

1 am not here against your father’s peace ; ai 
But, as I told my Lc)rd of Westmoreland, 

Tlie time ndsorder’d doth, in common sense. 
Crowd us, and crush us to this monstrous form, 
To hold our safety uji. I sent your grace 
The jiarcels ami j>articulars of our grief, 

(The which hatli lieen with scorn shov’d from 
the court,) 

Whereon this Ilvilra sou of war is born ; 
Whose dangerous eyes may well be chann’d 
aslcejj. 

With grant of our most just and right desires, 
And true obedience, of this madness cur’d, -u 
Stoop tamely to the foot of majesty. 

Moiob. If not, we ready are to try our 
fortunes 
To the last man. 

Hant. And though we here fall down. 
We have sujijilies to second our attempt ; 

If they miscarry, theira shall second them ; 

And so success of mischief shall be born. 

And lieir from heir shall hohl this <juarrel uj). 
While England shall have generation. 

1\ John. You ara too .shallow, Hastings, 
much too shallovv, 

To sound the bottom of the after-times. 

Jf'jst. rieaseth your grace, to answer them 
directly. 

How far-forth you do like their articles ? 

P. John. I like them all, and do allow 
them well : 

And swear liere by the honoxir of my blood, 

My father’s jiurposes have been mistook ; 


And some about him have too lavishly 
Wre.sted his meaning and authority. — 

My lord, these griefs shall be with .speed re- 
dress’d ; 

Upon my soul, they shall. If this may jilease 
yon, «) 

Discliarge your powers unto their several 
counties, 

As we will ours ; and here, between the 
armies, 

Let ’s drink together friendly, and embrace, 
That all their eyes may lx;ar those tokens 
home, 

Gf our rastored love ami ainity. 

Arch. I take your princely woi’d for the.se 
redi-esses. 

P. Jolin. I give it you, and will maintain 
my >^ord : 

And thereupon I drink unto your grace. 

Hast. \To an Offierr.^ Go, ca{)tain, and 
deliver to the army 

This news of jieace : let tlieru have jmy, and 
jiart. ;'> 

I know, it will well jilea-se them : liie thee, 
ca[)tain. Officer. 

Arch. To yo\i, my noble Lord of We.st- 
pioreland. 

West. I jiletlge your grace : an if you knew 
what pains 

I have bestow’d to breed thi.s jiresent jieace, 
You would drink freely ; but my love to you 
Shall show itself more openly hereafter. 

Arch. X do not «loubt you. 

West. I am glad of it. — 

Health to my lord, and gentle cousin 
Mowbray. 

Mowh. You wish me health in very haj3j>y 
l||g|ason : 

For I on the sudden, .something ill. ko 
Arch. Against ill chances men are ever 
merry. 

But heaviness foreruns the good event. 

West. Therefore be merry, coz; since sudden 
sorrow 

Serves to say thus, — Some good thing come.s 
to-mon’ow. 

Arch. Believe me, I am i^assing light in 
spirit. 

Mowb. Sc much the worse, if your own 
rule be tiue. \Shmits within. 

P. John.^T\\o. word of jieace is render'd : 

hark, how they .shout ! 

Mowb. Thi.s had been cheerful after victory. 
Arch. A jjeace is of the nature of a con- 
quest ; 

For then both parties nobly are subduetl, » 
And neither party loser. 

P. John. I Go^ny lord. 
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And let our army be discharged too. — 

[Exit WE.STMOBELAND. 
And, good my lord, so please you, hit our 
• tmins 

March by us, that we may peruse the men 
We should have cop'd withal. 

.4rc7/. Co, gootl Lord Hastings, 

And, ere they be dismiss’d, let them march by. 

[Exit Hastings. 
John. I trust, lords, ^ j shall lie to- 
night together. — 

Re-enter Westmoueland. 

Now, cousin, wherefore stands our ai’my 
.still 1 

ff'ent. 'I'lie leaders, having charge from you 
to stand. 

Will not go off until they hear you speak, loo 
R. John. They know their duties. 

Re enter Hastin<5S. 

Hast. My lord, our army is dispers’d al- 
ready. 

Like youthful steers unyok’d, they take their 
courses 

|t, west, noi^th, south ; or, like a school 
broke up, 

Each hurries toward his home, and sporting- 
place. 

West. Good tidings, my Lord Hastings; 
for the which 

I do arrest thee, traitor, of high treason : — 
And you, lord ai’chbishop, — and you, Lord 
Mowbray, 

Of capibil ti-ejxson I attach you both. 

Mowh. Is this i)roceeding just and honour- 
able 1 , ' llrt 

West. Is your assembly so 1 ^ 

Arch. Will you thus break your faiUi? 

R. John. I pawn’d thee none. 

I promis’d you redress of these same griev- 
ances. 

Whereof you did complain ; which, by mine 
honour, 

I will perform with a most Christian care. 

But, for you, rebels, look to bisto the due 
Meet for rebellion, and such acts as yours. 
Most shallowly did you these anus commence. 
Fondly brought here, and foolishly sent 
hence. — 

Strike up our dnims ! puraue th*! scatter’d 
stray ; iso 

God, and not wo, hath safely fought to- 
day.— 

Some guard these traitors to the block of 
death ; , 

Treason’s tine bed, and yielder up of breath. 

* [Exeunt. 


Scene III. — Another Part of the Forest. 

Alarums: Excursions. Enter YAhBTAi'h' and 
‘ CoLEviLLK, ineetim/. 

Fal. What’s your name, sir! of what con- 
dition are you, and of what place, I pray ? 

Cole. I am a knight, sir ; and my name is 
Coleville of the dale. 

Eal. W^ell then, Colevilhs is your name, a 
knight is your’ilegree, and your place, the 
dale : ColeviHe shall still be your name, a 
traitor your degree, and tlui dungeon your 
}>lace, — a place deep enough ; .so shall you be 
still Coleville of the dale. 

Cole. Are not you Sir John Falstaff 1 io 

Fal. As good a man as he, sir, whoe’er I 
am. Do ye yiehl, sir, or shall I .sweat for 
you ? If I do sweat, they are the drops of thy 
lovers, and they weep for thy death : there- 
fore, rouse up fear and trembling, and do ob- 
' servance to my im^rcy. 

Cole. I think,’ you are Sir John Falstaff, 
and in that thought yield me. 

Fal. I have a whole school of tongues in 
this belly of mine, and not a tongue of them 
all S|ieaks any other word but my name. An 
1 had but a belly of any indifferency, I were 
simply the most active fellow in Europe : my 
womb, my womb, my womb undoes me. — 
Here comes our gt.*neral. 

Enter Rrince John q/’ L anca.st£b, West- 
moreland, and others. 

P. John. The heat is past, follow no further 
now. — 

Call in the powers, good cousin Westmore- 
land. [Exit WE.STMOUELAND. 

Now, Falstadj whore have you been ail this 
while ? 

When everything is ended, then you come : 
These tardy tricks of yours will, on my life. 
One time or other break some gallow.s’ 
back. » 

Fal. I would be sorry, m}’’ lord, but it 
should bo thus ; I never knew yet but rebuke 
and check was the reward of valour. Do you 
think me a swallow, an arrow, or a bullet 1 
have I, in my poor ami old motion, the ex- 
pedition of thought '? I have sjieeded hither 
with the very extremest inch of po.ssibility : 

I have foundered nine-score and odd posts, 
and here, travel- tainted as I am, have, in my 
pure and immaculate valour, taken Sir John 
Coleville of the dale, a most furious knight, 
and valorous enemy. But what of that! ho 
saw me, and yielded ; that I may justly say 
with the hook-nosed fellow of Rome, 1 came, 
saw, and overcame. 
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Aot tv. 

P. John. It was moi-e of his coui’tesy than 
your deserving, 

Fal. I know not : liere ho is, and hei'e I 
yield him, and I heseecli your gi-.ice, let it be 
booked witli the rest of this day’s deeds ; or, 
by the Lord, I will have it in a particular 
balia<l else, with niino own picture on the top 
of it, Coleville kissing my foot. To the whicli 
cour.se if I be enforced, if you do ixot all show 
like gilt twojKjnces to me, ft.nd*I, in the clear 
sky of fame, o’ershine you as mudi as the full 
moon doth the cinders of the element, which 
show like pins’ heads to her, believe not the 
word of the noble, Therefoie lot me have 
right, and let desert mount. 

P. John. Thine ’s too heavy to mount. 

FaL Let it shine then. 

P. John. Thine ’s too thick to .shine. 

Fah Let it do something, my good lord, 
that juay do me gootl, and call it what you 
will. ^ 

P. John. Is thy name Coleville ? 

Co/«. It is, my lord. 

P. John. A famous reljel art thou, Cole- 
ville. 

FaJ. And a famous true subject took him. 
Cole. I am, my lord, but as my bettex*s 
are, 

That led mo hither : had they been rul’d by 
me. 

You should have won them dearer than you 
luivo. 

Fal. I know not how they sold themselves : 
but thou, like a kind fellow, gav«‘st thyself 
away giutis, and I thank thee for thee. -a 

Re-enter Westmouel.\nd, 

P. John. Now, have you left purauit? 

West. Retreat i.s jnade, and execution 
stay’d. 

P. John. Send Coleville, with his con- 
federate-K, 

To York, to present execution. 

Blunt, lead him hence, xind see you guard 
him sure. (.’onEViLLE, g^mnled. 

And now de.spatch we toward the court, my 
lords, 

1 hear, the king my father is sore sick : 

Our news .shall go before us to his majesty, w) 
Which, cousin, you shall bear, — to comfort 
him ; 

And we with sober 8|)eed will follow you. 

Fal. My lord, I beseech you, give me leave 
to go through Olostershiro ; and, when you 
come to court, .stand my good lord, ’pray, in 
your good report. 

P. John. Fare you well, Falstaff : I, in 
my condition, 


Shall better speak of you than you deserve. 

\Exit, 

Fal. I would, you had but the wit : ’t were 
better thaxi your dukedom. — Good faith, this 
same young .sober-blooded boy doth not love 
mu, nor a man cannot make him laugh ; but 
that ’s no marvel, he drinks no wine. There’s 
never any of the.se demure boys come to suiy 
proof ; for thin dn'uk <loth so ovei'-cool their 
Itlood, and making many fish-meals, that they 
fall into a kind of male green-sickness ; and 
then, when they many, they get wojiche.s. 
I'luy a.i*o generally fools and cowards, which 
some of us .should be too, but for inflam- 
mation. A good sherris-sack hath a two-fold 
ojwu’ation in it. It ascends mo into the brain; 
dries me there all the foolish, and dull, and 
crudy vapours which environ it ; makes it 
apprehensive, quick, forgetive, full of nimble, 
fiery, ami delectable shapes ; which, deliver’d 
o’er to the voice, the tongue, which is the 
birth, becomes excellent wit. The second 
property of your exctdlent sherris is, the 
warming of the blood ; which, before cold 
Sind settled, left the liver white sin<l psile, 
Avhich is the badge of pusillanimity sii^ 
cowardice : but the sherris warms it, sij|p 
makes it coui’se from the inwards to the parts 
extreme. It illumineth the face, which, sis 
a beacon, gives warning to all the re,st of this 
little kingslom, man, to arm ; smd then the 
vital commoners, and inlsiiul petty .sjnrits, 
muster me all to their cajstsiin, the heart, 
who, great, and putted up with this retinue, 
doth any d«!cd of courage ; sind this valour 
comes of sherris. So that skill in the wesipon 
is nothing without .sack, for that sets it 
a-work^and learning, a mei'c hosird of gold 
kept by a devil, till .sack consmcncos it, siud 
.sets it in sict and use. Hereof con)c;.s it, that 
Prince Hsirry is valisint ; for the colil blood 
ho did natursilly inherit of his fsither, he 
hath, like lean, steril, an<l bare land, manured, 
husbanded, and tilled, with excellent endea- 
vour of dx’inking good, and gosxl store of 
feiHle .sherris, that he is become very hot 
and valiant. If I hfsd a thousand sons, the 
first human juinciple I would teach them 
should Ije, to forswexir thin potations, and to 
addict themselves to sack. 

Enter Bardolph. 

How now, Bardolph ? 

Bard. The ai’iixy is discharged all, and 
gone. !» 

Fal. Let .them go. I ’ll tlirough Gloster- 
.shire ; and there will I visit Master Robert 
Shallow, esqUire: I ’have hii^ already tem- 
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pering between my tinger and my thumb, and 
Bliortly will I seal with him. Come away. ' 

{^Exernit. 


'\ 

Scene IV. — Westminster. The Jerusalem 
Chamber. 

Enter Kimj Hknjiy, Cearence, Prince Hcm- 
riiREY, Warwick, ‘...uL others. 

K. lien. Now, lords, if God doth give suc- 
cessful eiul 

To this debate that bleedeth at our doors, 

W^c will our youth lead on to higher fields. 
And draw ncf swords but what are sanctified. 
Our navy is address’d, our power collected, 
Our substitutes in .absence well invested. 

And everything lies level to our wish : 

Only, W(! want a little pei-sonal strength. 

And pause .us, till these l eljels, now afoot. 
Come undtmieath the yoke of government, lo 
War. Botli which we doubt not but your 
majesty 

Shall soon enjoy. 

/r. //ni. Hum|)hrcy, my son of Gloster, 
pl^here is the prince your brother? 

P. Humph. 1 think, he ’s gone to hunt, my 
lord, at Windsor. 

A', Hen,. And how accompanied ? 

/*. Haniph. I *lo not know, my lord. 

K. Hen. Is not his bx'othei*, Thomas of 
(.’larence, with him? 

P. Humph. No, my good lord he is in 
presence here. 

Ckir. What would my lord and father? 

K. Hen. Nothing but w’ell to thee, Thomas 
of Cflai'ence. * 

How chance thou art not with the prince thy 
bi*other ? »» 

He loves thee, and thou dost neglect him, 
Thomas. 

Thou hiist a better place in his affection. 

Than all thy brothei-s : cherish it, my boy. 
And noble offices thou niay’st effect 
(])f mediation, after 1 am (lead, 

Betwee^n his greatness and thy other bi*ethren : 
Thei-efore, omit him not ; blunt not his love, 
Nor lose the good advantage of his grace, 

By seeming cold, or careless of his will*; 

For he is gracious, if he be obseiir’d : so 

He hath a tear for pity, and a hand 
Oj)en as day for melting charity ; 

Yet, notwithstanding, being incens'd, he ’s 
flint, 

As humorous as winter, and as ^udden 
As flaw's congealed in Jihe spring of day. 

Bis temper, j^erefore, must beVell obseiw’d : 


Chide him for faults, and do it reverently, 
When you perceive his blood inclin’d to 
mirth ; 

But, being moody, give him line and scope, 
Till that his pa.ssious, like a whale onground. 
Confound themselves with working. liOaiai 
this, Thomas, 41 

And thou shalt px*ov(i a shelter to thy friends, 
A hoop of gold to bind thy brothex'S in, 

That the unitted ve.ssel of their blood, 

Miixgled with venom of suggestioix 
(As, fox'ce peifox'ce, the age will jtour it in). 
Shall never leak, though it do work as stroxig 
As aconitum, or rash gun])ow'der. 

Clar. 1 shall observe him with all care and 
love. 

K. Hen. Why art thou not at Windsor 
w’ith him, Thomas ? .w 

Clar. He is not there to-tlay : he dines iix 
Loixdon. 

K. Hen. And how accomjmnied ? canst thou 
tell that ? 

Clar. With Poins, and other his continual 
followers. 

K. Hen. Most subject is the fattest soil to 
weeds ; 

And he, the noble image of my youth, 

Is overspread with them : thensfox'e, niy gx’ief 
Stretches itself beyond the hour of death. 

The bl(X)d weeps from my heart, when I do 
shaj)e. 

In forms imaginaxy, the ungxiided days. 

And rotten times, that you sliall look upon so 
Wheix I am sleeping with my aiice.stoi's. 

For wheix his la^adstrong riot hath no curb. 
When rage and hot blood ai’e his counsel lei's. 
When means and lavish manners meet to- 
gether, 

O, with w'hat wings shall his affections fly 
Towax’ds fronting pt'ril and opjjos’d decay ! 

War. My gracious loi’d, you look Ixoyond 
him quite. 

The i>i'in(;e but studies his companions. 

Like a strange tongue ; whex'ein, to gain the 
language, 

’T is needful, that the most immexhist word ro 
Be look’d upon and learn’d ; which once 
attain’d, 

Your highness know.s, comes to no further 
use, 

But to be known and hated. So, like gross 
terms. 

The prince will, in the perfe<d.ness of time, 
Cast off his follow’ers ; and their memory 
Shall as a pattern or a measux'e live, 

By which his gx'ace must inete the lives of 
others. 

Turning past evils to advantages. 



K. lien. ’T is seldom when the b 6 e doth 
leave her comb 

111 the ilead carrion. 

Enter WESTMORELAND. 

Who ’s here t W estmoreland t >«> 
West. Healtli to my sovereign, and new 
happiness 

Added to that that 1 . am to deliver ! 

Prince J ohn, your sou, doth kiss *your grace’s 
hand ; 

Mowbray, the Bishop Scroop, Hastings, and 
all, 

Are brought to the correction of your law. 
There is not now a rebel’s sword unsheath'd, 
But Peace puts forth her olive everywheri!. 
The manner how this action hath been Ixime, 
Here at more leisure may your highness read. 
With every cour.se in his jiarticular. «o 

A', I/eti. O Westmoreland ! thou art a 
summer bird, 

Which ever in the haunch of winter sings 
The lifting up of day. 

Enter IlARCOUttT. 

Look ! here 's more news. 

Har. From enemies Heaven keep your 
majesty ; 

And, when they stand again-st you, may they 
fall 

As those th.at I am come to tell you of. 

The Karl Northuiuljerland, and the Lord Bar- 
lolph, 

With a great power of English, and of 
Scots, 

Are by the sheriff of Yorkshire overthrown. 
The manner and true order of the fight, iw 
This packet, please it you, contains at large. 

K. Hen. And wherefore should these good 
news make me sick 1 

Will Fortune never come with both Jiands 
full, 

But write her fair w'ords still in foulest 
letters '( 

She either gives a stomach, aiul no fowl, — I 

Such are the poor, in health ; or else a feast, ' 
And takes away the stomach, — such are the 
rich. 

That have abundance, and enjoy it not. 

I should rejoice now at this happy news. 

And now my sight fails, and my brain is 
giddy . — no 

O me ! come near me, now I am much ill. 

[Evwom. 

P. Humiylt. Comfoi-t, your majesty ! 

CUiT. O my royal father ! 

West. My sovereign lord, cheer up youi'self : 
look up ! 


Scene IV. 

JFar. Be patient, princes : you do know, 
these fits 

Are with his highness very ordinary. 

Stand from him, give him air ; he ’ll straight 
be well. 

C/cr. No, no ; he cannot long hold out 
these pangs. 

The incessant care and labour of his mind 

Hath wrought the mui’e, that should confine 
it in. 

So thin, that life looks through, and will 
break out. i»j 

P. Humph. The j)eoplo fe^r mo ; for they 
:lo observe 

Unfather’d \heirs, and loathly births of 
nature ; 

The seasons change their manners, as the year 

Had found some months asleej>, and Icaj/d 
them ovei’. 

Clar. The river hath thrice flow’d, no ebb 
between ; 

And the old folk, time’s doting chronicles, 
it did so, a little time before 

That our great-grandsire, Edward, sick’d and 
die«l. 

War. Speak lower, princes, for the king 
rocovens. 

P. Humph. This aj)0}>lexy will, certain, be 
his end. 

E. lien. I pray you, take me up, and bear 
me hence 

Into some other chamber : softly, pray. 

\They place the Kino on a bed in an 
inner part of the room. 

Let there be no noise made, my gentle 
friends ; 

Unless some dull and favourable hand 

Will whisper music to my wearied spirit. 

War. Call for the music in the other room. 

A'. Ileii. Set me the crown upon my pillow 
here. 

Clai'. His eye is hollow, and he changes 
much. 

War. Less noise, less noise ! 

Enter Prhire Henry. 

P. Hen. Who saw the Duke of Clarence ? 

Clar. I am here, brother, full of heavine.ss. 

P. Hen. How now ! min within doors, and 
none abi’oad ! 141 

How doth the^ king ? 

P. Huinj)h. Exceeding ill. 

P. Hen. Heard he the good 

news yet ? 

Tell it him. 

P. Humph. .He alter’d much upon the hear- 
ingit. . . 

P. lien. If he be sick with joy, 


KING HENRt IV. —PART II. 


230 



Act IV. KING HENRY W— PART II. 1 . ScENlfe IV: 


He will I’ccover without physic. 

Not so much iioiae, my lords. — Sweet 
prince, speak low ; 

« The king your father is disposM to sleep. 

(Jhvr. Let us withtlraw into the other 
room. 

JVa?\ Will ’t please your grace to go along 
with U.S i 

F. Ilea. No ; I will sit and watch here by 
the king. 

i^Exenat all oat Frim'e Henry. 
Why doth the crown lie there, upon his 
pillow, 'S2 

Being so troublesome a bedfellow 1 
() polish’d pertiirbiition ! golden care ! 

That keep’sfr the })orts of slumber open wide 
To many a watchful night ! — sleep with it 
now ! 

Yet not .so sound, and half so dee[)ly sweet, 
As ho, whose brow with homely biggin bound, 
Snores out the watch of night. O majesty ! 
When thou dost j>inch thy bearer, thou dost 
sit i<») 

Like a rich armour worn in heat of <lay. 

That scalds witli safety. By his gatt'S of 
breath 

f>There lies a dowjiy f<‘ather, which stirs not : 
Did he .suspire, that light and weightless 
down 

Perforce imi.st move. — My gracious lord ! my 
father 1 — 

This sleep is .sound indeed ; this is a sleep. 
That from this gohhai rigol hath divorc’d 
8o many Knglish kings. Thy due from me 
Is tears and heavy sorrows of the blood. 
Which uatiux‘, love, and filial tendernes.s, cm 
►S ladl, O dear father ! pay thee plonteously : 
My due fi’bm thee is this imperial ci’own. 
Which, as immedi.ate from thy place .and 
blood. 

Derives ikself to me. Lo ! here it .sits, 

it 0 ) 1 . his heml. 

Which Heaven .shall giuml ; and the 

world’s whole strength 
Into one giant arm, it shall not force 
This lineal honour from me. This from thee 
Will I to mine leave, as ’t is left to mo. 

\^ExiL 

K. Hen. Warwick! Gloster I Clarence! 

Re-enter Warwick and tlf rest. 

Clur. Doth fhe king call ? 

If nr. What would your majesty ? IIow' 
fares your grace ? ’ iw 

K. Hen. Why diil you leave me hero alone, 
my loi’ds ? 

Clnr. We left the ]^nince, mv brother, here, 
my liege, * ^ 


Who undertook to sit and watch by you. 

K. Hen. The Prince of Wales ? Where is 
he I let me sec him : 

He is not here. 

War. This door is oixjii ; he is gone this 
way. 

F. Humph. He came not through the 
chamber wh('i>‘ Wf; stay’d. 

K. Hen. Where is the crown? who took it 
fi’oimmy pillow '( — 

Jf'ttr. W^hen we withdrew, my liege, w© 
left it here. 

7i. Hen. The jirince hath ta’en it hence : — 
go, seek him out. ibo 

Is he so hasty, that he doth suppose 
My sleep my death ? - 

Find him, my Ijord of Warwick, chide him 
hither. \^K.r,it Warwick. 

This part of hi.s conjoins with my disease. 
And helps to end me. — See, son.s, what things 
you ai’e 

How quickly Nature falls into revolt. 

When gold Ijei^omcs her object ! 

For this the foolish over-careful father.s 
Have broke their sleeps with thoughts. 

Their brains with care, their bones with in- 
dustry ; 21)0 

For this they have engrossed ami pil’d up 
'Phe canker’d heaps of strange-achieved gold ; 
For this they have been thoughtful to invest 
Their .sons with arts, and martial e.xi'rcises : 
When, like the bee, culling from every flower 
The vii-tuous sw«‘ets. 

Our thighs packed vyith wax, our mouths 
with homw. 

We bring it to the hive, and, like the bees, 
Are. mui-der’d for our pains. This bitter ta.ste 
Yield his engrossments to the ending 
father. — 

Re-enter Warwick. 

Now, where is he that will not stay so long, 
Till his friend sickness hath determin’d me ? 

War. ]\Iy lord, I found the prince in the 
next room. 

Washing with kindly tt!ar.s his gentle clieeks ; 
With such a deep demeanour in great sor- 

I’OW, 

That tyranny, which never qu.affd but blootl, 
Would, by bt'holding him, have wash’d his 
knife 

With gentle eye-drop.s. He is coming hither. 

Ji. Hen. But whorefoi'o did he take aAvay 
the crown ? 

Re-enter Frince Henry. 

Lo, where he conies. — Come liither to me, 
Harry. — =« 


231 



Act IV. 


KING HENRY IV.— PART II. 


Scene IV. 


Depart the chamber, leave us here alone. 

\^ E . Kc.unt Clarence, Prince Hum- 
phrey, Lords , d ' c . 
r, Hon. I never tliought to hear you speak 
again. 

A' Hi-n. TJiy wish was father, Harry, to 
tJiat thought ; 

I stay too long by thee, I weary thee. 

Dost thou so hunger for mine empty chair, 
That thou wilt needs invest th«o with mine 
honours 

Before thy hour be ripe i O foolish youth ! 
Thou seek’st the greatness that will over- 
whelm thee. 

Stay but a -little ; for my cloud of dignity* 

Is held from falling with so weak a wind, s-w 
That it will quickly drop : my day is dim. 
Thou hast stol’n that, which, after some few 
hours, 

W ere thine without ofieiico : and at my 
deatl 

Thou ha.st seal’d uj) my ex])ectflftiou : 

Thy life dhl manifest thou lov’dst me not, 
And thou wilt have me die assur’d of it. 

Thou hid’st a thousand * daggers in thy 
thouglits, 

AVhich thou hast whetted on thy stony heart. 
To stab at half an hour of rny life. 

What ! canst thou not forbear me half an 
houi ’ t 2 «o 

Tlieu get thee gone, and dig my grave thy- 
self, 

And bid tlio merry bells ring to thine ear 
That thou art crowned, not that 1 am dead. 
Let all the teaz-s that .should bedew my 
hcai’SP, 

Be drops of balm, to sanctify thy head ; 

Duly compozind me with forgotten dust : 

Give that which gave thee life unto the 
worms. 

Pluck down my officers, break my doci’ees ; 
For now a time is come to mock at form. 
Harry the Fifth is crown’<l ! — Up, vanity ! sso 
Down, royal state ! all you sage counselloi's, 
hence ! 

And to the English court assemble now, 

From every region, apes of idleness ! 

Now, neighbour coizliues, purge you of your 
scum ; 

Have you a niffian that will swear, drink, 
lance. 

Revel the night, rob, murder, and commit 
The oldest .sins the newest kind of ways 1 
Be happy, hP will trouble you no more : 
England shall double gild his treble guilt, aw 
England shall give him office, honour, might ; 
For the fifth Harry from cui’b’d license plucks 
The muzzle of restraint, and the wild dog 


Shall flesh his tooth m every innocent. 

O my poor kingdom, sick witli civil blows ! 
When that my care could not withhold thy 
riots, 

What wilt thou do when riot is thy carel 

0 ! ^thou wilt be a wilderness again, 

Peopled with wolves, thy old inhabitants. 

P. Hen. \K‘neeli7i(j.'\ O, pax’don me, my 
liege ! but for my tears. 

The moist impediments unto my speecli, arc 

1 had forestall’d this dear and deej) rebuke. 
Ere you with grief had spoke, and I had 

• heard 

The course of it so far. Thei’e is your crown : 
And He that wears the crown immortally, 
Long guard it yours ! If J atitect it more 
Thau as your honour and as your i-enowu, 

L<jit me no more from this obedience rise. 
Which my most ti’ue and inward duteous 
spirit 

Teacheih, this j)rostrate and exterior bending. 
God witne.ss w'ith me, when 1 here came in. 
And found no course of breath within your 
majesty, -•s'. 

How cold it sti'uck my heaT-t ! if I do feign, 

0 ! let me in my present wildness die. 

And never live to show the incredulous world 
The noble change that I have purpo,sed ! 
Coming to look on you, thinking you dead. 
And tlead almost, my liege, to think you 
were, 

1 .spake luzto the crown as having .sense. 

And thus upbrnided it ; “ The care on thee 

lepending 

Hath fed ujKxn the body of my father ; wo 
Therefore, thou, best of gold, art worst of 

Other, less line in carat, is more precious. 
Preserving life in medicine potable ; 

But thou, most line, most honour’d, mo.st re- 
no wn’d. 

Hast eat thy bearer up.” Thus, my most 
royal liege, 

Acozising it, I put it on my head ; 

To tiy with it, as with an enemy 

That had before my face murder’d my father. 

The quarrel of a true inheritoj*. 

But if it did infect my blood with joy, »»» 
Or swell my thoughts to any strain of 
pride ; 

If any rebeh or vain spirit of mine 
Did, with the least afiection of a welcome, 

Give entertainment to the might of it, 
liet God for ever keep it fi'Oin my head. 

And make me as the poorest vassal is. 

That doth with awe and terror kneel to it ! 

A. 7/en. O my son ! 

God put it in thy mind to take it hence, 
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Hiat thoii mightst win the more thy father’s 
love, 

Pleading so wisely in excuse of it. 

,Come hithei’, Harry : sit thou by my bed, 
And hear, I tliink, the very latest counsel 
That ever I shall breathe. God knows, my 
son, 

By what by-paths, and indirect crook’d ways, 
I mot tliis crown ; and 1 myself know well 
How troublesome it sat upon my head : 

To thee it shall descend with Ixitter quiet, 
Better opinion, better confir .ation ; 

For all the soil of the achievement goes sw 
With me into thb eai'th. It seem’d in me 
But as an honour snatch’d with boisterous 
hand,* 

And I had jnany living to upbraid’ 

My gain of it by their assistances ; 

Which daily grew to quarrel, and to blood- 
shed, 

Wotmding supposed peace. All these bold 
fears, 

Thou seest, with peril I have answered ; 

Por all my reign hath been but as a scene 
Acting that argument, and now my death 
Changes the ’node : for what in mo was pur- 
chas’d, Jiai 

Falls upon thee in a more fairer sort ; 

So thou the garlaiul Avear’st successively. 

Yet, though thou stand’st more sure than I 
could do. 

Thou art not firm enough ; since griefs are 
green, 

And all thy friends, which thou must make 
thy friends, 

Have but their stings and teeth newly ta’en 
out ; 

By whose fbll working I was first advanc’d. 
And by w'hosc power I might well lodge a 
fear 

To be again displac’d : which to avoid, 

I cut tliem oflf ; and had a piu'pose now »io 
To lead out many to the Holy Land, 

Lest rest, and lying still, might make them 
look 


Too near unto my state. Therefore, my 
Hany, 

Be it thy course, to busy giddy minds 
With foreign quarrels; that action, hence 
borne out, 

j May waste the memory of the former days. 
More would I, but my lungs are wasted so, 
That strength of speech is utterly denied 
me. 

How I came Jby the crown, O God forgive ; 
And grant it may with thee in. true i>eace 
live ! aso 

P. Hell. My gracious liege, 

You woix it, wore it, kept it, gave it me ; 
Then plain and light must my possession be : 
Which I with more than with a common 
pain 

’Gainst all the world will rightfully maintain. 

Enter Prince John (^Lancaster, Warwick, 
Lords, and others. 

K. [Imi. Look, look, here comes my John 
of Lancaster. 

P. John. Health, peace, and happiness to 
my royal father ! 

K. Hen. Thou bring’st me happiness, and 
jieace, son John ; 

But health, alack, with youthful wings is 
flown 

From this bai'e, withei-’d trunk : upon thy 
sight, .'ifiii 

My w’orldly business makes a period. 

Where is my Lord of Warwick ? 

P. Hen. My Lord of Warwick t 

K. Hen. Doth any name particular belong 
Unto the lodging where I first did swoon 1 
frar. ’T is call’d Jerusalem, my noble loi-d. 
Ji. Hen. Laud be to God ! — even there my 
life must end. 

It hath ))een prophesied to me many years, 

I .should not die but in Jerusalem, 

Which vainly I suppos’d the Holy Land. — 
But, bear me to that chamber ; there I ’ll 
lie : 37» 

In that Jemsalem shall HaiTy die. \ExeuiU. 


AC 

Scene I. — Olostershire. A Hall in 
Shallow’s House. ^ 

Enter Shallow, Falstaff, Bardolph, and 
Page. 

SImI. By cock and pie, sir, you shall not 
away to-night. — What, Davy, I say 1 

Fal. You must excuse me. Master Robert 
Shallow. * * • 
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V. 

Shal. I will not excuse you ; you shall not 
be excused ; excuses shall not be admitted ; 
there is no excuse shall serve ; you shall not 
l>e excused. — Why, Davy ! 

Enter Davy. 

Pain/. Here, sir. 

Shaf. Davy, Davy, Davy, — let me sec, 
Da\'y ; let me see : — ^yea, inawy, Williaia 



•Af!T V. 


KINCI HENKY IV.— PART IT. 


SCKXE If. 


Jiither. — Sir John, you 


' ,uook, hid him come 
‘ shall not be excused. 

Davy. Marry, sir, thus; those precepts 
cannot be served : and, again, sir, — shall we 
HOW the headland with wheat 1 

Hfud, With red wheat, Davy. But for 
William cook : — ^are there no young pigeons ? 

Dairy. Yes, sir. — Hei-e is now the smith’s 
note for slioeiug, and plough-irona -’i 

Shal. Let it be cast, and paid.- — Sir John, 
you shall hot be excused. 

Davy. Now, sir, a new link to the bucket 
must needs be had : — and, sir, <lo you mean 
to stop any of William’s wages, about the 
sack he lost the other day at Ilinckley fftir ? 

Sluil. ’A shall answer it. — Some jngeons, 
Davy ; a couple of short-legged hens, a joint 
of mutton, and any pretty little tiny kick- 
shaws, tell William cook. 

Davy. Doth the man of war stay all night, 
sir? 

Shal. Yea, Davy. I will •use him well. 
A friend i’ the coJirt is better than a penny, 
in purse, U.se his men well, Davy, for they 
arc arrant knaves, and will backbite*. 

Davy. No woitjo than they are backbitten, 
sir ; for they have marvellous foul linen. 

Shal. Well conceited, Davy, About thy 
business, Davy. 

countenance 
Clement 


against 


Davy. I beseech you, sir, to 
William Visor of Wincot 
Perkes of the hill. <1 i 

Shal. Thei'e ai’e many complaints, Davy, ! 
against that Visor : that Visor is an arrant • 
knave, on my knowledge. i 

Davy. I grant your woreliip that he is a | 
knave, sir ; but yet, God forbid, sir, but :i 1 
knave should have some countenance at his j 
friend’s I'equest. An honest nuui, sir, is able j 
to speak for himself, when a knave is not. I 
have served your worship truly, sir, these ' 
eight yeara ; and if I cannot once or twice in 
a quarter liear out a knave against an honest 
man, I have but a very little credit with your 
worship. The knave is mine honest friend, 
sir ; thei’efore, 1 be.seech your worship, let 
him be countenanced. j 

A>'hal. Go to ; I say, he shall have no 
wrong. Ix)ok about, Davy. [Exit Davy.] 
Where are you, iSir John? Come, come, 
come ; off with your boots. — Give me your 
hand, Master Bardolph. 

Ba/rd. I am glad to see your worahip, 

Shxd. I thank thee with all ray heari, kind 
Master^ jSardoiph ; — [<o the Pttge^ and wel- 
come, my tall fellow. Come, Sir John. ea 
Fal. I ’ll follow you, good Master Robert 
Bhallow. . [Exit Shallow.] Bardolph, look to 


our horses. [Exeunt Bardolph and Page.^ 
If 1 were sawed into quantities, I sliould 
make four dozen of such bearded hermit’s 
staves as Master Shallow. It is a wonderful 
thing, to see the semblable coherence of his 
mqn’s spirits and his : they, by observing of 
him, do bear themselves like foolish justices ; 
he, by conversing with them, is turned into a 
justice-like serving-man. Their spirits are so 
married in conjunction with the participation 
of society, that they dock together in consent, 
like so many wild-geese. If I had a suit to 
Ma.ster Shallow, I would ^humour his men 
with the imputation of being near their 
master : if to his men, 1 would curry with 
Master Shallow, that no mad could better 
command his servants. It is certain, that 
cither wise bearing, or ignorant cjirriage, is 
caught, as men bike diseases, one of another : 
ilierofore, let men take heed of their company. 
I will devise matter enough .out of this 
Shallow, to keej) Prince Harry in continual 
laughter the wea, ring-out of six fashions, which 
is four terms, or two action.s, and ho shall 
laugh Avithout inter valiums. O ! it is much, 
that a lie with a slight oath, and a jest with a 
.sad brow, will do with a fellow that never had 
the ache in his shoulder.s. O ! you shall sc*e 
him laugh, till his face be like a wet cloak ill 
laid up. 

Sluil. [Within.] HirJoIm! 

Pul. I come. Master ShalloAv : 1 come. 
Master Shallow. [Exit. 


I ScEXE II. — Westminster. An Apartment in 
I the Palace. 

Enter Warwk.’K and the Lord Chief Justice. 

War. How now, my lord chief justice? 
whither away ? 

Ch. Just. How doth the king? 

War. Exceeding well : his cares are now 
all ended. 

Ch. J?t.9f. I hope, not dead. 

War. He ’s Avalk’d the way of nature. 
And to om* purposes he lives no more. 

Ch. Just. I would, his majesty had call’d 
me ^ith him : 

The service that I truly did his life. 

Hath left me open to all injuries. 

War. Indeed, I think the young king loves 
you not. 

Ch. Just.^ I know he doth not, and do arm 
myself, ^ i« 

To welcome the condition of the time ; 



Act V. 


KING HENllY 1V.-*.PART II. 


Scene 11, 


Which cannot look more hideously upon me 
Than I have drawn it in my fantasy. 

* Enter Prince John, Prince Humphrey, 
Clarence, Westmoreland, arid otlters. 

JFar. Here come the heavy issue of <iead 
Hairy : 

0 ! that the living Harry had the temper 
Of him, the worst of these three gentlemen ! 
How many nobles then should hold their 

places, 

That must stiike sail to spirits of vile sort ! 

O/i. Just. O Gdd ! I fear, all will be over- 
turn’d. 

P. John. Good morrow, cousin Warwick, 
good morrow. ‘ »• 

P. Humph., Cktr. Good morrow, cousin. 

P. John. We meet like men that had for- 
got to speak. 

)Var. We do remember; but our argument 
Is all too heavy to admit much talk. 

P. John. Well, peace be with him that 
hath made us heavy ! 

Ch. Just. Peace be with us, lest we bo 
heavier ! 

P. llninph. O ! gootl my lord, you have 
lost a friend, indeed ; 

And I dare swear, you borrow not that 
face 

Of seeming sorrow : it is, sure, your own. 

P. John. Though no man bo assur’d what 
grace to lind, so 

You stand in coldest expectation. 

1 am tlie sorrier ; ’would, ’t were othei*wise, 

Clnr. Well, you must now speak Sir John 

Falstaff fair. 

Which swims against your stream of 
piality. 

Ch. Just. Sweet princes, what I did, I did 
in honour. 

Led by the impartial conduct of my soul ; 
And never shall you see, that I will beg 
A ragged and forestall’d remission. 

If truth and upright innocency fail me, 

I ’ll to the king, my master, that is dead, •lo 
Ami tell him who hath sent me after him. 

War. Hero comes the prince. 

Enter King Henry the Fifth, attemkd. 

Ch. Just. Good morrow, and,.. God save 
your majesty 

King. This new and gorgeous gai'ment, 
majessty, 

Sits not so easy on me as you think. — 
Brothel'S, you mix your sadness with some 
fear : 

Thjs is the English, nof the Tui^ish court; 
Not Amurath an Amui^ith succeeds, 


— ■' 

j But Harry Harry. Yet be sad, good!' 
brothers. 

For, to 8 ];)eak truth, it very well becomes 
you : «o 

Horrow so loyally in you a]>pears. 

That I will deeply p\it the, fashion on, 

And wear it in my heart. Why then, be 
sad ; 

But entertain,., no more of it, good brothers. 
Than a joint burden laid uj)oii us all. 

For me, by Heaven, I bid yo»i be assur’d, ' 

I ’ll be your father and your l)rother too ; 

Let me but besir your love, I ’ll bear your 
cares ; 

Yet weep, that Harry ’s dead, and so will I ; 
But Harry lives, that shall convert those 
tears, «• 

By number, into hours of happiness. 

P. John, Jcc. We hope no other from your 
majesty. 

Khuj. You all look strangely on me : — \U) 
the Chief Justice^ and you most; 

Yon are, I think, assur’d I love you not, 

Ch. Just. 1 am ■ assur’d if I be measur’d 
rightly. 

Your majesty hath no just cause to hate me. 
King. No ! 

How might a prince of my great ho|)es 
forget 

iSo great indignities you laid upon me ? 

What ! rate, I'cbuke, and roughly send to 
prison '•* 

The immediate heir of England ! Was this 
easy ? 

May this be wash’d in Lethe, and forgotten ? 
Ch. Just. I then did use tlie pei-son of your 
father ; 

The image of his power lay then in me : 

And, in the administration of his law, 

Whiles I was busy for the commonwealth. 
Your highiicss pleastwl to forget my place. 

The majesty and power of law and justice, 

The image of the king whom I presented, 

And sti-uck me in my very seat of judgment ; 
Whereon, as an offender to your father, m 
I gave bold way to my authority. 

And did commit you. If the deed were ill. 

Be you contented, weai-ing now the garland. 
To have a son set your decrees at nought 5 < 

To pluck down justice from your awful 
bench ; 

To trip the course of law, and blunt the 
swonl 

That guards the peace and "^ety of your 
pei'son : 

Nay, more ; to spurn at your most royal 
imago. 

And mock your workings in a second body. 90 


AoT V. 


KING HENRY IV.— PART II. ' 


Scene III. 


Question your royal thoughts, make tlie case 
yours, 

Be now the father, and propose a sou ; 

Hear your own dignity so much profan’d. 

See your most tlreadful laws so loosely 
slighted. 

Behold yourself so by a son disdain’* I, 

And then imagine me taking your part, 

And, in your power, soft silencing your son : 
After this cold considcrance, sentence me ; 
And, as you are a king, speak i'n your state, 
What I have done, that misbf'canu; luy place. 
My ]:>er80U, or my liege’s sovcavigtity. an 

Khig. You are right, justice ; ancjl you 
weigh this well ; 

Therefore still bear the balance and the 
sword : 

And I do wish your honours may increase, 
Till you tlo live to see a son of mine 
Offend you, and ol)ey you, :is I did. 

So shall I live to speak my f^-ther’s words : — 
“ Ha})py am T, that have a man so bold, 

That dares do justice on my proper sou ; “ 

And not less happy, having such a sou, no 
That would <leliver up his greatness so 
Into the hands of justice.”— -You did commit 
me : 

For which, 1 do commit into your hand 
The unstain’d sword that you have use to 
bear ; 

With this remembrance, — that you use the 
same 

With the like bold, just, and impartial spirit. 
As you have done ’gainst me. ’Fhere is my 
hand ; 

You shall be as a father to my youth : 

My voice shall sound as you do prompt itiine 
ear, 

And I will stoop and humble my intents la 
To your well-practis’d, wise *liroction.s. — 
And, princes all, believe me, I beseech you ; 
My father is gone wild into his grave, 

For in his tomb lie my affections ; 

And with his sphit .sadly I survive, 

To mock the e.x[)ectation of the world. 

To frustrate pro))hecies, and to raze out 
Rotten opinion, who hath writ me down 
After my seeniing. Tht) tide of blood in me 
Hath proudly flow'd in vanity till now : i.to 
N ow doth it turn, and ebb back to the sea. 
Where it shall mingle with the state of 
floods, 

And flow henceforth in formal majesty'. 

Now call we our high court of jmrliament, 
And let \is choose such limbs of noble 
counsel 

Tliat the great body of our .state may go 
In equal rank with the best govern’d nation ; 


That war, or peace, or both at once, may be 
As things acquainted and familiar to us ; 

\To the Lord Chief J-iistice..^ In which you, 
fathei', shall have foremost hand. — 1*0 
Our coronation done we will accite, 

AIj I before remember’d, all our state : 

And (God consigning to my good intents) 

No prince, nor peer, shall have just cause to 
say, • 

God shorten Hariy’s happy life one dtxy. 

\^Exeuid, 


Scene III. — Glostershme. The Garden of 
Shallow’s House. 

Enter Falstaff, Shallow, Silences, Bau- 
DOLPii, tfie Page , and Daw. 

Ehal . Nay', you shall see ujine orchard, 
where, in an arbour, we will eat a last year’s 
pippin of my own gi’afting, with a dish of 
caraways, and so forth ; — come, cousin 
Silence ; — and then to bed. 

F(d. ’Fore God, you have here a goodly 
dwelling, and a rich. 

Shal. BaiTcn, barren, barren ; beggars all, 
beggars all. Sir John : marry, good air.- — 
Spread, Davy ; spread, Davy ; well said, 
Davy. 

Fal. This Davy serves you for good uses : 
he Is your serving-ixian, and your husband, n 

Slml. A good varlet, a good varlet, a very 
good varlet. Sir John : — by the mass, I have 
<lrunk too much sack at supper : — a good 
varlet. Now sit down, now sit down. — 
Come, cousin. 

Sil . Ah, sirnth ! quoth-a, — we shall 

[Si'>iging.'\ Do nothing hut eat, and nmke good 
cheer, 

And 'praiae heaven for the. met'ry year ; 

When flesh is cheap and fevudes dear, ai' 

Ami lusty lads roam here and there, 
jSo niet'rily. 

And ever amomj so merrily. 

Fal. . There ’s a merry heart ! — Good Master 
Silence, I ’ll give you a health for that 
anon. 

Shal. Give Master Bardolph some wine, 
Davy. X 

Davy. Sweet sir, sit; I’ll be with yoii 
anon : — most sweet sir, sit. — Master page, 
good master page, sit : proface ! Wliat you 
want in meat, we ’ll have in drink. But you 
must bear 1 the heart ’s all. [Exit. 

Sluxl. Befmeriy, Master Bardolph; — aixd 
my little soldier there, be merry. 



Act V, 


KING HENRY IV.— PART II. 


SCEKB XII. 


Sil. \Singi7ig.'\ Be 'tmrry^ he ■tnerri/, my 
wife has all; 

f>hr iBomen are shrews, both slwrt and tall : 

'T is merry in hall, tohen beards wag all, 

• And welcome merry shrove-tide. 

Be merry, be merry, dec. 

Fal. I did not think Master Silence hf‘d 
been a man of this metal. _ ■** 

Sil. Who, I ? I have been merry twice and 
once, ere now. 

Re-enter Davy. 

Davy. There i.s a dish of le.tther-coats for 
yon. \SeUi'fig them before Bakdolph. 
Shal. Davy, — 

Davy. Your worshij>? — I’ll be with yon 
straight. — A enp of wine, sir? 

Sil. \Singhuj.'] A clip of wine, that's brisk 
and fine, 

A nd drink unto the leman mine ; 

Ami a merry hea,rt lives lony-a. bo 
Fal. Well said, Master Silence. 

Sil. If we shall be meny, now comes in the 
sweet of the night. 

Fal. Health and long life to you. Master 
Silence. 

Sil. \Sinying.'\ Fill the enp, and let it 
come ; 

I 'll pledge, you a mile to the bottom. 

Shal. Honest Bardolph, welcome : if thou 
wantest anything, and wilt not call, beslirew 
thy heart. — Welcome, my little tiny thief; 
and welcome, indeed, too. — I ’ll drink to 
Miister Bardolph, and to all the cavaleroes 
about London. oi 

Davy. I hope to see London once ere I die. 
Bard. If I might see you there, Davy, — 
Shal. By tjie mass, you’ll crack a quart 
together : ha ! will you not, Master Bar- 
dolph ? 

Bard. Yea, sir, in a pottle-pot. 

Shal. By God’s liggens, I thank thee. — 
Tlie knave will stick by th<je, 1 can ^sure 
thee that : he will not out ; he is true bred. 
Bard. And I ’ll stick by him, sir. 7<> 

Shal. Why, there spoke a king. Lack 
nothing; be merry. [Knocking heard.'] Look, 
who ’s at door there. Ho ! who knocks ? 

[Exit Davy. 

'Fal. [To Silence, who drinks a bumper.] 
Why, now you have done me right, 

Sil. [Singing,] Do me right. 

Ana dub me knight : 

Samingo. 

Is ’t not so ? 

Fal. ’T is so. ».() 

Sil. Is ’t .so ? Why, then say, a^i old man 
can do somewhat. 


Re-enter Davy. 

Davy. If it please yoim worahip, there’s 
one Pistol come from the court with news. 
Fal. From the court? let him come in. — 

Enter PisTOL. 

How now. Pistol ? 

Fist. Sir John, God save you, sir. 

Fal. What wind blew you hither. Pistol ? 
Fist. Not thb ill wind which blows no man 
to good. — Sweet knight, thou art now one of 
the greatest men in the realm. «i 

Sil. By ’r lady, I think he be, but goodman 
Puff of Barson. 

Fist. Puff? 

Puff in thy teeth, most recreant coward 
b.ase ! — 

Sir John, 1 am thy Pistol, and thy friend, 
And holt er-.skel ter have I rode to thee ; 

And tidings do I bring, and lucky joys, 

And golden times, and happy news of price. 

Fid. I pr’ythee now, deliver them like a 
man of this world. roi 

Fist. A foutro fo^ the world, and world- 
lings base 1 

I speak of Africa, and golden joys. 

Fal. O base Assyrian knight, w’hat is thy 
news ? 

Let King Cophetua know the tmth thereof. 
Sil. And Robin Hood, Scarlet, and 

John. 

Fist. Shall DunghOl curs confront the 
Helicons ? 

And shall good news be baffle*! ! 

Then, Pistol, lay thy head in Fuiies’ lap. 

Shal. Honest gentleman, I know not your 
breeding. 

Fist. Why then, lament therefore. m 
Shal. Give me pardon, sir : — if, sir, you 
come with news from the court, I take it, 
there is but two w^ays : either to utter them, 
or to conceal them. I am, sir, under the 
king, in some authority. 

Fist. Under which king, Bezonian ? speak, 
or die. 

Shal. Under King Harry. 

Fist. Hairy the Fourth ? or Fifth ? 

Shid. Harry the Fourth. 

Fist. A foutre for thine office ! — 

Sir John, thy tender lambkin now is king; 
Harry the Fifth ’s the man. I .speak the 
truth : '-■« 

When Pistol lies, do this ; and fig me, like 
The bragging Spaniard. 

Fill. What ! is the old king dead ? 

Fist. As nail in door : the things I speak 
are just. 
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Act V. 


KING HENKY IV.— PART II. 


Scene V. 


/’a/. Away, BiirdoI[>h ! sadtUe my horse. — ■ 
Master Robert Shallow, choose what office 
thou wilt in the huid, ’t is thine. — Pistol, I 
will double-charge thee with dignities. 

Bard. O joyful day ! — I would not take a 
knighthood for my fortune. !»> 

Pint. What ! I <lo bring good uew.s ? 

Fal. Carry Master Silence to bed.- — Master 
Shallow, my Lord Shallow, be what thou 
wilt, I am fortune’s steward, (let on thy 
boots : we ’ll ride all night . — Q sweet Pistol ! 
— Away, Bardolph. Bakdoli’II.] — 

Come, Pistol, utter more to me ; and, withal, 
devise something to do thy.self good. — Boot, 
boot. Master Shallow : I know, the young 
king is sick for me. Let us take any man’s 
horses ; the laws of England are at my com- 
mandment. Happy are they which have 
been my friends, aiul woe unto my lord chief 
justice ! m 

Pist. Ijot vultures vile seize on his lungs 
also ! 

“ Where is the life that late I led ? ” say they ; 
Why, hero it is ; welcome these pleasant , 
days ! [^Exetmt. 


Scene IV. — Lomlon. A Street. 

Enter Beadles, dragijbuj in Hostess Quickly 
and Doll Tkak-siieet. 

Host No, tliou arrant knave : I would to 
God I might die, that I might have thee 
hanged ; thou hast drawn my shoulder out of 
joint. 

1 Hexid. The constables have delivered her 
over to mo, and she shall have whipping-cheer 
enough, I wariunt hei*. There hath been a 
man or two lately killed about her. 

Doll. Nuthook, nuthook, you lie. Come 
on : I ’ll tell thee what, thou damned tripe- 
visaged I’ascal. An the child I now go with 
do miscarry, thou hadst better thou hadst 
struck thy mother, thou paj)er-faced villain. 12 

Host. O the Lord, that Sir John were 
come ! he would make this a bloody day to 
somebody. But 1 pray God the fruit of her 
womb miscarry ! 

1 Bead. If it do, you shall have a dozen 
of cushions again ; you have but eleven 
now. Come, I charge you both go with mo ; 
for the man is dead, that you and Pistol 
beat among you. si 

Doll. I ’ll tell thee what, thou thin man in 
a censer, I will have you as soundly swinged 
for this, — you blue-bottle rogue ! you filthy 


famished coriectioner ! if you bo not swinged, 
I ’ll forawear half-kirtles. 

1 Bead. Come, come, you she knight-errant, 
come. 

Host O pod, that right should thus over- 
come might ! Well, of sufi’eranco comes ease. 

/}oll. (Jome, you rogue, come : bring me to 
a justice. jn 

Host Ay ; come, you starved blood-hound, 
Doll. Goodman death ! goodnian bones ! 
Host Thou atomy, thou ! 

Doll. Come, you thin thing; come, you 
rascal ! 

1 Bead. Very well. [Exeunt 


►Scene V. — A Public Place near Westminster 
Abbey . 

Enter two Grooms, strewing rushes. 

1 Groom. More rushes, nioi’c rushes ! 

Groom. The trumpets have sounded 
twice. 

1 Groom. It will Ikj two o’clock ere they 
come from the coronation. Despatch, 
despatch. [Eaiennt Grooms. 

Enter Falstaff, Shallow, Pistol, 
Baroolfii, and the Page. 

Fed. Stand here by mo. Master Robert 
Shallow ; I will make the king do you grace. 
I will leer upon him, as he comes by, and do 
hut mark the countenance that he will give 
me. 

JHst God bless thy lungs, gootl knight. i> 

Fal. Como here. Pistol ; stand behind me. 
— [ To Shallow.] (31 if I had had time to have 
made new liveiies, I would have be.stowed the 
thousand pound I borrowed of you. But ’t is 
no matter ; this poor show doth better : this 
doth infer the zeal I had to see him. 

Ehal. It doth so. 

Fal. It shows my earnestness of afiection. 

BhaJ. It doth .so. 

Fal. My devotion. 

Shal. It doth, it doth, it doth. 

Fal. As it were, to ride day and night; 
and not to delibenite, not to remember, not to 
have patience to shift me. * 

Shal. It is most certain. 

Fal. But, to stand stained with travel, and 
sweating with desire to see him : thinking of 
nothing else ; putting all afiaii’S else in 
oblivion, as if there were nothing else to be 
done but ,to see him. 

Pist. 'T is sem.'per idem, for absque hoc nihil 
est. ’T is all in eveiy^part. 



Act V. 


KING HENRY IV.— PART II. 


Scene V. 


ijlud. ’T in so, indeod. 

Pist. My kiiight, I will inflame thy noble 
liver, 

And make thee rage. 

^hy Doll, and Helen of thy noble thoughts, 
Is in base durance, and contagious prison ; 
Haul’d thither 

Ry most mechanical and dirty hand : — 

RiOuse up j'ovenge from ebon «len with fell 
Alecto’s snake. 

For Doll is in; Pistol speaks nought but 
truth. 

Fal. I will deliver her. 

\S1iouts wUhi/t, and trumpets souud. 

Pist. luere roar’d the sea, and trum}>et- 
clang<jr sounds. 

Enter King and his Train, inchiding the 
Chief Justice. 

Fal. God save thy grace, King Hal ! my 
I’oyal Hal ! 

Pist. Ther heavens thee guard jmd keep, 
mo.st royal imp of fame ! 

Fal. God save thee, my sweet boy ! 

King. My lord chief justice, speak to that 
vain man. 

Oh. Just. Have you your wits ? know you 
what ’t is you sjieak ? 

Fal. My king ! my J ovo 1 I speak to thee, 
ray heart ! 

Kiuy. I know thee not, old man : fall to 
thy prayers ; 

How ill white hairs Ijecome a f<x>l and jester ! 
I have long dream’d of such a kind of man, 

So surfeit-swell’d, so old, and m profane ; w 
But, being awake, 1 do despise my dream. 
Make less thy bixly, hence, and more thy 
grace ; 

Leave gormandising ; know, tiie grave doth 
gape 

For thee thrice Avidcr than for other men. 
Reply not to me with a fool-l)orn jest : 
Presume not that I am the thing I wjis ; 

For God doth know, so shall the world per- 
ceive, 

That I have turn’d away my former self ; 

So will I those that kept me company. 

When thou dost hear I am as 1 haA e been, «o 
Appi'oach me, and thou shalt be as thou wast. 
The tutor and the feeder of my riots ; 

Till then, I banish thee, on pain of death, 

As I have done the rest of my nilsleaders, 
Not to come near our j)ei*son by ten mile. 

For competence of life I will allow you. 

That lack of means enforce you pot to evil : 
And as we hear you do reform yourselves, 
We will, according to your strength and 
qualities, • ♦ 


(Jive you advancement. — Be it yom* chaige, 
my lord, to 

To see perform'd the tenor of our word. — 

Set on. [Exeunt Kino and his Train. 

Fal. Master Shallow, I owe you a thousand 
pound. 

Shal. Ay, mairy, Sir John; which 1 
beseech you to let mo havt^ homo with me. 

Fal. That can hardly be, Master Shallow. 
Do not you grieve at this: I shall be sent 
for in private to him. Jjook you, he must 
seem thus to the world. Fear not your ad- 
vancement ; I will be the man yc't that shall 
mako you great. an 

Shal. I cannot perceive how, unless you 
.should give me your doublet, and stuff me 
out with straw'. I beseech you, good Sir 
John, let me have five hundred of my 
thousand. 

Fal. Sir, I will bo as good as my word ; 
this that you heard wsis but a colour. 

Shal. A coloui', I feai', that you wdll die in. 
Sir John. 

Fal. Fear no colours : go with me to 
dinner. Come, Lieutenant Pistol ; — come, 
Bai-dolph : — 1 shall be sent for soon at 
night. <" 

Re-enter Prince John, the Chief Justice, 
Officers, dtc. 

Ch. Just. Go, cany Sir John FaLstaff to 
the Fleet ; 

Take all his company along with him. 

Fal. My lord, my lord ! — 

Ch. Just. I cannot now .speak : 1 will hear 
you .soon. 

Take them away. 

Pist. Si fortune me torniente, speraio me 
contente. 

[Exeunt Falstaff, Shallow, Pistol, 
Bakoolph, Page, and Officers. 
P. John. I like this fair proceeding of the 
king’s. 

He hath intent, his wonted followei’S 
Shall all be very well provided for ; <» 

But all are banish’d, till their conversations 
Api^car mox'C wise and modest to the world. 
Ch. Just. And so they ai-e. 

P. John. The king hath call’d his parlia- 
ment, my lord. 

Ch. Just. He hath. 

P. John. I will lay odds, that, ere tliis 
year expire. 

We l)ear our civil swords, and native fira, 

As far as France. 1 heard a bird so sing, 
Whose music, to my thinking, pleas’<l the 
king. 

Come, will you hence 1 [Ejxunt. 



KING HENKY IV.— PART II. 


EPILOGUE. 


First my fear, then my courtesy, last my 
s|>eech. My fear is your displeasure, my 
courtesy my duty, and my speech to beg 
■your pardons. If you look for a good speech 
now, you undo me ; for what I liavc to say, 
is of mine own making ; and wliat indeed I 
should say, will, I doubt, prore mine own 
marring. But to the pui'pose, and so to the 
venture. — Be it known to you (as it is very 
well), I was lately here in the end of a dis- 
pleasing play, to pray your patience for it, 
and to promise you a better. I did mean, 
indee<l, to pay you with this ; which, if, like 
an ill venture, it come unluckily home, I 
break, and you, my gentle creditors, lose. 
Here, I promisctl you, I would be, and 
here I commit my body to your mercies : 
bate me some, and I will jiay you some ; 
and, as most debtors do, ^momise you 
infinitely. 

If my tongue cannot entreat you to acquit I 


me, will you command me to use my legs 1 < 
and yet that were but light payment, to 
danc^i out of your <lebt. But a good con- 
science will make any possible satisfaction, 
and so will I. All the gentlewomen here 
have forgiven me : if the gentlemen will not, 
then the gentlemen do not agree with the 
gentlewomen, which was never seen before 
in such an assembly. 

One wbi-d more, 1 beseech you. If you be 
not too much cloyed with fat moat, our 
humble author will continue the story”, with 
Sir John in it, and make you* merry with 
fair Katharine of France : where, for any- 
thing I know, Falstaff shall die of a sweat, 
unless already lui )>e killed with your hard 
opinions; for Oldcastle ditxl a martyr, and 
this is not the man. My tongue, is weary ; 
when my legs are too, 1 will bid you good 
jnght : and so kneel down before you ; but, 
indeed, to pray for the <jueen. 



THE PASSIONATE PILGRIM. 


I. 

When my love swears that she is made of 
truth, 

I do believe her, though I kr w she lies, 
That she luight think me some untutor’d 
youth, 

Unskilful in the world’s false forgeries. 

Thus vamly thinking that she thinks me 
young, 

Although 1 know my years bo past the best, 

I smiling credit her false-siKjaking tongue. 
Outfacing faults in love with love’s ill rest. 
But wherefoi’e says my love that she is 
youn^ ? 

And wherefore say not I that I am old 1 lo 

0 ! love’s best habit is a soothing tongue. 
And age, in love, loves not to have years 

told. 

Tlierefore I ’ll lie with love, and love with 
mo. 

Since tliat our faults in love thus smother’d 
be. 

11 . 

Two loves I have of comfort and despair, 
Which like two spirits do suggest me still : 
The better angel is a man, light fair. 

The worser spirit a woman, colour’d ill. 

To win me soon to hell, my female evil 
Tempteth my better Jingel from my side, a) 
And woidd corrupt a saint to be a devil. 
Wooing his purity with her fair pride : 

And whether that my angel be turn’d fiend. 
Suspect I may, but not directly tell ; 

For being both to me, both to each friend, 

1 guess one angel in another’s hell. 

The truth I shall not know, but live in 
doubt. 

Till my bad angel fire my good one out. 

III. 

Did not the heavenly rhetoric of thine eye, 
’Gainst whom the world could nqt hold argu- 
ment, , 3i> 

Persuade my heart to tliis false perjuiy? 
Vows for thee broke deserve not punishment. 
A woman I forswore ; but I will pi-ove, 

Thou being a goddess, I forswore not thee 
My vow was eartldy, thou a heavenly love ; 
TIjy grace being gain’d Aures all disgrace in me 


My vow was breath, and breath a vapour 
is : 

Then thou, fair sun, tliat on this earth dost 
shine, 

Exhale this vapour vow ; in thee it is : 

If broken, then it is no fault of mine. in 

If by mo broke, what fool is not so 
Avise 

To break an oath, to win a paiiiclise ? 

IV. 

Sweet Cytherea, sitting by a bi-ook, 

With young Adonis, lovely, fresh, and 
green, 

Did court the lad with many a lovely look. 

Such looks as none could look but beauty’s 
queen, 

She told him stories to delight his ear ; 

She show’d him favours to allure his eye ; 

To win his heart, she touch’d him here and 
there : 

Touches so soft still conquer chastity. 

But whether unripe years di<l want conceit. 

Or ho refus’d to take her figur’d jirofier, 

The tender nibbler would not touch the 
bait 

But smile and jest at every gentle offer : 

Then fell she on her back, fair <[ucen, and 
toward : 

He rose and ran away ; ah, fool too fro- 
ward ! 

v. 

If love make me fonsworn, how shall I swear 
to love ? 

O ! never faith could hold, if not to beauty 
vow’d : 

Though to myself forsworn, to thee I ’ll con- 
stant prove ; 

Those thoughts, to me like oaks, to thee like 
osiei's bow’d. «'» 

Study his bias leaves, and makes his booi: 
thine eyes, 

Where all those pleasures live, that art can 
comprehend. 

If knowledge be the mark, to know thee shall 
suffice ; 

Well learned is that tongue that well can 
thee commend ; 
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AH ignorant that sonl that .sees thee without 
wonder, 

Which ia to me aotne praise, that I thy parts 
julinire : 

Tiiino eye Jove’s lightning seems, thy voice 
his dreadful thunder, 

Which (not to anger bent) is music and sweet 
lire. 

Celestial us thou art, O ! do not love that 
wrong. 

To sing heaven’s praise with such an earthly 
tongue. * 70 

VI. 

Scarce had the sun dried u]> the dewy morn, 
And scarce the herd gone to tho hedge for 
shade, 

When Cytherea, all in love forlorn, 

A longing tarriance for Aflonis niaile. 

Under an osier growing by a brook, 

A brook, whoixi Adon us’d to cool his spleen: 
Hot was the day ; .she hotter tlmt did look 
For hi.s approach, that often there had been. 
Anon he comes, and throws his mantle by. 
And .stood stark ‘naked on the brook’s green 
brim ; w 

The sun look’d on the world with glorious 
eye. 

Yet not so wistly as this queen on him : 

He, spying her, bounc’d in, whereas he 
stootl : 

“ O Jove,” quoth .she, “ why ,was not I a 
flood ? ” 

vii. 

Fair is my love, but not .so fail* as tickle : 

Mild as a dove, but neither true nor tru.sty ; 
Brighter than glass, and yet, as glass is, 
brittle ; 

Softer than wax, ami yet as iron rusty : 

A lily pale, with damask dye to grace her. 

None faii'er, nor none falser to deface her. 

Her lips to mine how often hath she join’d, 
Between each kiss her oaths of true love 
swearing ! 

How many tales to please me hath she coin’d, 
Dreading my love, the lo.ss whereof still fear- 

ing ! . 

Yet in the midst of all her pure pi’otcstings, 

Her faith, her oaths, her tears, ami all 
were je.stings. 

She burn’d with love, as straw with fire 
flametl 

She bum'd out love, as soon as straw out- 
bumeth ; 


She fram’d the love, and yet she foil’d the 
framing ; 

She bade love last, and yet she fell a-turning. 

Was this a lover, or a lecher whether '( loi ^ 

Bad in the best, though excellent in 
neither. 

VIII. 

If music and sweet j)oetry agree. 

As they must needs, the sister and the 
brother. 

Then must tho love bo great ’twixt theeand me. 
Because thou lov’st tho one, and I the other. 
Dowland to thee is deal*, 'whose heavenly 
I touch 

Upon the lute doth ravish human sense ; 
Spenser to me, whoso deep conceit is such. 

As, jmssing all conceit, needs no defence, no 
Thou lov’st to hear the sweet melodious 
sound 

That Phmbus’ lute (the queen of music) 
makes 

And I in deep delight am chiefly drown’d 
*Whenas himself to singing he betakes. 

One god is god of both, as poets feign ; 

One knight loves both, and both in thee 
i*emain. 

IX. 

Fail* was the morn, when tho fair queen of 
love, 

* * * * * 

Paler for soi*row than her milk-white dove, 

For Adon’s sake, a youngster proud and wild ; 
Her stand she takes ujKin a steep-up hill : ia» 
Anon Adonis comes with horn and hounds ; 
yiie, silly queen, with more tlian love’s good 
will, 

Forbade the boy he should not pjiss those 
grounds. 

Once,” quoth she, “ did I see a fair sweet 
youth 

Here in these brakes deep- wounded with a 
boar. 

Deep in the thigh, a spectacle of ruth ! 

See, in my thigh,” quoth she, “ here was the 
sore.” 

She showed hens; he saw more wounds 
than one. 

And blushing fled, and left her all alone. 

\ X. 

Sweet rose, fair flower, untimely pluck’d, soon 
vaded, . i»> 

Pluck’d in the bud, and vaded in the spring E 
Bright orient pearl, alack, too timely shaded 1 
Fair creature,' kill’d too soon by death’s sharp 
sting 
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Like a green plum tJiat hangs ujjon a tree, 
And falls, through wind, before the fall 
should be. 

• I weep for thee, and yet no cause I have ; 
For why thou left’st me nothing in tliy will : 
And yet thou left’st me more than I" did 
crave ; 

For why I ciaviMl nothing of thee still : 

Oh yes, dear friend, I pardon crave of thee ; 
Thy discontent thou didst bequeath to me. 

XI. 

Venus, with young Adonis sitting by her, U 2 
Under a myi tlo shade, liegim to woo him : 
She tohl the youngling how god JSIars did try 
her, 

And as he fell to her, so she fell to him. 

“ Even thus,” quoth she, “ the warlike god 
embrac’d me ; ” 

And then she clipp’il Adonis in her arms : 

“ Even thus,” quoth she, “ the warlike god 
unlac’d me,” 

As if the boy should use like loving channs. 
“ Even thus,” quoth she, “ ho seized of my 
lips,” 

And with her lips on his did act the seizure ; 
And as she fetched In-eath, away he skips. 
And would not take her meaning, nor her 
pieasurc- 

Ah. ! tliat I had my lady at this hay, 

To kiss and clip me till I ran away ! 

XII. 

Crabbed ago and youtJi cjxnnot live together : 
Youth is full of i)lea8ance, age is full of care ; 
Youth like summer morn, age like winter 
weather ; 

Youth like summer brave, age like winter 
bare. 

Youth is full of sport, age’s breath is short ; 

Youth is nimble, age is lame ; wi 

Youth is hot and bold, age is weak and cold ; 

Youth is wild, and age is tame. 

Age, I do abhor thee ; youth, I do adore 
thee ; 

*^y love, my love is young ! 

Age, I do defy thee ; O, sweet sliepherd 1 hie 
thee. 

For methinks thou stay’st too long, 

xrii. 

Beauty is but a vain and doubtful good j 
A shining gloss that vadeth suddenly j 
A fle^er that dies, when first it 'gins to bud ; 
A brittle glass, that ’s broken presently : m 
A doubtful good, a gloss, a ^tfss, a flower. 
Lost, vaded, broken^ dead wfthin an hour. 


And as goods lost arc seld or never found. 

As vaded gloss no rubbing will refresh, 

As flowei’s dead lie wither’d on the ground, 

As broken glass no cement can redress. 

So beauty blemish’d once ’s for over lost, 

In spite of physic, painting, pain, and 
cost. 

XIV. 

Good night, good rest. Ah ! neither be my 
share : iw 

She bade good night, that kept my rest 
away ; 

I And dalF’d me to a cabin bang’d with care, 
j To descant on the doubts of my docjvy. 

I “ Farewell, ’’'quoth she, “ and come again 
to-morrow 

Fare well I could not, for I supji’d with 
sorrow. 

Yet at my parting sweetly did she smile. 

In scorn or friendship, nill 1 construe wliether : 
’T may be, she joy’d to jest at my exile, 

’T maybe, again to make me wander thither: 
“ Wander,” a word for .shadows like thy- 
self, If" 

As take the pain, but cannot pluck the 
JK'If. 

XV. 

Lord, how mine eyes throw gazes to the 
east ! 

My heart doth charge the watch ; the morning 
rists 

Doth cite each moving sense from idle rest. 
Not daring trust the fUlico of mine eyes, 
While Pliilomela sits and sings, I sit and 
mark, 

And wisJi Iier lays were tuned like the 
lark ; 

For she doth welcome tlaylight with her 
ditty. 

And drives away dark di'eaming night : 

The night so pack’d, I post unto my pretty ; 
Heart hath his hope, and eyes their wished 
sight ; 201 

Sorrow cliaug’d to solace, solace mix’d with 
sorrow : 

For why she sighed, and bade me come to- 
moiTow. 

Wei*e I with her, the night would post too 
soon : 

But now ai’e minutes added to the houra ; 

To spite me now, each minute seems a 
moon ; 

Yet not for roe, sliine sun to succour flowers ! 
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I’ack night, jjeep day ; good day, of nigl 
now borrow : 

Short, night, to-night, and length thyself to 
morrow. 

XVI. 

It was a lording’s daughter, the fairest one 0‘ 
thi'ee, 2ii 

That liked of her master as well as well migh 
be, 

Till looking on nn Englishman, the flxir’st that 
eye could see, 

Her fancy fell a-turning. 

Long was the combat doubtful, that love witl 
love did fight, 

To leave the master loveless, or kill the gallant 
knight : 

To ]mt in practice either, alas ! it was a sjfite 
Unto the silly damsel. 

But one mu.st be refused ; more mickle was 
the pain, 

That nothing coxild be used, ^ tuiu them both 
to gain ; 

For of the two tlie trusty knight w'as wounded 
with disdain : 220 

Alas, slie could not help it. 

Thus art with arms contending was victor of 
the day. 

Which by a gift of learning did bear the maid 
away; 

Then lullaby, the learned man hath got the 
latly gay ; 

For now my song is ended. 

XVII. 

On a day (alack the day !) 

Love, whose month was ever May, 

Spied a blossom passing fair. 

Playing in the wanton air : 

Through the velvet leaves the wind, 

All unseen, ’gan }>assage find ; 

That the lover (sick to death) 

AVish’d himself the heaven’s breath. 

“ Air,” quoth he, “ thy cheeks may blow ; 

Air, would I might triumph so ! 

But, alas ! my hand hath sworn 
Ne’er to pluck thee from thy thorn : 

Vow, alack 1 for youth tmmeet : 

You^, so apt to pluck a sweet. 

Thou for whom Jove would swear 
Juno but an Ethiop were ; 

And deny himself for Jove, 

Turning mortal for thy love.” 


XVIII. 

My flocks feed not. 

My ewes breed not. 

My rams speed not, 

All is amiss : 

Love’r denying, 

Faith’s defying. 

Heart’s renying, ss 

Causer of this. 

All my merry jigs ai'e quite forgot. 

All my lady’s love is lost, God wot : 

Where her faith wa,s firmly fix’d in love, 
There a nay is plac’d without remove. 

One silly cross 
Wrought all my loss : 

O frowning Fortune, cursed, fickle dame ! 
For now I see 

Inconstjincy aa 

More in women than in men remain. 

In black mourn I, 

All fears sconi I, 

Ijove hath forlorn me. 

Living in thrall ; 

Heart is bleeding. 

All help needing, 

O ci’uel speeding ! 

Fi-aughted with gsdl. 

My shepherd’s pipe can sound no deal, 

My wether’s bell rings doleful knell ; 

My cui-tail dog, that wont to have play’d, 
Plays not at all, but seems afraid ; 

My sighs so deep 
Procure to weej), 

In howling wise, to .see my doleful plight. 
How sighs resound 
Through heartless ground. 

Like a thousand vanquish’d men in bloody 
fight ! 

Clear wells spring not, sao 

Sweet bii-ds sing not. 

Green plants bring not 
Forth their dye ; 

Herds stand weeping, 

Flocks all sleeping. 

Nymphs back peeping 
Fearfully : 

A .11 our pleasure known to us poor swains. 

All our merry meetings on the plains. 

All our evening sport from us is fled, 2»o 

All our love il lost, for Love is dead. 

^Airewell, sweet hiss, 

Thy like ne’er Avas 

For a sweet content, the cause of all my moan : 
*oor Corydon 
Must live alon^, 

Other help for him 1 see that there is none. 
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XIX. 

Whenas thino eye hath chose the dame, 
xVnd stall’d the deer that thou shouldst 
strike, 

Let reason nile things worthy blame, a. 
As well as fancy, partial wight : 

Take counsel of some wiser head, 

Neither too young, nor yet unwed. 

And when thou com’st thy tale to tell. 
Smooth not thy tongtie with filed talk, 

Lest she some subtle practice smel) ; . 

A cripple soon run find a halt : 

But plainly saj thou lov’st her well. 

And set thy jierson forth to sell. 

« 

What though lier frowning brows be bent, 
Her cloudy looks will clear ore night ; 

And then too late she will reiient 
That thus dissembled her delight ; 

And twice desire, ere it be day, 

That which with scorn she put away. 

What though she strive to try her strength. 
And ban and brawl, and say thee nay, 

Her feeble force will yield at length, 

When craft hath taught her thus to say, — 

“ Harl women been so strong as men, 33< 
In faith, you had not had it then.” 

An<l to her will frame all thy ways : 

Spare not to spend, and chiefly there 
Where thy desert may raeiit praise. 

By ringing in tliy lady’s ear : 

The strongest castle, tower, and town. 

The golden bidlet beats it down. 

Sei’ve always with assured trust. 

And in thy suit be humble true ; 

Unless thy lady prove unjust, s® 

Seek never thou to choose anew. 

When time shall serve, be thou not slack 
To proffer, though she put thee back. 

The wiles and guiles that women woi'k. 
Dissembled with an outwaixl show, 

I’he tricks anti toys that iii them lurk, 

The cock that treads them shall not know. 
Have you not heat'd it said full oft, 

A woman’s nay doth stand fer nought 1 

r 

Think, women love to match with men sio 
And not to live so like a saint : 

Here is no heaven ; they holy then 
Begin when age doth them attaint. 

Were kisses all thq joys in l>ed, 

One wopian would another wed. 


But, .soft ! enough, — too much, I fear ; 

For if my mistress hear my song, 

She will not stick to ring my ear, 

To teach my tongue to be so long : 

Yet will she blush, here bo it said, 

’To hear her secrets so Ijewray’d. 

XX. 

Live with me, ami be my love, 

And we wilt all the pleasures prove, 

That hills' and valleys, dales and fi(dds. 

And all the craggy mountains yields. 

There will we sit upon the rocks, 

And see the shepherds feed their flocks. 

By shallow rivei*s, to whose falls 
Melodious birds sing madrigals. 

There will I make the(i a bed of roses, sw 
With a thousand fragrant posies ; 

A cai) of flower.s, ami a kirtlo 
Embroider’d all with leaves of myrtle. 

A belt of stx'aw and ivy buds. 

With coral clasps and amber studs ; 

And if these pleasures may thee move. 

Then live with me, and l)e my love. 

love’.s answer. 

If that the world and love were young, 

And truth m every shepherd’s tongue. 

These pretty j)loas\ires might me move, .im 
To live with thee and be tliy love. 

XXI. 

As it fell upon a day 
In the merry' month of l\Iay', 

Bitting in a pleasant sliatle. 

Which a grove of myrtles made. 

Beasts did leap, and birds did sing, 

Trees did grow, and plants did spring ; 
Everything di<l banish moan, 

Bavo the nightingale alone ; 

Bhe, poor bird, as all forlorn, ssfr- 

Loan’d her breast up-till a thorn. 

And there s\ing the dolefuH’st ditty, 

Tliat to hear it was great i)ity. 

‘ Fie, fie, fie ! ” now would she cry ; 

‘ Terau, Tereu ! ” by-and-l)y ; 

That to hear her .so complain, 

Bcarce I could from tears refrain ; 

For her griefs, so lively shown. 

Made me think upon mine own. 

Ah ! thought I, tho\i mourn’st in vain, 38o 
None takes pity on thy pain ; 

Senseless trees they cannot hear time. 

Ruthless beasts they will not cheer thee. 



THE PASSIONATE PILGRIM. 


King Pundion, he is detul, 

All thy friends ai*o lapp’d in lead, 

All thy fellow-birds do sing, 

Careless of thy sorrowing, 

XXII. 

Whilst as fickle Fortune smil’d, 

Thou and I wei-e both beguil’d : 

Every one tliat llattei's thee 
Is no friend in misery. 

Words are easy, like the wind ; 
Faithfiil friends are hard to find : 
Eveiy man will be th)’- friend, 

Whilst thou hast wherewith to spend ; 
But if store of ci'owns be scant, 

No man will suj)ply thy want. 

If tliat one be prodigal, 

Bountiful they will him call. 


And with such like flattering, 

“ Pity but he were a king.” 

If he be addict to vice. 

Quickly him they will entice ; 

If to women he be bent, 

They have him at cdmmandement 
But if Foi'tune once do frown, 
Then, farewell his great renown ; 
They that fawn’d on him before 
Use his company no more. 

He that is thy friend indeed, 

He will help thee in thy need : 

If thoii sorrow, he will weep*; 

If thou wake, he cannot jJeep : 
’flius of every grief in heart , 
He with thee does bear a part. 
These are certain signs to know 
Faitliful friend from flattering foe. 
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DRAMATIS PEimKE._ 


Don Pedbo, Prime of Arragon. 
John, his bastard Brother. 

Claudio, a young Lord of Florence. 
Benedick, a young Lord of Padwi. 
Leonato, Governor of Messina, 
Antonio, his>Brother. 

Balthazar, Servant to Don Pedro'. 


Borachio, ) Followers of John. 

(yONRADE, ) 

Do«B 1!1U<Y, I y 
\ ERGES, ( 


Friar Francis. 
A Sexton, 

A Boy. 


Hero, Daiufhter to Leonato. 
Beatrice, Niece to LeonaU). 


Margaret, 

Ursula, 


} 


Gentlewomen attending on Hero 


Messengers^ Watchmen, and Attendants. 


;S'C^iVi7 — Messina. 


AO 

Scene I. — Before Leonato’s House. 

Enter Leonato, Hero, Beatrice, and others, 
with a Messemjer, 

Leon. 1 learn in this letter, that Don Pedro 
of Arragon comes this niglit to Messina. 

Me^s. He is very near by this : he was 
not three leagues off when I left him. 

Leon. How many gentlemen have you lost 
in this action 1 

Me^. But few of any sort, and none of 
name. 

Leon. A victory is twice itself, when the 
achiever brings home full numbei's, 1 find 
here, that Don Pedro hath bestowed much 
honour on a young Florentine, called Claudio. 

Mess. Much deserved on liis part, and 
equally remembered by Don Pedro. He hath 
borne himself beyond the promise of his age, 
doing in the figure of a lamb the feats of a 
lion : he hath, indeed, better bettered expec- 
tation than you must exixjct of me to tell you 
how. 9) 

Leon. He hath an uncle here in Messina 
will l)e very much glad of it. f 

Mess. I have already deliver^' him letters, 
and there appears much joy in wm ; even so 
much, that joy could not 8ho\^, itself modest 
enough without a badge of bitterness. 

Leon. Did he bniak out into jtears ? 

Mess. In great meatiipre. • 

Leon. A kind overflow of kindnesa There 


r I. 

ai’e no faces truer than those that are so 
washed : how much better is it to weep at 
joy, than to joy at weeping ! »i 

Beat. I pray you, is Signior Montanto re 
turned from the wars, or no 1 

Me^s. 1 know none of that name, lady ; 
there wiis none smrh in the army of any 
sort, 

Leon. What is he that you ask for, niece 1 
Hero. My cousin means Signior Benedick 
of Padua. 

Mess. 0, he is I’cturned, and as pleasant as 
ever he was. » 

Beat. He set up his bills here in Messina, 
and ehallengcd Cupid at the flight ; and my 
uncle’s fool, i-eading the challenge, subscribed 
for Cupid, and challenged him at the bird- 
bolt, — I pray you, how many hath he killed 
and eaten in these wars ? But how many 
hath he killed ? for, indeed, I promised to eat 
all of his killing. 

Leon. Faith, niece, you tax Signior Bene- 
<lick too much ; but ho ’ll be meet with you, 
1 doubt it not. 

Afess. He hath done good service, lady, in 
these wars. »» 

Beat. You had musty victual, and he hath 
holp to eat it : he is a very valiant trencher- 
man ; he hath an excellent stomach. 

Mess. And a good soldier too, lady. 

Beat. And a good soldier to a lady ; but 
what is he to a lord ? 
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SfeENE I. 


JfeHs. A lurd to a lord, a man to a nuiu 
stuffed with all liouourablo virtues. 

BefU. It is so, indeed : he is no less than n 
stuffed man ; but for the stuffing, — ^well, w« 
are all mortal. * 

Leon. You must not, sir, mistake my 
niece. There is a kind of merry war betwixt 
Siguior Benedick and her : they never 
meet, but thei-e’s a skirmish of wit between 
them. * 

Beat. Alas ! he gets nothing by that. In 
our last conflict four of his live wits went halt- 
ing olf, and now is the whole man governed 
with one ; so that if he have wit enough to 
keep himself warm, let him bear it for a <lif- 
ference between himself and his horse ; for it 
is all the wealth that he hath left to be known 
a reasonable creature. — Who is his companion 
, now ( He hath evei j month a new sworn 
brother. 

J/eee. Is ’t possible I ^ 

Beal. Very easily possible: he wears his 
faith but as the fashion of his hat ; it ever 
changes with the next blqpk. 

Mess. I see, lady, the gentleman is not in 
your book.s. 

Beat. No : an he were, I would buna my 
study. But, I pray you, who is his companion? 
Is there no young squui-er now, that will 
make a voyage with him to the devil ? h 2 

Mess. He is most in the company of the 
right noble Clamlio. 

Beat. O Loi'd ! he will hang upon him like 
a disease : he is sooner caught than the 
pe.stilence, and the taker runs presently mad. 
God help the Jioble Claudio! if he have caught 
the Benedick, itw'ill costhim a thousand ix)und 
ere he be cui'ed. 

Mess. I will hold fiiends with you, lady, w 

Beat. Do, good friend. 

Leon. You will never run mad, niece. 

Beat. No, not till a hot January. 

Mess. Don Pedro is approached. 

Enter Don Peoro, John, Claudio, Benedick, I 
Balthazar, and others. ' 

D. Pedro. Good Signior Leonato, you are 
come to meet your trouble : the fashion of the 
world is to avoitl cost, and you encounter it. 

Leon. Never came trouble to my house in 
the likeness of your gi’ace j for trouble being 
gone, comfort should remain, but when you 
depart from me, .sorrow abides, and happine.ss 
takes hLs leave. loi 

D. Pedro. You embmee your charge too 
willingly. I think, this is your daughter. 

Leon. Her mother hath many times told me 
so. 


Bene. W ere you in doubt, su', that you asked 
her ? 

Leon. Signior Benedick, no ; for then were 
you a child. < 

D. Pedro. You have it full. Benedick : we 
ma;J guess by this what you are, bemg a 
man. — Truly, the lady fathers herself. — Be 
happy, lady, for you are like an honourable 
tathcr. Ill 

Bene. If Signior Leonato be her father, she 
would not have his head on her shoulders for 
all Mes^pua, as like him as she is. 

Beat. I wonder that you ■vjill still bo talking, 
Signior Benedick : nobody marks you. 

Bene. What, my dear Lady Disdain ! are 
you yet living ? * 

Beat. Is it possible disdain should die, 
while she hath such meet food to feed it, as 
Signior Benedick? Courtesy itself must con- 
vert to disdain, if you come in her presence, ua 
Bene. Then is courtesy a turncoat. But it 
is certain, I am loved of all ladies, only you 
excepted ; and I would I could find in my 
heart that I had not a hard heart; for, truly, 
I love none. 

Beat. A dear happiness to women : they 
would else have been troubled with a |)er- 
nicious suitor. I thank God, and my cold 
blood, I am of your humour for that : I had 
rather hear my dog bark at a crow than a man 
swear he loves me. 

B&ne. God keep your ladyship still in that' 
mind ; so some gentleman or other shall scape 
a predestinate scratched face. 

Beat. Scratching could not make it worae, 
an 't were such a face as yours were. 

Bene. Well, you are a rare parrot-teacher. 
Bent. A bird of my tongue is better than a 
beiust of yours. 

Bene. I would, my horse had the speed of 
your tongue, and so good a continuei*. But 
keep your way o' God’s name, I have done, ws 
Beat. You always end with a jade’s trick : 
I know you of old. 

D. Pedro. Tliis is the sum of all : Leonato, 
— Signior Claudio, Signior Benedick, — my 
dear friend Leonato hath invited you all. I 
tell him wo shall stay here at the least a 
month, and he heartily prays some occasion 
may detain us longer: I dare swear lie is no 
hypocrite, ibut prays from his heart. iso 

Leon. ll. you swear, my lord, you shall not 
be forsworn.' — Let me bid you welcome, my 
lord ; being’ reconciled to the, prince your 
brother, I owe you all duty. 

John. I thank you: I am not of many words, 
but I thanktyou. , 

Lemu Please it your grace lead on 1 
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MUCH ADO ABO ITT NOTHING. 


Scene I. 


D. Pedro. Your liaiid, Leouato : we will 
go together. 

\Exeiml all. but Benedick atid Ceatidio. 
* (Jlntul. Benedick, didst thou note the 
daughter of Signior Leouato ? 

Bene, I noted her not ; but I looked on 
her. ' 

Claud. Is she not a modest yomig lady ? 
Beue, Do you question me, as an honest 
man should do, for my simple true judgment 
or would you have me speak a*’''<er my custom, 
as being a professed tyrant to their sex 1 
Claud. Noj l*pray thee, speak in sober 
judgment. 

Bene. Why^ i’ faith, methinks she’s too low 
for a high praise, too brown for a fmr praise, 
and too little for a great praise ; only this 
commendation I can atford her, that were she 
other than she is, she were unhandsome, and 
being no other but as she is, I do not like 
her. -• 1 

Claud. Thou thinkest, I am in sport : 
pray thee, tell me truly how thou lik’st her. 

Bene. Would you buy her, that you inquire 
after her ? 

Claud. Can the world buy such a jewel ? 
Bene. Ye>i, and a case to put it into. But 
speak you this with a siul brow, or do you 
play the flouting Jack, to tell us Cupid is a 
good hare-finder, and Vulcan a rare cai’penter? 
Come, in what key shall a man take you, to 
go in the song? m 

Claud. In mine eye she is the sweetest lady 
that ever I looked on. 

Bene. I can see yet without spfictacles, and 
I see no such matter : there’s her cousin, an 
she wore not pos.sesscd with a fury, exceeds her 
as much in beauty, sis the fii-st of May doth 
the last of December. But I hope, you have no 
intent to turn husband, have yon ? 

Cl-aud. I would scarce trust myself, though 
J Jiad sworn the contiiiry, if Hero would be 
my wife. isi 

Bene. Is ’t come to this, i’ faith ? Hath not 
the world one man, but he will wear his cap 
with suspicion ? Shall I never .see a bachelor 
of thi*eescore again 1 Go to, i’ faith ; in thou 
wilt needs thrust fhy neck into a yoke, wear 
the print of it, and sigh away Sundays. Look, 
Don Pedro is I'etumed to seek you. 

Re-enter Don Pedbo. ^ 

D. Pedro. What secret hath hi^ld you hci'c, 
that you followed not to Leonato^^ ? 

Bern. I would your gi-ace would constrain 
me to tell. / ' 201 

D. Pedro. I chai'ge thfe on thy allegiance, 
B6ne. You hear, Count Claudio : I can be 
29 ' 


secret as a dumb man, I would have you 
think .so ; but on my allegiance, — mark you 
this, on my allegiance ; — he is in love. With 
who? — now that is your grace’s part. — Mark, 
how short his answer is : — with Hero, 
liConato’s short daughter. 

Claud. If this were so, .so were it uttered. 
Bene. Like the old tale, my loi'd : it is not 
so, nor ’t was pot .so ; but, inde-ed, God forbid 
it shouhl be so. 31s 

Claud, if my piEssion chang<^ not shortly, 
God forbid it should be oth(!rwi.sc. 

D. Pedro. Amen, if you love her j for the 
lady is very well worthy. 

Claud. You speak this to fetch me in, my 
lord. 

D. Pedro. By my ti'oth, I speak my 
thought. 

Claud. And in faith, my lord, E spoke 
mine. 221 

Bern. And ly my two faiths and troths^ 
my lord, I .spoke mine. 

Claud. That 1 love her, I feel. 

D. Pedro. That slie is worthy, I know. 
Bene. That 1 neither feel how she should 
be loved, nor know how she should bo worthy, 
is the opinion that tire cannot melt out of me: 
I will die in it at the stake. 

D. Pedro. TJiou wast ever an obstinate 
heretic in the despite of beauty. 

Claud. And never could maintain his jiart, 
but in the force of his will. 

Bene. That a woniiui conceived me, 1 thank 
her ; that she brought me up, I likewise give 
her most humble thanks : but that I will have 
a I’ccheat winde<l in my forehejul, or hang my 
bugle in an invisible baldrick, all women shall 
pardon me. Because 1 will not do them the 
wrong to mistrust any, I will do myself the 
right to trust none ; ami the fine is (for the 
which I may go the finer), I will live a bsichelor. 

D. Pedro. 1 shall sec thee, ei’e I die, look 
p{ile with love. 241 

Bene. With anger, with sickness, or with 
hunger, my lord ; not with love : }>rovo, tha^ 
ever 1 lose more blood with love, than I will get 
agsiin with drinking, pick out mine eyes with 
ballad-maker’s pen, and hang me up at the' 
door of a brothel-house for the sign of blind 
Cupid. 

D. Pedro. Well, if ever thou dost fall from 
this faith, thou wilt prove a notable argument. 

Bene. If I do, hang mo in a bottle like a 
csit, and shoot at me ; and he that hits me, 
et him bo clapped on the shoulder, and called 
Adam. 

D. Pedro. Well, as time shall try : 
lu time the savage bull doth bear the yoke.” 
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Scene II, 


Bene. The stivagc bull may; but it' ever the 
sensible Benedick bear it, pluck off the bull's 
horns, and set them in my forehead ; and let 
me Ik) vilely painted, and in such great letters 
as they write, “ Here is good hoi'se to hire,” 
lot them signify under iny sign, — “ Here you 
may see Benedick the mai'riod man.” 2 »' 

Claud. If this should ever h.aj»[K*n, thou 
would.st be horn-mad. • 

D. Pedro. Nay, if Cupid have jiot spent all 
his quiver in Venice, tliou wilt quake for this 
shortly. 

B(vne. I look for an eartlujuake too then. 

D. Pedro. Well, you will temporisti With 
the hours. In the meantim<‘, goixl Signior 
Benedick, repair to Dumato’s ; commend me 
to him, and tell him, i will not fail him at 
supper ; for, indeed, he hath mautj great pre- 
paration. sr" 

Bene. I have almost matter enough in me 
for such an emba.ssag<^ ; ami .so I commit you — 
Claud. To the tuition of (Jod : from my 


And thou shalt have her. Was 't not to this 
end, 

That thou i)oganu’st to twist so fine a story ? 

Claud. How swecjtly do you minister to love/ 
Thqt know hwe’s grief by his complexion ! 
But lest my liking might too sudden seem, 

1 would have salv'd it with a longer treatise. 
D. Pedro. What need the bridge much 
broader than the flood '1 
The fairest grant is th<5 mwessity. .sjo 

Look, what will servo is fit : 'tis once, thou 
lovest, 

And I will fit thee with the r’emedy. 

1 know we shall have rtivolling to-night : 

1 will as.sume thy part in some„di.sguise. 

And tell fair Hero I am Claudio : 

And in her bosom I'll unclasp my heart, 

And take her hearing prisoner with the foi'ce 
And strong <mcounter of my amorous tale ; 
Then, after, to her father will 1 brejik ; 

And, the conclusion is, she shall bo thine. s3o 
In practice let us i>ut it presently. [^Ejoeunl. 


hou.se, if I ha<l it, — 

D. Pedro. The .sixth of July : your loving 
friend, Rniedick. 

Bene. Nay, mock not, mock not. The body 
of your di.scour.se is .sometime guarded with 
fragments, and the guards are Ijiit slightly 
basted on neither : ore you flout old ends any 
further, examine your coiiscieuce, an<l so I 
leave you. [^Enrit. 

Claud. My liege, your highness now may 
do me good. sta 

D. Pedro. My love is thine to teach : teach 
it but how. 

And thou .shalt see how apt it is to learn 
Any hard lesson that may do thee good. 
Claud. Hatli Leonato any son, my lord '( 

D. Pedro. No child but Hero, she’s his only 
heir. 

Dost thou affect her, Claudio 1 

Claud. O ! my lord, 

When you went onward on this ended action, 

I look’d upon her with a soldier’s eye, an 
That lik’d, but had a rougher task in hand, 
Than to drive liking to the name of love ; 

But now I am return’d, and that war- 
thoughts 

Have left their places vacant, in their I'ooms 
Come thronging soft ami delicate desires. 

All prompting me how fair young Hero i.s, 
•Saying, I lik’d her ere I went to wars. 

D. Pedro. Thoii wilt Ije like a lover pre- 
sently. 

And tire the hearer with a l)Ook of words, sm 
If thou dost love fair Hero, cherish it, 

And I will break with her, and with her 
father, i 


Hcknk II. — A Room in Lkoxato’s House. 

Bnfer Lkonato and Antonio. 

Beon. How now, brother? Where is my 
cousin, your son ? Hath he provided this 
music ? 

A7if. He is very busy about it. But, 
brother, I can tell you strange news that you 
yet dreamt not of. 

Leon. Ai-e tluiy good ? 

Aid. As the event stamps them ; but they 
have a gootl cover ; they show well outwaixl. 
The prince and Count Claudio, -walking in a 
thick-pleached alley in my orchard, were thus 
much overheard by a nnui of mine : the prince 
discovered to Chiu<lio that ho loved my niece 
youi’ daughter, and meant to acknowledge it 
this night in a dance ; and, if ho found her 
accordant, he meant to take the present time 
by the tf)p, and instantly break with you of it. 

Leon. Hath the fellow any wit, that told 
you this ? 

A^U. A good sharp fellow : I will send for 
him, and question him yourself. u 

Leo7i. No, no : we will hold it as a dream, 
till it appear itself ; but I will acquaint my 
daughter ^ithal, that she may be the better 
prepared fo^ an answer, if jieradventure this 
be true. you, and tell her of it. \Heveral 
persons cros\ the sUaje.^ Cousins, you know 
what you have to do. — O, I cry you mercy, 
friend ; go* foil with me, and I will use your 
skill. — Good cousin^ have a care this busy 
time. , \Ex6wni. 
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Scene III. — Another Room in Leonato’s 
House. 

Eiiter John and Conrade. 

Con. What the good-year, my lord ! why 
are you thus out of measure sad ? 

John. There is no measure ui the occasion 
that breeds ; therefore the sadness is without 
limit. 

Con. You should hear reason. 

John, And when I ha ■ e heard it, what 
ble.ssing brings it ? 

(*on. If not a present I'emedy, yet a patient 
sufferance. 

John. I wonder, tliat thou, being (as thou 
say'st thou ai*t) born under Saturn, goest 
about to apply a moral medicine to a mortify- 
ing mischief. E cannot hide what I am : I 
must be sad when 1 have cau.se, and smile at 
no man’s jests ; eat when j have stomach, and 
wait for no man’s leisure ; sleep when I am 
drowsy, and t(*nd on no man’s busine.ss ; 
laugh when I am merry, an<l claw no man in 
his humour. 

Con. Y^oa ; but you must not make the 
full show of this, till you may do it without 
coutrolmeut. You have of late stood out 
against your bi'otbcr, and ho hath ta’en you 
newly into his gmee : where it is impossible 
y<5ti should take true root, but Ijy the fair 
weather that you make yourself : it is need- 
ful that you fmme the .season for your own 
harvest. 

John. I had rather be a canker in a hedge, 
than a rose in his grace ; and it better fits 
my blootl to be <lisdained of all, than t«) 
fashion a carriage to rob love from any ; in 
this, though 1 cjinnot lx* said to be a flattering 
honest man, it must not be denied but I am a 
plain-dealing villain. I am trusted with a 
muzzle, and enfranchised with a clog ; there- 
fore I have decreed not to sing in my cage. 
If J. had my mouth, I would bite ; T I had 
my liberty, I would do my liking : in the 


meantime, let mo be that I am, and seek not 
to alter me. * <o 

CoTii. Can you make no use of yoxir discon- 
I tenti 

John. I make all use of it, for I use it only. 
Who comes here 1 What news, Borachio 1 

IJntrr BoRAClllO. 

flora. I came yoitder from a great supjHT : 
the prince, your brother, is njyally entertained 
by Ijeonato, an<l I can give you intelligence 
of an intended msirrhige. 

John.. Will it servo for any model to build 
mischief onl What is he for a fool that 
betroths himself to unquietness 1 r .2 

flora.. Mairy, it is your biother’s light 
hand. 

John. Who 1 the most exquisite Claudio 1 
Bora. Kven he. ' 

John,. A proper squiio ! And who, ami 
who ! which way looks he? 

flora. MiuTy, on Heio, the daughter and 
heir of Ijeonato. 

John. A very forwaiil March-chick ! How 
came you to this ? «) 

Bora. Being entertained for a perfumer, as 
1 was smoking a musty room, comes me the 
piince and C.'laudio, hand in hand, in sad con- 
ference : I whipt me behind the arras, and 
there heard it agi'oed upon, that the prince 
shoidd woo Hero f(*r himself, smd having ob- 
tained her, give her to Count Claudio. 

John. Come, come ; let us thither : this 
may prove food to my displeiisure. Tliat 
young start-up hath all the glory of my ov'er- 
throw : if f can cross him any way, I bleas 
my.self every ivay. You are both sure, and 
will }i.s.si.st me % '•'* 

Con. To the death, my lord. 

John. Let us to the gr<*at supper : theii 
cIkhu’ is the gi-eater, that I am subdued. 
’Would the cook were of my mind ! — Shall we 
go ]irov(5 what ’s to be done 1 

Bora. We ’ll wait iqjoii your lordship. 

, \Exeunt. 


ACT II. 


Scene I. — A Hall in Leonato’s House. 

Enter Leonato, Antonio, Hei^'o, Beatrice, 
and others. 

Leon. Was not Count Johil, Iierc at supper? 
Ant. I saw him not. V 

Beat. How tartly that gentj'eman looks : I 
never can see him, but I am Isyeart-burned an 
l^our after. * 
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IJtro. Ho is of a very melancholy dis- 
[Kisition. 

Beat. Ho werc an excellent man that wert' 
made just in the midway between him and 
Benedick : the one is too like an imago, and 
says nothing ; and the otlior too like my lady’s 
eldest son, evermore tattling. 

Leon. Then, half Signior Benedick’.s tongue 
in Count John’s mouth, and half Count 
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Scene i 


John’s melancholy in Signior l^netUck’s 

■ face,-— 

Heat. Witli u good leg, and a good foot, 
uncle, and money enough in his ])ur.se, such a 
man would win any woman m the worhl, — if 
he couhl get her good will. 

fje,on. By my troth, niece, thou wilt never 
get thee a husband, if thou be so .shrewd of 
thy tongue. ao 

, Ant. In faith ; she ’s too curst. 

Beat. Too curst is more than c*u)«t : I shall 
lessen God’s sending that way, for it is said, 
“ God sends a cur.st cow short horns ; ” but to 
a cow curst he sends none. 

Leon. So, by being too eui-st, God will .send 
you no horns 1 

Bent. Ju.st, if he send nns no husband ; for 
thj which blessiiig, T am at him upon my 
knees every morning and evening. Lord ! 1 
could not endure a lucsband with a bearil on 
his face : I had rather lie in the woollen. .ia 
Leon. You may light on a husband that 
hath no beard. 

Beat. What .should I do with him ? dre.ss 
him in my apparel, and make him my waiting- 
gentle- woman ? ITo that hath a beard is more 
than a youth, and he that hath no beai'<l is 
less than a man ; and he that is more than a 
youth is not for me ; and he that is less than 
a man, I am not for him : therefore I will 
even take sixpence in earnest of the bear- 
ward, and lead his apes into hell. 42 

Jjeoa. Well then, go you into helll 
Beat. No ; but to the gate ; and there will 
the devil meet me, like an old cuckold, with 
horns on his head, and say, “ Get you to 
heaven, Beatrice, get you to heaven ; here ’s 
no place for you maids : ” so deliver I up my 
apes, and away to Saint Peter : for the 
heavens, he shows me where the bachelors 
sit, and there live we as tueriy as the day is 
long. w 

Ant. [T’o Hero.] Well, niece, I trust, you 
will be ruled by your father. 

■ Beat. Yes, faith ; it is my cousin’s duty to 
make courtesy, and say, “ Father, as it please 
you : ” but yet for all that, cousin, lot him be 
a handsome fellow, or else make another 
courtesy, and say, “ Father, jts it please me.” 

fjeoii. Well, niece, I hope to see you one 
day fitted with a husband. sa 

Beat. Not till God make men of some other 
metal than (jarth. Would it not grieve a 
woman to b(i over-mastered with a piece of 
valiant dust? to make an account of her life 
to a clod of wayward marl ? No, uncle, I’ll 
none : Adam’s sons are my brethren ; and, 
truly, I hold it a sin to match in my kindred. 


Leon. Daughter, remember what I told 
you : if the jirince do solicit you in that kind, 
you know your answer. 

Heat. The fault will be in the music, , 
cousin, if you bo not woo’d in good time : if 
the j,*riuce be too important, tell him, there 
is measure in everything, and so dance out 
the answer. For hear me, Hero : wooing, 
wedding, and repenting, is as ’a Scotch jig, 
a measure, and a cinque-pace : the first suit 
is hot and hasty, like a Scotch jig, and full as 
fantastical; the wedding, mannerly modest, 
jxs a nieasure, full of state and ancientry ; and 
then comes repentance, and with his bad legs 
falls into the cinque-pace fixster and fa.ster, till 
he sink into his grave. • 

Leon. Cousin, you apprehend i>asaing 
.shrewdly. m 

Bent. I have a good eye, uncle : I can see 
a church by daylight. 

Leon. The i*evellers are entering, binther. 
Make good room ! 

‘JCnter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, 
Balthazar, John, Borachio, Margaret, 
Uitst'LA, and ol/iers, masked. 

D. Pedro. Lady, will you walk about with 
your fi’iend ? 

Hero. So you walk softly, and look sweetly, 
and say nothing, I am yoni's for the walk ; and 
especially, when I walk away. 

D. Pedro. With me in your company? 00 
Hero. I may say so, when I please. 

D. Pedro. And wluiu please you to say so ? 
Hero. When I like your favour ; for God 
defend, the lute should be like the case ! 

D. Pedro. 3Iy visor is Philemon’s roof; 

within the house is Jove. 

Hero. Why, tlum your vi.sor should be 
thatch’d. 

D. Pedro. Speak low, if you si)eak love. 

['Hakes Iwr aside. 

Bnlth. Well, I would you did like me, 

Mary. So would not I, for your own sake ; 
for I have many ill qualities. 

Bnlth. Which is one ? ioo 

Mary. I say my prayers aloud. 

Balth. I love you the better : the hearera 
may cry Amen. 

Mary. God match me with a good dancer ! 
Bnlth. Anien. 

Mary. AiH God keep him out of my sight, 
when the da^e is done 1 — Answer, clerk. 

Balth. No I move words: the clerk is 
answered. I 

IJrs. I kpf w you well enough : you 
Signior Antoiio. 

Ant, At a word, I afm not. 


are 

no 



Act II. 


much ado about nothing. 


Scene I. 


Urs. I know you by the waggling of your 
head. 

Ant. To tell you true, I counterfeit him. 

Urs, You could never do him so ill-well, 
unless you were tlxe vei*y man. Here 's his 
diy hand up and down : you are he, vou atxi 
he. 

Ant. At a ^ord, I am not. 

Urs. Come, come : do you think I do not 
know you by your excellent wit % (Jan virtue 
hide itself! Go to, mum, you are he : graces 
will apiMjar, and there ’s s . end. >21 

Bmt. Will you not tell me who told you 
so? 

Bern. No, you shall pardon me. 

Beat. Nor will yon not toll me who you 
are ? 

Berime. Not now. 

Beat. Tliat 1 was disdainful, and that I 
had my good wit out of the “ Hundred Merry 
Tales.” — Well, this was Siguior Benedick 
that said so. 

Bene. What ’she? 

Beat. 1 am sure, you know him well 
enouffh. 

Bene. Not I, believe me. 

Beat. Di<i ho ne\ t;r make you laugh ? 

Bene. I pray you, wiiat is he ? 

Beat. Why, he is the prince’s jester : a 
very dull fool, only his gift is in devising 
impossible slandei’s : none but libertines 
delight in him ; and the commendation is not 
in his wit, but in his villainy, for he both 
pleases men, and augtu’s them, and then they 
laugh at him and beat him. 1 am sure, he is 
in the fleet : 1 would he had boarded me ! i*' 

Bette. When I know the gentleman, I ’ll 
tell him what you say. 

Beat. Do, do : ho ’ll but break a com- 
parison or two on me ; which, pv'ind venture, 
not marked, or not laughed at, .strikes him 
into melancholy ; and then there’s a pai'tridge 
wing saved, for the fool will eat no supp<e- 
that night. [Mnsic leithin.^ We must 
follow the leaders. 

Bene. In every good thing. 

Beat. Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will 
leave them at the next turning. ai 

[Dance. Then exextnt all but, John, 
Borachio, atui Claudio. 

John. Sure, my brother is amorous on 
Hero, and hath withdrawn her father to 
break with him about it. . he ladies follow 
her, and but one visor reim^'ns. 

Bora. And that is Claud io : I know him 
by his bearing. ' 

John. Arc not you Siguiccr Benedick ? 
Claud, You knoV me well : I am he. 


John. Signior, you are very near my brother 
in his love : he is enamoured on Hero. I 
pray you, dissuade him from her ; she is no 
equal for his birth : you may do the part of 
an honest man in it. 

GUiud. How know you he loves her 1 

John. I heard him sw<;ar his affection. 

Bora. iSo did 1 too ; and he swore he would 
many her to-night. 

Johti. C^oine, lot us to the ban(|uot. 

[Exenui .John atul Bokaohio. 

Claiul. Th\xs answer 1 in name of 
Benedick, 

But hear these ill news with the ears of 
Claudio. iri> 

’Tis certain so : — the prince woo.s foi‘ himself. 
Friendship is constant in all other things. 
Save in the ollico and affairs of love : 
Therefore, all hearts in love use their own 
tongues ; 

Let every eye negotiate for it-self. 

And trust no agent ; for beauty is a witch, 
Again.st whose cluu’ins faith incltcth into* 
blooxl. 

This is an accident of hourly proof, 

W^hich I mi.strusted not. Farewell, there- 
fore, Hero ! 

Be enter Benedick. 

Jiene. Count Claudio? isu 

Clmul. Yea, the same. 

Bene. Come, will you go with me 1 

Claud. Whither? 

Bene. Even to the next willow, about 
your own bnsinf,s.s, count. VV'hat fashion 
will you wear tlie garland of? About your 
neck, like an usurer’s cliain, or under your 
arm, like a lieutenant’s scarf? You must 
wt'ar it one way, for the prince hath got your 
Hci’o. 

Claud. I wish liim joy of her. io« 

Jietie. Why, tlmt’s .spoken like an honest 
drover : so they sell biillocka But did you 
think, the prince would have served you 
thus ? 

Claud. 1 pray you, leave me. 

Bene. Ho ! now you strike like the blind 
mail : ’t was the boy that stole your meat, 
and you ’ll beat the post. 

Claud. If it will not be, I ’ll leave you. 

[Exit. 

Bene. Alas, poor hurt fowl ! Now will he > 
cracp into sedges. — But, that my Lady 
Beaitrice should know me, and not know me I 
Hie prince’s fool ! — Ha ! it may bo, I go 
under that title, because I am merry. — Yea ; • 
but so I am apt to do myself wrong : I am 
not so reputed : it is the base, though bitter 
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disposition of Beatrice, that puts the work 
into her peraon, and so give.s me out. Well 
I ’ll Ijo nn'cnged as I may. 

Re-enter Don Pedro. 

D. Pedro. Now, signior, where ’s the count 
Dili you see him 1 

Jiene. Troth, iny lord, I liav«i playt^d the 
part of Lady Fjime. I found him here .as 
melancholy as a lodge in a warren. I told 
him, and, I think, I told him true, that your 
grace had got the good will of this youu< 
lady ; and I offered him^ iny company to a 
■willow-tree, either to make him a garland, as 
being forsaken, or to bind him up a rod, as 
being worthy to ho whip[>ed. 

D. Pedro. To be whipped ! What ’s his 
faxilt 1 

Jiene. Tlio flat tmii-sgressioix of a school- 
boy ; who, being overjoy ’<l with finding a 
birds’ no.st, show.s it his companion, and ho 
steals it. ‘ 

D. Pedro. Wilt thou make a trust a ti-an.s- 
grcs.sion '? The transgression is in the stealer. 

llene. Yet it had not beeif amiss, the rod 
hatl been made, and the garland too j for the 
garland he miglit have worn himself, and the 
rod he might have bestow’tl on you, who, us 
I take it, liave stolen his birds’ nest. 

D. Pedro. 1 will but teach them to sing, 
and restore them to the owner. 

Itewt. If their singing answer your saying, 
by my faith, you .say honestly. 2 »i 

D. Pedro. The Lady Beatrice hath a 
quarixjl to you : the gentleman, that <lance(l 
with her, told her she is much wronged by 
yoti. 

Bene. O ! she misu.sed me past the endur- 
ance of a block ; an oak, but with one green 
leaf on it, wouhl have answered her : my 
very visor tegan to assume life, and scold 
with her. She told me, not thinking I had 
been myself, that I wsis the prince’s je.ster ; 
that I was duller than a great thaw ; hud- 
dling jest upon jest, with .such impos.siblo 
conveyance, upon me, that I stood like a man 
at a mark, Avith a whole army .shooting at me. 
Bhe speaks poniards, and every word stabs : 
if her breath were as terrible as her termina- 
tions, there were no living near her ; she 
would infect to the noi-th star. I would not 
marry hei*, though she were endowe<l with 
all that Adam had left him before he trans- 
gressed : she woiild havts made Hercules have 
turned spit, yea, and have cleft his club to 
make the fire too. Come, talk not of her ; 
you shall find her the infernal Ate in goocl i 
apparel. I would to God, some scholar would ] 


conjure her, for, certainly, while she is here, 
a man may live as quiet in hell, as in a sano- 
tuary ; and people sin upon purpose, because 
they would go thither ; so, indeed, all disquiet^ 
horror, and jierturbation follow her. 

Enhr Claudio, Beatrice, Hero, awl 

IjEONATO. 

D. Pedro. Look, here she comes. 

Bene. Will your grace command me any 
service to the world’s end t I will go on the 
slightest errand now to the Antipodes, that 
you can devise to send me on : I will fetch 
you a toothpicker now from the farthest inch 
of Asia ; bring you the length of Prester 
John’s foot; fetch you a hair of«the Great 
Cham’s beard ; do you any embas.sage to the 
Pigmies, rather than hold three woixls’ con- 
ference with this harpy. You have no em- 
ployment for me 1 

D. Pedro. None, but to desire your good 
coniftany. 

Benr. ( ) God, sir. here ’s a dish I love not : 
I cannot endure my Lady Tongue. 

D. Pedro. Come, lady, come ; you have 
lost the heart of Signior Benedick. 27 : 

Beat. Indeed, my lord, he lent it me awhile ; 
and I gave him use for it, a double heart for 
his single one : marry, once before he won it 
of me with false dice, therefore your grace 
may Avell .say I have lost it. 

D. Pedro. You have put him down, lady ; 
you have put him down. 

Beat. 80 I wouhl not he should do me, my 
lord, lest I .should prove the mother of fools. 

I have brought (’omit Claudio, whom you 
sent me to .seek. 

D. Pedro. Why, how now, count ? whei'e- ' 
fore are you sad 1 

Claud. Not .sad, my lord. 

D. Pedro. Hoav then ? sick 1 
Gland. Neither, my loi-il. 

Beat. The count is neither sjid, nor sick, 
aor merry, nor well ; but civil, count, civil 
as an orange, and something of that jealous 
jomplexion. 

D. Pedro. 1’ faith, lady, I think your 
blazon to be true ; though, I ’ll be sworn, if 
he be so, his conceit is fal.se. Here, Claudio, 
have wooed in thy name, and fair Hero is 
ivon ; I have broke with her father, and his 
"ood will obtaired ; name the day of marriage, 
nd Go<l give tfl^e joy ! 

Leo^i. Count, fake of me my daughter, and 
with her my fo/ tunes: his grace hath made’ 
ho match, am^ 1,11 grace say Amen to it ! 

Beat. Speak, fount, ’t is your cue. 

Claud. Silence is the iperfectest herald of. 
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joy : 1 were but little happy, if I could say 
how much. — Lady, as you are mine, I am 
yours : I give away myself for you, and dote 
upon the exchange. 

y^eai. Speak, cousin ; or, if you cannot, 
stop his uiouth with a kiss, and let ’urn not 
speak iieithor. 

7>. Mro. In faith, lady, you have a merry 
heart. 

/imf. Yea, my lord ; I thank it, poor fool, 
it keeps on the windy side of care. — My 
cousin kills him in his er , that ho is in her 
heart. 

Claud. Aifd .so she doth, cousin. 

Beat. Goo<.l Lord, for alliance ! — Thus goes 
every one- to the world but I, and I am .sun- 
burnt. 1 may sit in a corner, and cry heigh- 
ho for a husband ! jus 

J). Pedro. Lady Beatrice, 1 will get you one. 
Beat. I would rather have one of your 
father’s getting. Hath your grace ne’er a 
brother like you ? Your father got excellent 
husbands, if a maid could come by them. 

D, Pedro. Will you have me, lady 1 
Beat. No, my lord, unleas I ixiight have 
another for working-days : your grace is too 
costly to wear every day. — But, 1 beseech 

your grace, pardon mo ; I was Ixmi to 8|>eak 
all mirth, and no matter. jes 

D. Pedro. Your silence most offends me, 
.•md to lie merry best becomes you ; for, out 
of question, you were born in a merry hour. 

Bmt. No, sure, my lord, my mother cried ; 
but then there was a .star danced, and under 
that was 1 born. — Cousins, Gotl give you joy ! 

Leou. Niece, will you look to those things 
I told you of? sa) 

Beat. I cry you mercy, uncle. — By your 
grace’s pardon. [Bxit. 

D. Pedro. By my troth, a pleasant-spirited 
lady. 

Tjeon. There ’s little of the melancholy ele- 
ment in her, my lord : she is nevjjr sad, but 
when she sleeps ; and not ever sad then, for 
I have heard my daughter say, she hath often 
dreamed of ludiappincss, and waked herself 
with laughing. 

D. Pedro. She cjinnot endure to hear tell 
of a husband. 

Leon. O ! by no means, she mocks all her 
wooers out of suit. s*i 

D. Pedro. She were an e? cellcnt wife for 
Benedick. I 

Leon. O Lor<l ! my lord, if they were but 
a week maiTied, they -wouiy kdk themselves 
mad. j 

D. Pedro. Count Claudic^ when mean you 
to go to church ? 


Claud. To-morrow, my lord. Time gof^s 
on crutches, till love have all his rites. 

Leon. Not till Monday, ray dear stm, which 
is hence a just seven-night ; and a time too 
brief too, to have all things answer my mind. »i 
D. Pedro. (.Vine, you shako the heiid. at 
so long a breathing ; but, I warrant thee, 
(.Jlaudio, the time sliall not go dully by us. 
1 will, in the interim, umhu'take one of 
Hercules’ labours, which is, to bring Bignior 
Benedick ami the Ijady Beatric(‘. into a moun- 
tain of affection, the one with the other. 1 
would fain have it a match ; ami I doubt not 
but to fashion it, if you three will but minister 
such assistance ns I shall give you direction, m 
Leon. My lord, T am for you, though it cost 
me ten night-s’ W'atching.s, 

Claud. And I, my lord. 

1). Pedro. And you too, gentle Hero ? 
Hero. I will do any modest office, my lord, 
to help my cousin to a good husband. 

D. Pe.dio. And Benedick is not the un- 
hopefullest husband that I know. Thus far 
can I praise him : he is of a noble strain, of 
approved valour, and confirmed honesty, I 
will teach you how to humour your cousin, 
that she shall fall in love with Benedick 
and I, with your two helps, will so practise 
on Benedick, that, in despite of his quick wit 
and his queasy stomach, he shall fall in love 
with Beatrice. If wo can <lo this, (.hq)i<l is 
no longer an archer ; his glory shall be ours, 
for we ai’e the only love-god.s. (.lo in with 
me, and I will tell yo\i my drift. \Exeunt. 


ScENK II. — Another Boom in Lkonato’s 
Hou.se. 

Enter JoHX and BORAClIIO. 

John. It is so : the Count Claudio shall 
marry th(‘. daughter of Leonato, 

Bora. Ytsa, my loid ; but 1 can cross it. 

John. Any bar, any cross, any imi>odiment 
will be medicinable to me : I am sick in dis- 
pleasure to him, and whatsoever comes 
athwart his affection ranges evenly with mine. 
How canst thou cross this marriage ? 

Bora. Not hone.stly, my lord ; but so 
covertly that no dishonesty shall apj>ear in 
me. 

John, Show me briefly how. >•> 

Bora. I think, I told your lordship, a yem* 
since, how much I am in the favour of Mar- 
garet, the waiting-gentlewoman to Hero. 

John. I remember. 
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JBurn. I can, at any unseasonable instant 
of the night, appoint her to look out at her 
lady’s oliamlnrr- window. 

John. Wliat life is in that, to be the death 
of this niai’nage 1 ' • 

Horn. 'rii(' poison of that lies in you to 
tempt!!-, (to you to the prince your brother : 
spare not to tell him, that he hath wronged 
his honour in marrying the nmowued Clamlio 
{wJio.se estimation do you mightily hold up) 
to a contaminated stale, .such a one as Hero. 

John. What pi-oof .shall I make of that ? 

Jiora. Proof enough to tiiLsuse the jirince, 
to vex (ylaudio, to undo Htn-o, ami kill Leo- 
nato. Look you for any other i.ssue % 

John. Only to de.spite them, 1 will en- 
deavour anything. 

Bora. Go then ; fiml me a meet hour to 
draw Don Pedro and the Gount Clamlio 
alone; toll them, that yon know that Hero 
loves me ; inttuid a kind of zeal both to the 
prince aiul Claudio (a.s in love of your 
broth<!r’s honour, wlio hath made this match, 
and his friend’s reputation, wlio is thus like 
to be cozeneil with the semblance of a maid), 
that you have discoveml thus. They will 
scarcely believe this without trial : offer them 
instances, which shall boar no less likelihood 
than to see me at her chamber-window, hear 
nie call Margaret Hero : hear Margaret term 
me Claudio ; and bring them to see this the 
very night before the intended wedding : for 
in the meantime, I will so fashion the matter, 
that Hero shall be ab.sent, and there shall ajv 
|)ear such seeming truth of Hero’s disloyalty, 
that jealousy shall bo cair<l a.ssurance, and all 
the preparation overthrown. 

John. Grow this to what advei-se issue it 
can, I will put it in ])ractice. Be cunning in 
the working this, ami thy fee is a thousand 
ducats. ;<o 

Bora. Be yon con.stant in the accusation, 
and my cunning shall not shame me. 

John. I will presently go learn their day 
of marrisige. \^ExeHnt. 

Scene 111. — Leonato’s Ganlen. 

Bnter Benedick. 

Bfin€. Boy ! 

Enter a Boy. 

Boy. Signior. 

Ben/e. In my chambci--window lies a Ijook ; 
bring it hither to me in the orchard. 

Boy. I am here already, sir. 

Bene. I know that ; but 1 would have thee 
hence, and here again. \E.rk Boy."] 1 do 


much wonder, that one man, seeing how' 
much another man is a fool when he dedi- 
cati's his behaviours to love, w'ill, after he 
hath la,uglu!d at such shallow follies in others, 
become the argument of his own scorn by 
falling .u love : and such a man is Claudio. 
I havt! known, when there was no music with 
j him but the drum and the fife ; and now hjul 
j he i-atlicr hear the tabor juul the l)ipc : I 
I have known, when he would have walked 
1 ten mile afoot to see a good armour; and 
I now will he lie ten nights awake, carving the 
j fashion of a new doublet. He was wont to 
! speak plain, and tf> the purpose, like an 
i hom\st man, and a soldier ; and now is he 
I tiirn’d orthogr.aj>her : hi.s words n're a very 
fantastical bampiet, just so many strange 
dishes. May T be so converted, anti see with 
the.so eyes 1 1 cannot tell ; 1 think not : i 

will not be sworn, but love may ti-an.sform 
me to an oystt^r ; but I ’ll bike my ooith on it, 
till he have made an oyster of me, luj shall 
never make me .such a fool. One woman is 
fair, yet I am well ; another is wise, yet 1 
am well ; another virtuous, yet 1 am well ; 
but till all graces be in one woman, one 
woman .shall not come in my gnxcc. Rich 
she .shall be, that ’s certain ; wise, or 1 ’ll 
none : virtuous, or I ’ll never cheaj)en her ; 
fair, or | ’ll never look on lier ; mild, or come 
not near mo ; noble, or not I for an ungel ; 
of good discourse, an excellent musician, and 
her hair shall be of what colour it i)lease God. 
Ha ! the prince ami Monsieur Love ! T will 
hide me in the arbour. []Vithdraws. 

Enter Don Pediio, Lp:onato, and Ceaudio, 
follon'p.d by B-VLTIJAzar and ni ttsivians. 

D. Pedro. Come, shall we hear this music? 
Cktud. Yea, my good lord. How still the 
evening is, 

As hush’d on purpose to grace harmony! 

D. Pedro. See you where Benedick hath 
hid himself? 

Claud. O, very well, my lord : the music 
ended, 

We 'll fit the kid-fox with a pennyworth. 

D. Pedro. Come, Balthazar, we ’ll hear 
that song again. 

Balth. O ! good my lord, tax not so bad a 
voice . 

To slander mm^ any more than once. 

D. Pedro. It A the witness still of excel- 
lency, 

To put a strange|:ace on liis own perfection. — 

J pray thee,’ sii.m and Jet me woo no more. 
Balth. Becansl you bijk of wooing, 1 will 
sing ; 
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Since many a wooer doth commence his suit 
To her he thinks not worthy ; yet ho woos, si 
Yet will he swear ho loves. 

D. Fedro. Nay, pray thee, come : 

Or, if thou wilt hold longer argument, 

Do it in note.s. 

Bnlth. Note tills before my notes ; 

There ’s not a note of mine that ’s worth the 
noting. 

D. Pedro. Why, these are very crotchets 

that he speaks ; 

Note, notes, for.sootIi, and noting ! ^Muaic. 

Bene. [^Aside.^ Now, tlivine air ! now is 
his soul ravish M ! — Is it not strange, that 
slieep’s guts should hale souls out of men’s 
boilics ] — Well, a horn for my money, when 
all 's done. 

lia/t/u [/S'lnr/,**.] 

tSiijfh no more, ladies, sif/h no more., 

Jfett ‘Were, deceiorrs ever ; 

One foot in sen, oml one on shore ; 

To one ihiwj ronMant never. 

Then siyh not so, 
lint let them tjo. 

And be tfon blithe, and bonny, 

Convertimj a.ll your .sounds of woo 

Into, Iley nonny, nonny. ro 

lihiy tm more, ditties, siny no mo 
Of dmnps so dull and heavy ; 

The fraud of men v.ms ever so, 

/Since summer first vjos leavy. 

Then siyh not so, d'C. 

T). Pedro. By my troth, a good song. 

Balth. And an ill singer, my lord. 

D. Pedro. Ila 1 no, no ; faith, thou singest 
well enough for a .shift. to 

Bene. \^Aside.'^ An he had been a dog that 
should have howled thus, tliey would have 
hang’d him ; and I pray God, his bad voice 
bode no mischief ! I had as lief have heard 
the night-raven, come wliat plague could have 
come after it. 

D. Pedro. Yea, marry ; dost thou heai’, 
Balthazar ? I pray thee, got us some excel- 
lent music, for to-morrow night we would 
have it at the Lady Hero’s chamber-window. 

Balth. The best I can, my lord, «* 

D. Pedro. Do so : farewell, 

Bai.thazar and Musicians.^ Come hither, 
Xieonato : what was it you told me of to-day 1 
tliat your niece Beatrice in love with 
Signior Benedick ? i 

Claud. O, ay. — \Aside Pedro.] Stalk 

on, stalk on j the foAvi sit|^,-.— I did never 
think tliat lady would have Idved any man. 

, leon. No, norl nather ; but most wonder- 


ful, that she should so dote on Signior Bene- 
dick, wliom she hath in all outward be- 
haviours seemed ever to abhor. 

Bene. \Aside.'] Is ’t possible ? Sits the 
wiiul in that corner ? loi 

Jjcon. By my troth, my lord, I cannot tell 
what to think of it, but that she loves him 
with an enraged allection : it is past the in- 
finibi of thought. 

D. Pedro. May be, .she, doth but countei'- 
feit. 

Chttid. ’Faith, lik<‘ enough. 

Leon. O God ! counterfeit ! There was 
never counterfeit of passion canu^ so m?ar the 
life of passion, as she discoveis it. io9 

D. Pedro. Why, what eifccts of jmssion 
shows .she ? 

Claud. [Aside.~\ Bait tlie hook well : this 
fish will bite. 

Ijcon. Wluit effects, my lord ? tSlu; will sit 
you,— yon heaixl luy daughter tell you how. 

Gland. &he did, indeetl. 

D. Pedro. How, how, I pray you? You 
amaze me : I would havt! tliought her spirit 
had l)een invincible against all assaults of 
affectioti. 

Leon. I would have sworn it had, my lord; 
especially against Benedick. ^ 

Beni‘. \Aside.'\ I should think this a gull, 
but that the white-bearded fellow speaks it : 
knavery cannot, 8111*0, hide himself in such 
reverence. 122 

Claud. He liath ta'en the infec- 

tion : hold it nj>. 

D. Pedro. Hath she made her affection 
known to Benedick ? 

I.,eon. No, and sweais she never will : 
that ’s her torment. 

Claud. ’T is true, indeed; so your daughter 
says : “ Shall *^1,” sjiys she, “ that have so oft 
encountered him with scorn, write to him 
that I love him ? ” wi 

Leon. This .says she, now, when she is be- 
ginning to write to him ; for she ’ll be up 
twenty times a night, and there will she sit 
in her smock, till she have writ a slieet of 
pa]X)r. — My daughter tells us all. 

Claud. Now you talk of a sheet of paper, 
I remember a pretty jest your daughter told 
us of. 

Jjeon. O ! — when she had writ it, and was 
retuling it over, she found Benedick and 
Beatiice between the sheet ? — 

Claud. That. 

Leosi. O ! she tore the letter into a thou- 
sand half-pence; railed at herself, that she 
should be so immodest to write to one that 
she knew would flout her: — “I measui*e him,” 
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say.s slip, “by my own spirit; for I should 
flout him, if he writ to me ; yea, though I 
love him, 1 should.” 

Claud. Then down upon her knees she falls, 
wo<*ps, sob.s, beats lier heai't, tears her hair, 
pray-s, curses ; — “ O sweet Benedick ! God 
give me patience ! ” 152 

Leon. She doth indeed : my daughter says 
so ; and the ecstacy hath so much overborne 
her, that my daughter is sometimes afeard 
sho will do a desperate outrage to' herself. 
It is very true. 

D. Pedro. It were good, that Benedii'k 
knew of it by some other, if sho will not dis- 
cover it. 

Claud. To what end 1 He would but make 
a sport of it, and torment the poor lady 
worse. ’*> 

D. Pedro. An he should, it were an alms 
to hang him. She ’s .an excellent sweet lady, 
and, out of all suspicion, she is viftuous. 
Claud. And she is exceeding wisi\ 

D. Pedro. In everything, but in loving 
Benedick. , 

Leon. O ! my lor<l, wisdom and blooil com- 
bating in so tender a body, we have ten 
proofs to one, that blooil hath the victory. I 
am .sorry for her, as 1 have just cau.se, being 
her uncle and her guanlian. ««• 

D. Pedro. I would, she had bestowed this 
dotage on me ; I w'ould have daft'Vl all other 
resptwts, and nuule her half my.self. I jiray 
you,' tell Benedick of it, and hear what a’ will 
say. 

Leoix. Were it good, think you? 

Claud. Hero thinks surely, she will die ; 
for she say.s, sho will die if he love her not, 
and she will die ere .she make her love known, 
and she will die if he woo her, rather than 
she will bate one breath of her accustomed 
crossne.ss. in» 

D. Pedro. Sho tloth well : if she should 
make tender of her love, ’tis very possible 
he 'll scorn it ; for the man, as you know all, 
hath a contemptil)lc spirit. 

Claud. He is a very ju-oper man. 

D. Pedro. He hath, indeed, a good out- 
ward happiness. 

Claud. Before God, and in my mind, very 
wise. 

1). Pedro. He doth, indeed, show some 
sparks that are like wit. 

Leon. And I take him to be valiant. 100 

D. Pedro. As Hector, I assure you : and 
in the managing of quarrels yoti may say he 
is wise ; for either he avoids them with great 
discretion, or undertakes them with a most 
Ghristiaii-like fear. 


LeAin. If he do fear God, he must neces- 
sarily keep peace ; if he break the peace, he 
ought to enter into a quarrel with fear and 
trembling. 

i I). Pedro. And so will he do ; for the man 
doth fe^r God, howsoever it seems not in him 
by .some large je.st.s he will make. Well, I 
am Sony for your niece. Shall wo go seek 
Benedick, and t(dl him of her love ? aos 

eland. Never tell him, my lord : let her 
wear it out with good counsel. 

Leon. Nay, that 's impossible : slio may 
wear her heart out first. 

D. Pedro. Well, we will hear further of it 
by your daughter : let it cool the while. 1 
love Benedick well, and I could wish ho w'ould 
modestly examine himself, to see how much 
he is unworthy to have so good a lady. 211 
Leon. My loi'd, will you walk ? dinner i.s. 
ready. 

Claud, [d.ve/c.] If he do not dote on her 
upon this, I will never trust my expectation. 

P. Pedro, [ds/rfe.] Let there bo the same- 
ttet sprea<l for her ; and that must your 
daiighter and her gentlewoman cariy. The- 
.sport w'ill be, when they hold one an opinion 
of another’s dotage, and no such matter r 
that 's the .scene that 1 w'ould see, whicjh will 
bo merely a dumb-show. Let us send her to- 
call him in to dinner. ai; 

\^Exeu.nt Don Pedro, Claudio, awl 

Leonato. 

Heap. \Advanclng from the arhaur.^ This 
can be’ no trick : the conference was sadly 
borne. — They have the triith of this from 
Hero. They seem to juty the lady : it seems, 
her affections have their full bent. -Love me f 
why, it must be requited. I heai* liow 1 amr 
censured : they say, I will bear myself proudly, 
if I [lerceive the love come from her ; they 
say, too, that she will rather die than gi ve any 
sign of affection. — I did never think to mairy. 
— I must not seem proud. — Happy are they 
that hear their detractions, and can put them 
to mending. They .say, the lady is fair : 't is a 
truth, I can liear them witneas ; and virtuous: 
't is so, I cannot reprove it ; and wi.se, but 
for loving me. By my troth, it is no addition 
to her wit, nor no great argument of her folly, 
for I will Be horribly in love with her. 1 
may chance have some odd quirks and rem- 
nants of wit bfckon on me, bectuise I have 
railed so long aOTinst marriage ; but doth not 
the appetite alt^ ? A man loves the meat in 
his youth, that the cjinnot endure in his age. 
8hall quips, afio sentence.s, and these paper 
bullets of the Drain, i^o a man from tho 
career of his hummir? Nlj; the world must beJ 
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peopled. When I^aid I would die a bachelor, 
I did not think I should live till I were mar- 
ried. — Hero comes Beatrice. By this day, 
she ’s a fair lady : I <lo spy some marks of 
love in her. 

Filter Beatkice. 

JJettt. Against my will I am sent to bid you 
come in to dinner. 

Bern. Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your 
pain.s. SMI 

Beat. I took no moi'o pains for tho.se 
thank.s, than you take pains to thank me ; 
if it had been pidnful, J would not have 

COUJC. 


Bnne. You take pleasure then in the mes* 
sage 1 

Beat, y ca, ju.st so much as you may take 
uj>ou a knife’.s point, and choke a daw withal. 
— You have no stomach, signior : fare you 
well. [Exit. 

Bene. Ha ! “ Agjunst my will 1 am sent to 
bid you come in to dinner ; ” — there 's a double 
meaning in that. “ 1 took no more ^laius for 
those thanks, than you took pains to thank 
me;” — that’s a.s much as to say, any pxins that 
I take for you is as easy as thanks. If I do 
not take pity on lu-r, I am a villain ; if I do 
not love her, I am a Jew. I will go get her 
picture. [Exit. 


ACT III. 


Scene T. — Lkonato’s Garden. 

Enter Hero, Margaret, aat^URsn-A. 

Hera. Good Margan^t, run thee to the par- 
loxir ; 

There .siialt thou find my cou.sin Beatrice 
Proposing with the prince and Claudio : 
Whisper lier car, arul tell her, I and Ursula 
Walk in the orchai’d, and our whole discourse 
Is all of her; say, that thou overheardst us, 
And bid her steal into the jdeached bower. 
Where honeysuckles, ripen’tl by the sun. 
Forbid the sun to enter ; like favourites. 
Made })roud by [irinces, that advance their 
pride i« 

Against that power that Inxid it. — There will 
.she hide hei’, 

To listen our purj)ose. This is thy office ; 
Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone. 

Marg. I ’ll make her come, I warnant you, 
presently. [Exit. 

Hero. Now, Ursuht, when Beatrice doth 
come, 

As we do tnicc this alley up and down, 

Our talk must only bo of Benedick : 

When I do name him, let it be thy part 
To praise him more than ever man did ment. 
My t»ilk to thee must be, how Benedick 
Is sick in love with Beatrice : of this matter 
Is little Cupid’s crafty arrow mado, 

That only wounds by heamay. 

Enter Beatrice, hehind. 

N^^V begin ; 

For look where Beatrice, ^ •'e a lapwing, runs 
Close by the ground, to h<J \ our conference. 
Ure, The plcasant’st anJ jng is to see the 
lish ^ • 

Cut with her guld(,«n Dai's the silver 8ti*eam, 


And greedily clevour the treacherous bait; 

So angle we for Beatrice ; who even now 
Is couched in the woodbine coverture. »; 
Fear you not my part of the dialogue. 

Hero. Then go we near her, that her ear 
lose notning 

Of the false sweet bait that we lay for it. — 
No, truly, Ursula, she is too xlisdainful ; 

I know, her spirits are as coy and wild 
As haggards of the I'ock. 

Ers. But are you siu’o 

I'hat Benedick lox es Beatrice so entii'eJy '? 
Hero. So says the prince, and my new- 
trothed loi'd. 

Urs. And «lid they bid you lell her of it, 
madam ? 

Hero. They did entreat me to acquaint her 
of it ; 40 

But I persuaded them, if they lov’d Benedick, 

I To wish him wrestle with alfectiou, 

I And never to let Bexitrice know of it. 

f/rs. Why did you so ? Doth not the 
, gentleman 

Deserve as full as fortunate a liexl, 

A.s ever Beatrice shall couch uj)on 1 

Hei'o. O god of love ! 1 know, he doth 

deserve 

As much as may be yielded to a man ; 

But Nature never fram’d a woman’s heart 
Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice : m 

Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes, 

I Misprising what they look on ; and her wit 
i Values itself so highly, that to her 
All matter else seems weak. She cannot love, 
Nor take no shape nor project of affection, 

She is so self-endeared. 

Urs. Sure, I think so ; 

And therefore, certainly, it were not good 
She know his love, lest she make .sport at it. 
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Haro. Why, you speiik truth. I never yei 
saw man. 

How wise, how noble, young, how rarely 
featur’d, • 

But she would spell him backward : if fair 
fac’d. 

She woidd swear the gentleman should be her 
sister ; 

If black, why. Nature, drawing of an aiitick, 
Made a foul blot ; if tall, a lance ill-hcadod ; 

If low, an agate very vilely cut ; 

If .speaking, why, a vane blown with all winds; 
If silent, wliy, a block moved with none. 

So turns she every man the wrong side out. 
And never gives to truth and viituc tliat 
Which simpleness and merit jiurchaseth. 

Ur«. Sure, sure, such carping is not com- 
mendable. 

Hero. No ; not to be so od<l, and from all 
fashions. 

As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable, 

B\it who dare tell her .so ? If 1 should .speak. 
She would mock me into air : O ! she would 
huigh me , 

Otit of myself, press me to death with wit. 
Therefore let Bemediok, like cover’<i fire, . 
Consume away in sighs, waste inwardly : ' 

It were a better death than die with nmeks, . | 
Which i.s as bad jus die with tickling, | 

Urs. Y(!t tell her of it : hear what she will 
say. 

Hero. No ; rather I will go to Benc<lick, 
And covinsel him to fight against his pa.ssion. 
And, truly, I 'll devise some honest slander-s 
To stain my cousin with. One doth not 
know. 

How much an ill word may emjK>i.son liking. 

Urs. O ! do not do your cousin such a 
wrong. 

She cannot be so much without true judg- 
ment 

(Having so swift and excellent a wit. 

As she is priz’d to have), as to refuse «> 

So rare a gentleman ns Signior Benedick. 

Hero. He is the only man of Italy, 

Always excepted ray dear Claudio. 

Urs. X i)ray you, be not angry with me, 
lujulam. 

Speaking my fancy : Signior Benedick, 

For shape, for bearing, argument, and valour. 
Goes foremost in report through Italy. 

Hero. Ind<H‘<l, he hath an excellent good 
name. 

Urs. His excellence did earn it, ere he hjid 
it.— 

When are you married, madjun 1 i«> 

Hero. Why, every day ; — to-mori’ow. i 
Come, go in : | 

JWO 


I 11 show tliee some attires, and have thy 
counsel. 

Which is the best to furnish me to-morrow. 

Urs. [Aside.J She’s lim’d, I warnmt you : 
wo have caught her, madam. 

Hero. j^Aside^ If it prove so, then loving 
goes by hjips : 

Some Cupid kills with arrows, .some with 
traps, [Bxeuiif Hero and Ursula. 

7iea(. \^AdvaHcimf,"\ W'hat fire is in mine 
ears ? Can this bo tnxe 1 
Stand I condemn’d for pride and scorn so 
much 1 , 

('on tempt, farewell ! and maiden pride, adieix! 
No glory lives behind the back of such. iii> 
And, Benedick, love on ; I will requite thee, 
Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand. 

If thou dost love, my kimlness shall incite 
thee 

To bind our loves xip in a holy band ; 

For others say thou dost deserve, and I 
Believe it better than rcportingly. [ExiL 


Scene II. — A Boom in Leonato’s House., 

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, and 
Leonato. 

D. Pedro. I do but stiiy till your marrhige 
be consummate, and then go I toward 
Arragon. 

Claud. I ’ll bring you thithei*, my lo»'d. if 
you ’ll vouchsafe me. 

D. Pedro. Nay ; that would be as gi*eat j» 
soil in the new glos.s of your marrmge, as to 
show a child his new coat, and forbid him to 
wear it, I will only be bold with Benedick 
for his company ; for, from the crown of hi.H 
hea<l to the sole of his foot, he is all mirth : 
le hath twice or thi'ico cut Cupid’s bowstring, 
and the little hangman <hire not shoot at him. 
He hath a heart as sound as a bell, and his 
tongue is the clapper; for what his heart 
thinks, his tongue sixeaks. 

Bene. Gallants, 1 am not as I have he^n. , 

Leon. So say I : methinks, you are Lctuder. 

Claud. I hoiie he bo in love. 

D. Pedro. ‘ Hang him, truant ! there ’s no 
tme drop of blood in him, to be truly touch’d 
with love. ’ 'H be sad, he wants money. 

Bene. I hive aio toothache, » 

D. Pedro. Driiw it. 

Bejui. Jiang r 

Claud. Tiow h!ust hang it first, and draw it 
iifterwards. i 

D. Pedro. Wliat ! siglyfor the toothache I 
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Leon. Where is but a liuraoiir, or a worm? 

Well, every one can master a grief, 
bat he that luis it. 

Claud. Yet say I, he is in love. so 

D, Pedro. There is no api>earance of fancy 
in him, unless it bo a fancy that he l’*ath to 
strange disguises ; as, to V>e a Dutchman to- 
day, a Frenchman to-morrow, or in the shape 
of two countiies at once, as a German from 
the waist downwards, all slops, and a Spaniard 
from the hip upward, no doublet. Unless he 
have a fancy to this foohny, .i.s it a]»pears h<; 
hath, ho is no fool for fancy, ius you would 
have it apj)ear he is. 

Claud. If he be not in love with some- 
woman, there is no believing old signs. JIc 
brushes his hat o’ mornings ; what should 
that bode t w 

P. Pedro. Hath any man seen hitu at the 
barber’s ? 

Clrtud. No, but the barber’s man hath been 
seen with him, and the ohl ornament of his 
cheek hath already stuffed tcjinis-balls. 

Leon. Indeed, he looks younger than he did, 
by the loss of a beard. 

D. Pedro. Nay, he rubs himself with civet : 
can you snnsll him out by that? 

Ckmd. That ’s as much as to say, the sweet 
youth ’s in love. w 

D. Pedro. The greatest note of it is his 
melancholy. 

Claud. And when was ho wont to wash 
his face ? 

D. Pedro. Yea, or to paint himself ? for the 
which, I hear what they sjiy of him. 

Claud. Nay, bxit his jesting spirit, which 
is now crept into a lute-string, and now 
governed by stops. 

D. Pedro. Indeed, that tells a heavy tale 
for him. Conclude, conclude, he is in love. 

Claud,. Nay, but I kiiow who loves him. 

D.. Pedro. That* would I know too: I war- 
rant, one that knows him not, «i 

Claud. Yes, and his ill conditions ; and, in 
despite of all, dies for him. 

1). Pedro. She shall be buried with her face 
upwards. 

Bene. Yet is this no charm for the tooth- 
ache. — Old signior, walk aside with me : I 
have studied eight or nine wjse words to 
speak to you, which these hobby-horses mu.st 
not heaiv [^Ea^unt Bbnbdiok and Lkonato. 

D. Pedro. For my life, tr, ' break with him 
about Beatrice. :l 

Claud. T is even so. H|;ro and Margaret 
have by this played their pflrts with Beatrice, 
and then the two bears will not bite one 
another when they^meefc. 


I Enter JoHN. . 

John. My lord and brother, God save you. 

D. Pedro. Good den, brother. 

John. If your leisui-c .served, 1 would speak 
with you. 

P. Pedro. J n pi-ivate ? 

John. If it please you.; yet Count Claudio 
may hear, for what I would 8i)eak of concerns 
him. so 

D. Pedro. What ’s the mntttu- ? 

John. [?’o Claud.] Means your lordship to 
b<5 married to-morrow ? 

P. Pedro. You know, he doe.s. 

John. I know not that, when he knows 
what 1 know. 

Claud. If there be any impediment, 1 pray 
yoii, discover it. 

John. You may think, I love you not : let 
that apjxjar hereafter, and aim better at me 
by that I now will manifest. For my brt)thor, 
1 think, he,, holds you well, and in dearness 
of heart hath holp to effect your ensuing 
mari-iiige ; surely, suit ill sp«uit, and labour 
ill bestowed ! 

P. Pedro. Why, what ’s the matter ? 

John. I came hither to tell you ; and 
circumstances shoi-tened (for she has been 
too long a bilking ol), the lady is dis- 
loyal. 

Claud. Who? Hero? 

John. Even she : Leonato’s Hero, your 
Hero, every man’s Hci'O. i'» 

Claud. Disloyal ? 

John. The word is too good to paint out 
her wickedness ; I could sjiy, she were worse : 
think you of a worse title, and 1 will tit her 
to it. Wonder not till further wan*ant : go 
but with me to-night, you shall sec her chain- 
ber-windoAV entered, even the night before her 
wedding-day : if you love her then, to-morrow 
wed her ; but it wouhl better fit your honour 
to change your mind. 

Claud. May this bo so ? no 

P. Pedro. I will not think it. 

John. If you dare not trust that you see, 
confe.s8 not that you know. If you will follow 
me, I will show you enough ; and when you 
have seen moi-e, and heard more, proceed 
accordingly. 

Claud. If I see anything to-night why I 
should not marry her to-morrow : in the con- 
gregation. where I should wed, there will I 
shame her. 

P. Pedro. And, as I wooed for thee to ob- 
tain her, I will join with thee to disgrace 
her. ** 

John. I wall disparage her no further, till 
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you aro my witiK'ssos : bear it coldly but til 
midnight, and let the is.su« allow itself. 

D. Pedro. O day untowafdly turned 
Claitd. O mischief strangely thwarting ! 
John. O plague right well prevented ! So 
will you say, wlieii you have seen the scijuel. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene III. — A Stree{^ 

Enter Dooderhy und Vekges, loith tlia 
Watch. 

Dotjh. Aro you good men and true ? 

Yerg. Yea, or c>lso it were pity but they 
should suffer salvation, body and soul. 

Dogh. Nay, that wei*e a punishment too 
good for them, if they shouhl have any alle- 
giance in them, being chosen for the prince’s 
watch. 

Verg. Well, give them their charge, ncigh- 
l>our Doglierry. « 

Dogb. First, who think you the most desart- 
less man to lie constable ? lo 

1 Watch. Hugh Oatcake, ♦ sir, or George 
Seacoal, for they can write and I’oad. 

Dotjb. Come hither, mnghbour Seacoal. God 
hath blcsswl you with a gocal name ; to be a 
well-favoured man is the gift of fortune, but 
to write and read comes by nature. 

2 Watch. Both which, mast<T constable, — 
Dogb. You have : I know it would bo your 

answer. Well, for your favour, sir, why, 
give God thanks, aiul make no boast of it ; 
and for your writing ami i*eading, let that 
appear when there is no need of such vanity. 
You are thought hero to bo the most sense- 
less and fit man for the oon.stablo of the 
W'atch ; therefore bear you the lantern. This 
is your charge. You shall compi-ehcnd all 
vagrom men : you are to bid any man stand, 
in the prince’s name. 

2 Watch. How, if a’ will not stand 1 
Dogh. Why, then take no note of him, but 
let him go ; and presently call the rest of the 
watch together, and thank God you are i-id of 
a knave. so 

Verg. If he will not shind whtm he is 
bid«len, he is none of the piince’s subjects. 

Dogb. True, and they are to meddle with 
none but the prince’s subjects. — You slmll 
also make no noise in the streets ; for, for 
the watch to babble and talk is most tolemble, 
and not to be endm-ed. 

2 Watch. We will rather sleep than talk ; 
we know what belongs to a watch. 

Dogb. Why, you speak like an ancient and 
most quiet watehman, for I cannot see how 
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sleeping should offend ; only, have a care 
that your bills be not stolen. Well, you are 
to call at all the ale-houses, and bid those 
that are drunk get them to bed. 

2 Watch. How, if they will not ? 

DogV Why, then let them alone till they 
are sober : if they make yoti not then the 
better answer, you may say, they are not tho 
men you took them for. 

2 WcUch. Well, sir. 

Dogh. If you meet a thief, you may sus- 
pect him, by virtue of your oflice, to be no 
true maxi ; *and, for such kind of men, the less 
you meddle or make with them, why, the* 
more is for your honesty. fc 

2 Watch. If wo know him to be a thief, 
shall we not “lay hands on liirnl 

Dogb. Truly, by your ottice you may ; but, 
I think, they that touch pitch will be defiled. 
The most jieaceable way for you, if you do 
take a thief, is, to let him show himself what 
he is, and steal out of your company. 

, Y erg. You have been always called a merei- 
ful man, pai-tner. r.i 

Dogh. Truly, I wmxdd not hang a dog by 
my will ; much more a man who hath any 
honesty in him. 

Verg. If you hear a chihl c.iy in the night, 
you must call to the nurse, and bid her still 
it. 

2 Watch. How, if the nui'se be aslee]>, and 
will not hear us ? 

Dogb. Why, then depart in peace, ami let 
tho child wake her with crying ; for tho ewe 
that will not hear her lamb when it baes, 
will never answer a calf when he bleata n 

Verg. ’T is very true. 

Dogh. This is the end of the charge. You, 
constable, are to present the prince’s own 
person : if you meet the prince in the night, 
you may stay him. 

Yerg. Nay, by ’r lady, that, I think, a’ 
cannot. 

Dogh. Five shillings to one on ’t, with any 
man that knows the statues, he may stay 
him : marry, not without the prince be will- 
ing ; foi', indeed, the watch ought to offend 
no man, and it is an offence to stay a man 
against his will. w 

Verg. By laxly, I think, it be so. 

Dogh. Ha, ha, ha ! Well, masters, goo<l 
light : an there be any matter of weight 
chances, call me. Keep your fellows’ 
jounscls and yourpwn, and good night. Come, 
neighbour. r 

2 Watch. Welllmasters, we hear our charge: 
et us go sit here* upon the church-bench till 
wo, and then all to bed. / 



ACT HI. 


MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 


Scene IV. 


Doyh. One word more, honest neighbours. 
1 pray you, watch about Signior Leonato's 
door ; for the wedding being tl»ero to-morrow, 
there is a great coil to-night. Adieu, be 
* "vigitant, I beseech you. 

[^Kceunt Dooberry a 7 vd Verges. 

Enter Boracuio aivi Conrade. 

Bora. What ! Conrade ! 

WiUch. [yl/fiffe] Peace ! stir not. 

Bora. Coiirjuie, I .say ! 

('on. Here, man, I am at thy elbow. 

Bora. Mass, and my elbow iuched; I thought, 
there would a scab follow. 

Con. I will owe thet? an answer for that; 
and now forward with thy tale. loi 

Bora. Stand thee close thou under this 
penthouse, for it drizzle-s min, an<l I will, like 
a true druiikanl, utter all to thee. 

iVntch. [As-Ule.^ Some tmason, mastei-s; yet 
.stajal close. 

Bora. Therefore know, I have earned of 
Don John a thousand ducats. 

Con. Is it possible that any villainy should 
be so ilear 1 

Bora. Thou shouldst rather ask, if it were 
possible any villainy should be so lich ; for 
wht!U rich villains have need of pOf»r ones, 
poor ones may make what price they will, ns 
('oti,. 1 wonder at it. 

Bora. That shows thou aidi unconfirmed. 
Thou knowest, that the fashion of a doublet, 
or a hat, or a cloak, is nothing to a man. 

Con. Ves, it is appjirel. 

Born. I mean, the fashion. 

Con. Yes, the fashion is the fashion. lao 
Bora. Tush ! I may as well say, the fool 's 
the. fool. But seest tliou not what a deformed 
thief this fashion is ? 

Wa.tch. I know that Deformed ; a’ 

lias been a vile thief this seven y<«ir ; a' goes 
up and ilown like a gentleman. 1 remember 
his name. 

Bora. Didst thou not hear someliotly 1 
Con. No : 't was the vane on the house, lai 
Bora. 8eest thou not, I say, what a de- 
foi'med thief this fashion is? how giddily a’ 

' turns about all the hot bloods between four- 
teen and live-and-thirty? sometime, fasluoning 
them like Pharaoh’s soldiers in the reechy 
painting ; sometime, like god Bel’s priests in 
the old church-window ; sometime, like the 
shaven Hercules in the smiivhfKl worm-eaten 
tapestiy, where his codpiece seems as massy 
as his club ? , 

Con. All this I see, am’l I see that the 
fashion wears out more appi^i^il than the man. 
But art not thou, thyself giddy with the 


fashion too, that thou hast shifted out of thy 
talo into telling me of the fashion ? 

Bora. Not so neither ; but know, that I 
have to-night wooed Margai’et, the Lady 
Hem’s gentlewoman, by the name of Hero : 
she leans mo out at her mistress’ chamber 
window, bids me a thousand times good 
night, — I tell this tide vilely : — I should first 
ttdl thee, how the primie, Claudio, and my 
master, planted, and placed, and jiossessed by 
my master Don John, saw afar ofi in the 
oi’chard this amiable encountiu*. 

Con. And thought they Margaret was 
Hero ? 119 

Bora. Two of them did, the princii and 
Claudio ; but the devil, my master, knew .she 
was Margaret ; and partly by his oaths, which 
fimt posse.ssed them, partly by the dark night, 
which did deceive them, but chiefly by my 
villainy, which did confirm any slander that 
I>on Jolin harl made, away went Claudio en- 
ragtnl ; swore he would nunit her, as he was 
appointed, next moniing at the temple, and 
there, before the whole congregation, shame 
her with what he saw over-niglit, and send 
her home again without a husband. i«> 

1 Watch. We (diarge you in the prince's 
name, stand. 

2 Watch. Call up the right master constable. 
We have here recovered the most dangerou.H 
piece of lechery, that ever was known in the 
commonwealth. 

1 Watch. And one Deformed is one of 
them : I know him, a’ wears a lock. 

Con. Masteni, mastci’s ! 

2 Watch. You’ll be made bring Deformed 

forth, I warrant you. no 

Con. Mastem,— - 

1 Watch. Never speak : we charge you, let 
us obey you to go with us. 

Bora . We are like to pi’ove a goodly cora- 
nioility, being taken up of these men’s bills. 

Con. A cemmodity in question, 1 warrant 
yoii. Come, we’ll obey you. \Exeunt. 


Scene IV. — A. Room in Leonardo’s house. 

EnUr Hero, Margaret, and Ursula, 

Hero. Good Ui’sula, wake my cousin Bea- 
trice, and desire her to rise. 

Ura. 1 will, lady. 

Hero. And bid her come hither, 

Urs. Well. [E.cit. 

Mary. Tioth, I think, your other rebato 
were better. 



Act III. 


MUCH At)0 AB^'UT NOTHING. 


SCBKE V. 


Hero. No, I pray thtw, good Meg, I ’ll weai 
ilii.s. 

Ahmj. By my troth’s not so good; and 1 
wan-juit, your cousin will say so. 

Ilcfo. My cousiu’.s a fool, and thou ar 
anotli<‘r. I’ll wear none but this. i 

Alary. I like the new tiro within excellently, 
if the hair were a thought browner ; and your 
gown ’s a most rare fashion, i’ faith. 1 saw 
the ,Duche.ss of Milan’s gown, that they praise 
so. 

Hero. O, that exceeds, they say., 

Alary. By my troth ’s but a night-gown ii 
resjMjct of yours : cloth o’ g*>ld, au<l cute, and 
laced with silver, set with pearls down .sleeves, 
side sleeves, and skirts round, luiderboi^u 
with a bluish tinsel ; but for a line, quaint, 
graceful, and excellent fa.shion, yours is worth 
ton on ’t. 

Hero. Cod giv(; me joy to wear it, for my 
heart is exccoiling heavy ! 

Mary. 'T will bo hcavicT soon by the weight 
of a man.. • 

Hero. I'ic upon thoe ! art not ashamed 1 
Mary. Of what, lady ? of .spe,aking honour- 
ably ? I.S iiot marriage honourable in a 
beggar ? Is not yo\n’ loi'd honoui’able without 
marriage? I think, you would have me say, 
saving your reverence,- -a husband : an ba<l 
thinking do not wrest true speaking, I ’ll 
offend nobody. Is there any harm in — the 
heavier for a husband? None, T think, an it 
be th6 right husband, and the right wife ; 
otherwise ’t is light, and not heavy : a.sk my 
Lady Beatrice else ; here she conie.s. 

Enter Beatricr. 

Hero. Good morrow, coz. 

Beai. Good morrow, sweet Heix). 

Hero. Why, how now? do you speak in 
the sick tune ? 

Heat. I am out of all other tune, rac- 
thinks. 

Mary. Clap us into “ Light o’ love ; ” that 
goes without a burden : do you sing it, and 
I ’ll dance it. 

Heat. Yea, “ Light o' love,” with your 
heels ! — then, if your husband have stables 
enough, you ’ll see he shall lack no barns. 

Mary. O illegitimate construction ! I scorn 
that with my heels. 

Beat. ’T is almost five o’clock, cousin : ’t is 
time you were ready. By my troth, I am 
exceeding ill. — Heigh-ho ! .-n 

Mary. For a hawk, a horse, or a husband ? 
Beat. For the letter that begins them all, H. 
Mary. Well, an you be not turned Turk, 
there ’s no more sailing by the star. 


Heat. What means the fool, trow ? 

Afary. Nothing 1 ; but God send every one 
their heart’s desire ! 

Hero. These gloves the count sent me, they 
aTO an excellent perfume. 6o» 

Beat. I am stufted, cousin, .T cannot smelL 

Afkry. A maid, and stuffetl ! there ’s goodly 
catching of cold. 

Heat. Q, God help me ! God help me ! how 
long have you profess’d appi’ehension ? 

Afary. Kver .since you left it. Doth not 
my wit become me rarely ? 

Beat. It is not seen enough, you should 
wear it in your cap. — By my troth, I am sick. 

Alary. Get you some of this distilled 
(jai'duus Benc^dictus, and lay it to your heai t : 
it is the only thing for a qualm. * n 

Hero. There thou prick’st her with a thistle. 

Bent. Benedictus ! why Bcnedictus ? you 
have some monil in this Benedictus. 

Alary. Moral ? no, by my troth, I have no 
moral meaning; I meant, jdain holy-thistle. 
You may think, perchance, that I think you 
jfcre in love : nay, by’r lady, I am not such .a 
fool to think wluxt I list ; nor I li.st not to 
think what I can ; nor indcxHl, I cannot think, 
if I would think my heart out of thinking, 
that you .are in love, oi‘ that you will be in 
love, or tliat you can bo in love. Y<?t Bene- 
dick wtxs such another, and now is he become ■ 
a man : he swoi^e ho would nevtsr marry ; and 
yet now, in despite of his heart, he eats his 
meat without grudging : and how you may 
be convertetl, I know not, but, methinks, 
you look with your eyes as other women do. 

Beat. What pace is this that thy tongue 
keeps ? 

Alary. Not a false gallop. , so 

licj-enter Ursula. 

IJrs. Madam, withdniw : the ])rince, tho 
count, Signior Benedick, Don John, and all 
tho gallants of the town, are come to fetch 
you to church. 

Hero. Help to dress me, good coz, good 
Meg, good Ursula. \Exen‘nt. 


Scene V. — Another Room in Leonato’s 
• House. 

Enter Lbonato, loith Dogberry and 
Verges. 

Lemi. What ■v»>uld you with me, honest 
leighbour ? / 

Doyh. Marryp|ir, I would have some con- 
Idence with you, that decerns you nearly. 
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Act I V. 


MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 


SCBKE I. 


Leon. Brief, I pray you; for, you seo, it 
is a busy time with me. 

Dogb. Marry, tliis it is, sir. 

Very. Yos, in truth it is, sir. 

' Leon. Wiiat is it, my good friends? 

Dogb. Goodman Verges, .sir, speaks a I'ttle 
off' the matter : an old man, sir, .and his wits 
are not so blunt, fis, God help, I would desire 
they were ; but, in faith, honest as the skin 
between his brt)ws. la 

Very. Yes, 1 thank God, I am as honest 
as any man living, that is an Id man, and 
no honester than I. 

Doyb. Comparisons arc wlorous : palabras, 
neighbour Verges, 

Leon. Neighbours, you arc tedious. 

Dogb. It pleases your worsliip to say so, 
but we are the ])oor duke’s officers ; but, trtily, 
for mine own part, if I wei’C as tedious as a 
king, 1 could lind in my h(«irt to bestow it 
all of your worship. 21 

fjp.on. All thy tediousness on nui? ha! 
Dogb. Y<vi, an ’tw(ire .-i thousand pound 
moi'e than ’t is ; for 1 hear as good <‘Xelaina- 
tiou on your worshij), as of any man in the 
city, and though 1 be but a jx)or man, I am 
gla<l to hear it. 

Very. Aiul .so am T. 

Leon. I w<}uld fain know what yon have 
to say. 

Very. Marry, sir, our watch to-niglit, ex- 
cepting your worship’s })resence, have ta’en a 
couple of as arrant knaves as any in 
Messina. .n 

Dogb. A good old man, sir ; he will be 
talking : as they say, when the age is in, the 


wit is out. God help us ! it is a world to see ! 
— Well said, i’ taith, neighbour Verges : — 
Well, God’s a good man : an two men lide of 
a hor.se, one must ride behind. — An honest 
soul, i’ faith, sir : by my tioth ho is, as ever 
broke bread; but, God is to be worshipped : 
all men arc not alike ; alas, good neighbour ! 

Leotu Indeed, neighlxmr, ho come.s too 
short of you. 

Dogb. Gifts that God gives. 41 

Letrn. I must leave you. 

Doyb. One word, sir. Our watch, sir, 
have, indeed, comprehended two aspicious 
peraons, and we would have them this morn- 
ing uxarninetl before your wt)rshi}). 

Leon. Take their examination yourstslf, anti 
bring it me : I am now in great haste, as 
may appear unto you. 

Doyb. It shall b<^ suffigance. 

Leon. Drink .soim< wine ere. you go. Fare 
you well. 

Ei^ter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, they stay for you to give 
vour tlaughter to her husband. ra 

LeAj-n. I ’ll wait upon thtun : I am I’eady. 

yExettnt Leonato n.tul M essenyer. 

Dogb. (to, good pai‘tn<*r, go; get ytni to 
Francis Seacoal ; bid him bring his [)eu and 
inkhoim to the gaol : wo are now to oxaniiu- 
ation these men. 

Very. And we must do it wisely. 

Dogb. We will spare for no wit, I warrant 
you ; hei’o ’s that shall drive .some of them to 
a non-com : only get the learned wn'ter to set 
down our excommunication, and meet me at 
the gaol. [^Exeuut. 


ACT 

•Scene I. — The Inside of .a Church. 

Enter Don Pedro, John, Leonato, Friar 
Franci.s, Claudio, Benedk^k, Hero, 
Beatrice, dr. 

Leon. Come, Friar Fmneis, Ije brief : oidy 
to the plain form of marriage, and you shall 
recount their particidar duties afterwards. 

Fri. You come hither, my lord, tp marry 
this ladv 1 
Clon'd. No. 

Leon. To bo married to her ; friar, you 
conle to marry her. 

Fri. Lady, you come liither to, l)e married 
to this count ? 11 

Hero. I do. 

'• Fri. If either of yofi know any inward 


IV. 

impediment, why you sliould not be con- 
joined, I charge you on you'' souls to utter it. 
Claud. Know you any, Hero ? 

Hero. None, my lord. 

Fri. Know you any, count? 

Leon. I dare make his an,swer ; none. 
CUiud.. O, what men dare do 1 what men 
may do ! what men daily do, not knowing 
what they do ! *' 

Bene. How now ! Inteijections ? Why 
then, some be of laughing, as, ha 1 ha ! he ! 
Claiui. St{ind thee by, friai*. — Father, by 
your leave : 

Will you with free and unconstrained sold 
Give me this maid, your daughter ? 

Jjeon. As freely, son, as God did give her 



Act IV. 


MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 


Scene 1. 


Chm<L And what have I to give you back 
wiioso worth 

May conn ter j)oiso this rich and precious gift? 
1). Nothing, unless you render h(!r 

again. 

Claud. Sweet prince, you learn me in)l)le 
thankful nes.s. — 

'riiero, Ltjonato, take her back again : 

Give not this rotten orange to your friend ; 
She ’s but the sign and seuiblauco of her 
honour. — 

Behold, how like ,a maid she blushes here : 

O, what authority and show of truth 
Gan cunning sin cover itself withal ! 

Gomes not that blood, a.s modest evidence, 

To witness simide virtue ? Would you not 
swear, 

All you that see Inn-, that she were aunairl, 40 
By these exterior shows ? But she is none : 
Hhe knows the heat of a luxurious bed ; 

Her blush is guiltiness, not modesty. 

Lf‘.on. What do you mean, my lord ? 

CUtad. Not to be inaiTie<l, 

Not to knit my soul to an approved wanton. 
Leon. Dear my lord, if yoxt, in your own 
proof, 

Have vanrpiish’d the resistance of her youth. 
And inside <lefeat of her virginity, — 

Claud. T know what you would say : if I 
have known her. 

You ’ll say, she ditl embrace me as a hus- 
band. 

And so extenuate the ’forehand sin : 

No, Leonato, 

I never tempted her with word too large ; 
But, as a brother to his sister, showeil 
Basliful sincerity, and comely love. 

Hero. And seem’d 1 evxsr otherwise to you 1 
Claiul. Out on thee, seeming ! I will write 
against it : 

You seem to me as Dian in her orb. 

As chaste ns is the bud ere it be blown ; 

But yon are more intemperate in your blood «> 
Than Venus, or those jiamper’d animals 
That rage in savage sensuality. 

Hero. Is my lord well, that he doth speak 
so wide 1 

Claud. Sweet prince, why speak not you ? 
D. Pedro. What should I speak % 

I stand dishonour’d, that have gone about 
To link my dear friend to a common stale. 
Leon. Ar(‘ these things spoken, or do I but 
dream ? 

John. Sir, l.hey are spoken, and these things 
are true. 

Bene. This looks not like a nuptial. 

Hero. True ! O God ! 

Claud. Leonato, stand I here ? lo 


Is this the prince ? * Is this the 2>ri*ice’e 
brother 1 

is this face Hero’s ? Are our eyes our own? 
Leon. All this is so ; but what of this, ray 
lord ? ' 

(ilavd. Let me but move one question to 
your daughter. 

And, by that fatherly and kiiully jwwer 
That you have in her, bid her answer truly. 
Leon. I charge thee do so, as thou art my 
child. 

Hero. O God, defend me ! how am I 
biiset ! — 

What kind of catechising call you this 1 

Claud. To make you answer truly to your 
name. so 

Hero. 'Is it not Hero? Who can blot that 
name 

With any just reproach ? 

(.Hand. Marry, that can Hei*o : 

Hero it.self can blot out Hero’s virtue. 

What nxan was he talk’d with you yester- 
night 

Out at your window, Ixstwixt tw'clve and one? 
Now, if you are a maul, answer to this. 

Hero. I talk’d with no man at that hour, 
my lord. 

D, Pedro. Why, then are you no maiden. 
— Leonato, 

I am sorry you must hear : ujion mine 
honour. 

Myself, my brother, and this grieved count, «> 
Did see her, hear her, at that hour last night. 
Talk with a rutlian at her chamber-window ; 
Who hath, indeed, most like a liberal villain, 
(Jonfess’d the vile encounters they have had 
A thousand times in secret. 

John. Fie, fie : they are not to be nam’d, 
iny lord, 

Not to be spoke of ; 

niero is not chastity enough in language, 
Without offence to utter them. Thus, [xretty 
lady, 

I am sorry for thy much misgovornment. iw 
Claud. 0 Hero ! what a Hero hadst,thou 
been. 

If half thy outward graces had been placed 
About thy thoughts, and counsels of thy 
heart ! 

But, faye thee well, most foul, most fair 1 
farewell. 

Thou pure impiety, and inqjious purity ! 

For thee I ’ll lock up all the gates of love, 

And on my eyelids shall conjecture hang,' 

To turn all jbeauty into thoughts of harm. 

And never vhall it more be gracious. 

Leon. Ilath no man’s dagger here a point 
for me ? [Hero stooona^ 
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Act IV. 


MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 


SCKNK I. 


Beat. Why, how now, cousin ! wherefore 
sink you down ? 

John. (Jome, let us go. These things, come 
" tlms to light. 

Smother her spirits up. 

\Exennt Don Pedko, John, and Claudio. 
Bene. How dotli the ladyl 
Beat. Dead, I think : — help, uncle ! — 
Hero ! why, Hero ! — Uncle ! — Signior Bene- 
dick ! — Friar ! 

Leon. O fate ! take not av y thy heavy 
hand : « 

Death is the fairest cover for her shame, 

That may bo wish’d for. 

Beat. How now, cousin Hero? 

Fri Have comfort, lady. 

Leon. Dost thou look up 1 
Fri. Yea; wherefore should she not? 

Leon. Wherefore? Why, doth not every 
earthly thing isi 

Ciy shame upon her ? Could she here deny 
The story that is printed in her blood ? — 

Do not live, Hero ; do not ope thine eyes ; 
For did 1 think thou wouldst not quickly die. 
Thought I thy spirits were stronger than thy 
shame.s, 

Myself would, on the rearward of reproaches, 
Strike at thy life. Griev’d I, 1 had but one? 
Ohid I for that at frugal Nature’s fmiric ? 

O, one ttK) much by thee ! Why had I one ? 
Why ever wast thou lovely in my eyes ? i.-a 
Why ha<l I not with charitable han<l 
Took up a beggar’s issue at my gates ; 

Who smirched thu.s, and mir’d with infamy, 

I might have said, “ No jjart of it is mine, 
This shame derives itself from unknown 
loins ? ” 

But mine, and mine I lov’d, and mine I 
pniis’d, 

And mine that I was proud on ; mine so 
much, 

Tliat I myself was to myself not mine, 
Valuing of her ; why, she — O ! she is fallen 
Into a pit of ink, that the wide sea m 

Hath drops too few to wash her clean again, 
And salt too little, which may season give 
Tp lier foul-tainted flesh ! 

Bene. Sir, sir, be imtient. 

For my part, I am so attir’d in wonder, 

I know not what to s&y. 

Beat. O, on my soul, my ceiisin is belied ! 
Bene. Laxly, were you her bedfellow last 
night ? 

Beat. No, truly, not; although, until last 
night, 

I have this twelvemonth l>een her bedfello'fr. 
ZeoH. Confirm’d, confirm’d ! O, that is 
stronger made, | 


Which was Ixiforo barr’d up with libs of iron! 
Would the two princes lie? and Claudio lie. 
Who lov’d her so, that, speaking of her foul- 
ness, 

Wash’d it with tears? Henctj from her, let 
her die. 

Fri. Hear me a little ; 

For I have only been silent so long. 

And given way unto this course of fortune. 
By noting of the lady : I have mark’<l 
A thousand bitishing apjmritions w 

To start into her face ; a thousainl innocent 
shames 

In angel whiteness l>eat away those l)lushes ; 
And in hei* eye thci*e hath appear’d a tire, 

To burn the errors that these princes hold 
Against her maiden truth.— -Call me a fool ; 
'Trust not my rcatling, nor my observation, 
Which with ex^M?rim«mtal seal doth warrant 
The t(uior of my book ; trust not tny age. 

My reverence, calling, nor divinity. 

If this sweet lady lie. not guiltle.s8 here no 
Under some biting error. 

Leon. Friar, it cannot be. 

Thou seest, that all the grace that she hath 
left, 

Is, that .she will not add to her damnation 
A sin of perjury : she not denies it. 

Why sfick’st thou then to cover with excuse 
That which aijpeare in proper nakedness ? 
Fri. Lady, what man is ho you are accus’il 
of? 

Hero. They know that do accuse me, I 
know none. 

If I know more of any man alive, 

'Thau that which inaide.n modesty doth 
warrant, 

liCt all my sins lack mercy ! -O my father 1 
Prove you that any man with jne ct)nvcr.s’d 
At hours unmeet, or that I yesternight 
Maintain’fl the change of wonls with any 
creatuKi, 

llefus(5 me, hate me, torture me to death. 

Fri. There is some strange misprision in 
the princes. 

Bene. Two of them haA'e the very bent of 
honour ; 

And if their wisdoms be mi.sled in this. 

The practice of it lives in John the bastard, 
Whose spirits toil in frame of villainies. w 
Leon. 1 know not. If they sjxiak but 
tnith of her. 

These hands shall tear her; if they wrong 
her honour. 

The proudest of them shall well hear of it. 
Time hath not yet so dried this blood of mijie, 
No^jUge so eat up my invention, ■ 

Nor fortune made such havoc of my means. 
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Act IV. 


MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 


Scene 2. 


Nt)r my bad life reft me so much of friends, 
But they shall find, awak’d in such a kind, 
B 6 th strength of limb, and policy of mind, 
Ability in means, and choice of friends, aw 
To quit mo of them thox'oughly. 

Fri. Pause awhile, 

And lot my counsel sway you in this case. 
Your <laughter here the princes left for deadj 
Let her awhile be secretly kept in, 

And publish it, that she is d» 5 dd iiuhied : 
Maintain a mourning ostentation ; 

And on your family’s old monument 
Hang mournful epitaphs, and do all rite-s 
That appertain unto a burial. , 

Leou,. What shall become of this? what 
will this do ? 210 

Fri. Marry, this, well carruid, shall on her 
behalf 

Change slander to rcmoi’se; that is some 
good : 

But not f<ir that dream I on this stmnge 
course, ' 

But on tins travail look for greater birth. • 
She <lying, as it must be so maintain’d. 

Upon the instant tliat .shh was accus’d, 

Shall bo lamented, pitied and excus’d 
Of every hearer ; for it so falls out, 

That what we have we prize not to the worth, 
Whiles we enjoy it, but being lack’«l and lost. 
Why, then we I'ack the value ; then we find 
The virtue, that possession would not show 
us, 2*2 

Whiles it was ours. — So wdll it fixre with 
Claudio : 

When he shall hear she died upon his words, 
The idea of her life shall sweetly creep 
Into his study of imagination, 

And every lovely organ of her life 

Shall come apparell’d in more precioxis habit. 

More moving, delicate, and full of life. 

Into the eye and prosjxect of his soul, 2*0 

Than when she liv’d indeed : — then shall he 
mourn, 

(If over lot^e had interest in his liver) 

And wish he had not so accused her ; 

No, though, ho thought his accusation true. 

Let this be so, and doubt not but success 
Will fashion the event in better shajxe 
Than I can lay it down in likelihood. 

But if all aim but this be levell’d false, 

The supjmition of the lady’s death 
Will quench tho wonder of her infamy : aw 
And, if it sort not well, you may conceal her, 
As best befits her wounded reputation, 

In some reclusive and religious life, 

Out of all eyes, tongues, minds, and injuries. 
Bene. Signior Leonato, let the friar adyisc 
you ; ^ 


And though, you know, my inwardness and 
love 

Is very much unto the prince and Claudio, 
Yet, by mine honour, I will deal in this 
As secretly and justly, as your soul 
Should with your botly. 

Leon. lieing tliat I flow in grief, iso 

The smallest twine may lead me. 

Fri. ’T is well consented : presently away. 
For to strange sores strangely they strain the 
cum — 

Come, Jiady, die to live : this wed<ling day, 
Perhaps, is but prolong’d : have patience, and 
endure. 

\^Ii!xeunt Friar, Hero, awl Leonato. 

Bene. 1 jutly Beatrice, have you wept all this 
while ? 

licAit. Yea, and I will weep a while longer. 

Bene. 1 will not desire that. 

Beat. You have no reason ; I do it freely. 

Bene. Surely, I do believe your fiiir cousin 
is wronged. 201 

Beat. Ah, how much might the man deserve 
of me that would right her ! 

Bene. Is there any way to show such 
friendship ? 

Beat. A very even way, but no such friend. 

Bene. May a man do it? 

• Beat. It is a man’s office, but not youi's. 

Bene, t do love nothing in the world so well 
as you. Is not that strange? iw 

Beat. As strange as a thing I know not. 
It were as po.ssible for me to say, I loved 
nothing so well as you ; but believe me not, 
and yet I lie not : I confess nothing, nor 1 
deny nothing. — I am sorry for my cousin. 

Berie. By my sword, Beatrice, thou lovest me. 

Beat. Do not swear by it, and eat it. 

Bene. I will swear by it, that you love me ; 
and I will make him eat it, that says I love 
not you. 

Beat. Will you not eat your word ? 

Bene. With no sauce that can be devised to 
it. I protest, I love thee. mi 

Beat. Why then, God forgive me ! 

Bene. What offence, sweet Beatrice? 

BeA.it. You have stayed me in a happy liour : 
I was about to protest, I loved you. 

Bene. And do it with all thy heart. 

Beat. *1 love you with so much of my heart,, 
that none is left to protest. 

Bene. Come, bid me do anything for thee. 

Beat. Kill Claudio. »» 

Bene. Ha ! not for the wide world. 

Beat. You kill me to deny it. Farewell. 

Bene. Tj.rry, sweet Beatrice. 

BeAxt. I am gone, though I am here. — There 
is no love in you. — Nay, I pray yoii, let me go. 





J . 1). WATSbN, IHnxt. y,r Riih.WAY, ScHt^, 


henedick and Beatrice. • 

Beatrice, Talk with a man out of window ? ® 

a proi^r saying ! 

Benedick, Nay, but, Beatrice. t 

“Much Ado About Nothing,” Act IK, Scene A 
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Act IV. 


MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 


Scene IT. 


Beatrice, — 

BsaU In faith, I will go. 

Bene. Wo ’ll be fiionds first. 

Beat, You dare easier Ihj friends with me, 
than fight with mine enemy. 

Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy ? 

Beat, Is ho not approved in tho height a 
yillain, that hatli slandered, scorned, dis- 
honoured my kinswoman % — O, that I were a 
man 1— -What! l>ear her in hand until they 
come to take hands, and then with public 
accusation, uncovered slander, unmitigated 
rancour, — O G<.k1, that I were a man ! I would 
eat his heart in the inarket-jdace. 

Bene. Hear me, Beatrice, — 

Beat, Talk wilh a man out at a window! — 
a proper saying. .'(U 

Bene. Nay, but, Beatrice, — 

Beat, Sweet Hero ! — she is wronged, slie is 
slandered, she is undone. 

Bene. Beat-*-- 

Beat, Princes, and coinities ! Surely, a 
princely testimony, a goodly count, count con- 
fect j a sweet gallant, surely ! O, that 1 were 
a man for his sake ! or that I had any friend 
would be a man for my sake ! But manhood is 
melted into coui-tesies, valour into compliment,' 
and men ai’o only turned into tongue, and trim 
ones too : he is now as valiant jis Hercules, 
thai only tells a lie, and swears it. — I cannot 
be a man with wishing, therefore I will die a 
woman with grieving. 

Bene. Tarry, gooil Beatrice. By this hand, 
I love thee. 

Beat, Use it for my love some other way 
than swearing by it. 

Bene. Think you in your soul tho Count 
Claudio hath wronged Hero ? 330 

Beat. Yea, as sure as 1 have a thought, or 
a soul. 

Bene. Enoiigh ! I am engaged, I will chal- 
lenge him. I will kias yoxir hand, and so I 
leave you. By this hand, Claudio shall render 
mo a dear account. As you Iiec.* of me, so 
think of me. Go, comfort you/ cousin; I 
must say she is dead ; and so, farewell. 

\Exeunt. 

Scene II. — A Prison. 

MrUer Dogbehuy, Verges, and Sexton, in 
gowns atid the WoJtch, with Conradb and 
Borachio. 

Bogh. Is our whole dissembly appeared 1 
Verg. O ! a stool and a cushioh for the 
sexton. * 

SeiUon. Which be the malefactors? 


Dogh. Marry, that am I and my partner. 

Verg. Nay, that’s certain: We have the 
exhibition to examhie. 

Sexton. But which are the offenders that 
are to be examined? let them come before 
master constable. 

Dogb. Yea, many, let them come before me. 
— What is your name, fritaid ? 10 

Bora. Borachio. 

Dogh. Pray, .rrfte down Borachio. — Youi-s, 
siriuh ? 

Con. I am a gentleman, sir, and my name 
is Ckmrade. 

Dogh. Write down ma.ster geutlemau 
Coiirade. — Mastei's, do you serve Cod ? 

Con., Bora, Yea, sir, we hope. 

Dogb. Write down, that they hope they 
serve God : — and write God first ; for God 
defend but God .should go before such villains ! 
— Masters, it is proved already that you are 
little better than false knaves, and it will go 
ne»ir to be thouglTt so shortly. How answer 
ybti for yourselves? *2 

Con. Marry, sir, wo say we are none. 

Dogh. A marvelloul witty fellow, 1 as.sure 
you ; but I will go about with him.— -Come 
you hither, sirrah ; a word in your ear, sir : T 
say to you, it is thought you are false knave.s. 

Bora. Sir, 1 say to you, we are none. 

Dogb. Well, stand aside. — ’Pore God, they 
are both in a tale. Have you writ down, that 
they are none ? a) 

Sexton. Master constable, you go not the 
way to examine : you must call forth the 
watch that are their accustu’s. 

Dogh. Yea, marry, that ’.s tho eftest way. — 
Let tho watch come forth. — Masters, 1 <;harge 
you, in tho prince’s name, a<icusc these men. 

1 Watch. This man said, sir, that Don John, 
the prince’s brother, was a villain. 

Dogb. Write down — Prince John a villain. 
Why, this is flat perjury, to call a prince’s 
brother villain. «> 

Bora. Master constable, — . 

Dogb. Pray thee, fellow, peace : I do not 
like tliy look, I promise thee. 

Sexton. What hcaixl you him say else ? 

2 Watch, MaiTy, tliat ho had received a 
thousand ducats of Don J ohn, for accusing the 
Ijady Hero wrongfully. 

Dogb. Flat burglaiy as ever was committed. 

Verg. Yea, by the maas, that it is. 

Sexton. Wluit else, fellow ? w* 

1 Watch. And that Count Claudio did 
mean, upon his words, to disgrace Hero beforo 
the whole aasembly, and not many her. 

Dogb. O villain ! thou wilt be condemned 
into everlasting redemption for this. 


MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 


Scene I. 


Act V. 


Sexton. Wlmt clsel 

‘2 }Vatc/i. This is all. 

Sexton. And this is more, masters, than you 
can deny. Prince John is this morning se- 
cretly stolen away : Hero was in this manner 
accused, in this very manner refused, anti, 
uj)on the grief of this, suddenly died, Masttn- 
ct)n8table, let these men be bound, and brought 
to Jjoonato’s I will go before, and show him 
their examination. * [Kelt. 

Dogh. Come, let them be opmioned. 

Verg. Let them be in the hands- - 

Coil. Off, coxcomb ! 

Dogb. <j!od ’s rny life ! where ’s the sexton? 
lot him wiite down the prince’s olficer, cox- 
comb. — Come, bind them, — Thou naughty 
varlet ! •<> 


Con. Away ! you are an ass; yoxi are an ass, 
Dogb. Dost thou jrot susj)ect my place? Dost 
thou not suspect my years ? — O, that he were 
here to write me down an ass ! but, masters, 
rgmcmljer, that I am an ass; though it be not 
writto.i down, yet forget not that I am an ass. 
— No, thou villain, thou art full of piety, as 
shall be proved ui>on thee by good witness. I 
ahi a wise fellow; and, which is more, an officer; 
and, which is more, a householder; and, which 
is more, as pretty a piece of flesh as any in 
Mjjasina ; and one that knows the law, go to ; 
and a rich fellow enough, ^o to; and a follow 
that hath had losses ; and oiie that hath two 
gowns, an<l everything handsome about him. 
liring liim away. O, that I liad been writ 
<lown an ass ! 


ACT V. 


Scene I. — Before Leonato’s House. 

Enter Leonato and Antonio. 

Ant. If yo\i go on tlms, you will kill your- 
self ; 

And 't is not wisdom thus to second grief 
Again.st younself. 

[jeon. I pray thee, cease thy counsel. 

Which falls into mine ears as profitless 
As Avatcr in a sieve. Give not me counsel ; 
Nor let no comforter delight mine ear. 

But such a one whose wrongs do suit with 
mine : 

Bring me a father that so lov'd his child. 
Whoso joy of her is overwhelm’d like mine. 
And bi(l him speak of patience ; if 

Measure his woe the length and breadth of 
mine. 

And let it answer every strain for stmin ; 

As thus for thus, and such a grief for such. 

In eveiy lineament, branch, shape, and form : 
If such a one will smile, and stroke his 
beard, • 

And — sorrow, wag ! — cry hem, when he 
. should groan; 

Pattdi grief with proverbs ; make misfortune 
Irunk 

With candle-wasters : bring him yet to me. 
And I of him will gather {latience. 

But there is no such man ; for, brother, men 
Oan counsel, and speak comfort to that grief 
Which they themselves not feel ; but, tasting 
it, a 

Their counsel turns to passion, which before 
Would give preceptial medicine to rage. 
Fetter strong madness in a silken thread, 
Uharm ache with air, and agony with words. 


I No, no ; ’t is all men’s office to s)>eak patience 
To those that wring under the load of sorrow. 
But no man’s virtue, nor sufficiency. 

To be so moral, when ho shall endure a# 

The like himself. Therefore give ims no 
counsel : 

My griefs cry louder than advertisement. 

I Ant. Therein do men from children nothing 
difler. 

heon. I pray thee, peace ! I will be flesh and 
blood ; 

For there was never yet philosopher. 

That could endure the toothache patiently. 
However they have writ the style of gods, 
i And made a push at chance and sufferance. 

( Ant. Yet bend not all the hai*m uj)on 
yourself ; 

Make those that do offend you sufier too. « 

Leon. Thei’e tho»i speak’st reason : nay, I 
will do so. 

My soul doth tell me Hci'o is belied ; 

Ajid tliat shall Claudio know ; so shall the 
priuje. 

And all of them, that thus dishonour her. 

Enter Don Pedro and Claudio. 

Ant. Here comes the prince and Claudio 
hastily. 

D. Pedro. Good den, good den. / 

Claud. Good day to both of you. 

Leon. Hear you, my lords, — 

D. Pedro. We have some haste, Leonato. 

Leon. Some haste, my lord ! — well, fare you 
well, my lord : — 

Are you tio liasty now? — well, all, is one. 

D. Pedro. Nay, do not quaii-el with us,, 
good old mai|. ‘ m 
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Ant. If he could right himself with quar- 
relling, 

Some of us would lie low. 

CHaud. Who wrongs him ? 

Leoit. Mairy, thou dost wrong me ; thou, 
dissemblei" thou. — 

Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy swoiil ; 

J[ fear thee not. 

Cfaiul. Marry, beshrew my hand, 

If it should give your age s?ich cause of fear. 
In faith, my hand meant nothing to my 
sword. 

Leon. Tush, tuslky man ! never fleer and 
je.st at mo : 

I speak )iot likQ, a dotard, nor a fool, 

As, un<ler 2 )rivileg(i of age, to brag , «o 
What I have done being young, or what 
would do. 

Were I not old. Know, Clamlio, to thy head. 
Thou hast so wrong’d mine innocent child 
and me. 

That I am forc'd to lay my itjvei’ence by, 

And with grey hairs, ajid Vu'uise of many 
days, 

Do challenge thee to trial of a man. 

I say, thou ha.st beUo<l mine innocent child : 
Thy slander liath gone through and through 
her heart, 

And she lies buried with her ancestors, 

0 ! in a tomb wh<u*e never scandal slept, ro 
Save this of hers, fi’am'd by thy villainy. 

Claud. My villaiiiy ? 

Leon. Thine, Claudio ; thme, I say. 

D. Pedro. You say not right, old man. 

Leon. My lord, my lortl, 

1 ’ll prove it on his body, if he dare, 

Despite his nice fence, and his active jnuc- 

tice. 

His May of youth, and bloom of histihood. 

Gland. Away ! I will not have to do with 
you. 

Leon. Canst thou so daff me ? Thou hast 
kill’d my child : 

If thou kill'st me, boy, thou shalt kill a man. 

Ant, He shall kill two of us, and men in- 
deed : , 

But that ’s no matter ; let him kill one 
first j — 

Win me ami w€iar me ; — let him answer 
me. — • * 

Come, follow me, boy ! come, sir boy, come, 
follow me. 

Sir boy, I '11 whip you from your foining 
fence ; 

Nay, as I afh a gentleipan, I will. 

I^on, Brothez’, — • 

Ant, Con tenti, yourself. God knows, I lov’d 
ray niece ; , 


And she is dead ; slander’d to death by 
villains. 

That dare as well answer a man, indeetl. 

As 1 dare take a si“rpent by the tongue. vt- 
Boys, apes, bmggarts, Jacks, milksoizs ! — 
Ljeon. Brother Antony, — 

Ant. Hold you content. What, man ! I 
know tliem, yea, 

Ami what they weiglj, even to tlic utmost 
scrin»ly : 

Bcambling, outfacing, fashion-mong’ring boys, 
That lie, and cog, anti flout, deprave anti 
slander. 

Go antickly, and show outward hitleousne.ss, 
And sjteak off half a tlozen tlangerous words, 
How they might hurt their enemies, if they 
durst ; 

And this is all ! 

Leon. But, brother Antony, — 

Ant. Come, ’t is no matter : 

Do not you metldle, let mti deal in this. loi 
1). Pedro. GtJiitltuneii both, we will not 
wake your patience. 

My heart is sorry for your datighter’s death ; 
But, tm my honour,® she was charg’tl with 
nothing 

Btit what was true, and very ftill of jmzof. 
Leon. My Ittrd, my lord ! — 

D. Pedro. I will not hear you. 

Tjeon. No'l 

Come, brother, away. — I will be heard. — 

Ant. And shall, or some of will smart 
for it. 

[^Exeunt Leosato ami Antonio. 
Enter Bexkoick. 

D. Pedro. See, see : here comes the man 
we went to seek. 

Clawl. Now, signior, what news'? no 

Hene. Goo<l day, my lord. 

D. Pedro. Welcome, .signior : you are al- 
most come to jzai't almost a fray. 

Chiud. We had like to have hud o>ir two 
noses snaiqwd off’ with two old men without 
teeth. 

Z>. Pedro. Ijconato and his brother. What 
thin k’st thou ? Had wo fought, I doubt we 
should have been too young for them. tao* 
Bene. In a false quaiTel there is no true 
valour. I came to seek you both. 

Claud. We have been up and down to seek 
thee ; for we are high-iJioof melancholy, and 
would fain have it beaten away. Wilt thou 
use thy wit 1 

Bene. It is in my scabbard ; .shall I draw 
it? 

D. Pedro. Dost thou wear thy wit by thy 
side? 
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Cliiwl. Never any did so, though very 
many have been beside their wit. — I will bid 
tliee draw, as we do the minstrels ; draw tt> 
pleasure us. i»» 

D. Pudro. As I am an honest man, he looks 
jmle. — Art thou sick, or angry ? 

Claud. What! courage, man ! What though 
care killed a cat, thou hjist juettle enough in 
thee to kill care. 

limp. Sir, I shall meet* your wit in the 
career, an you charge it agains.t me. — I pray 
you, choose another subject. 

Claud. Nay, then give him another staff : 
this hist was broke cro.s.s. 

D. Pedro, By ihi.s light, he changes more 
and more. I think lie be angry indeed. 

Claud. If Im be, lui knows how to turn his 
,girdle. 

lime. .Shall I speak a word in your ear? 

Claud. God ble.ss mo from a challenge ! 

Bene. Y^ou are a villain. —1 Jest not. — I 
will mjike it goo<l how yoi» dare, with what 
you dare, and wluui you dar(\ — Do me right, 
or I will i>rotost your cowardice. You have 
killed a .swe(>t lady, and her death shall fall 
heavy on yo\i. Titit me hear from you. 

Claud. Well, I will meet you, so I may 
have good ehtjcr. 152 

J). Pedro. What, a feast ? a feast ? 

Claihd. I’ faith, I thank him ; he hath bid 
me to a calfs-head and a capon, the which if 
I do not carve most cui-iou.sly, say my 
knife’s naught. — Shall I not lind a woodcock 
too 1 

, Bene. Sir, your wit ambles well : it goes 
easily. 

D. Pedro. I '11 tell thee how Beatrice praised 
thy wit the other day. 1 .said, thou hadst a 
line wit. “ True,” said .slie, “ a line little 
one.” “ No,” sjiid I, “a great wit.” “ Right,” 
says she, “ a groat gross one." “Nay,” said 
I, “ a good wit.” “Just,” .said she, “it hurts 
nobody.” “ Nay,” said I, “ the gentleman is 
wise.” “ Certain,” said she, “ a wise gentle- 
man.” “Nay,” said I, “ he hath the tongues.” 
“ That I believe,” said she, “ for he swore a 
thing to me on Monday night, which he for- 
eswore on Tuesday morning : there ’s a double 
tongue ; there ’s two tongues.” Thus did she, 
an hour together, trans-shape thy particular 
virtues; yet at last she concluded with a 
sigh, thou wast the properest man in Italy. 

Claud. For the which she wept heartily, 
and said she cared not. 

jP. Pedro. Yea, that she did ; but yet, for 
all that, an if she did not hate him deadly, 
she would love him dearly. The old man’s 
daughter told us all. im 


Claud, All, all; and moreover, God saw 
him when he was hid in the garden. 

D. Pedro. But when shall we set the 
.savage bull’s horns on the sensible Benedick’s 
head ? 

* Claud. Yea, and text underneath, “ Here 
dwells Benedick the married man ! ” j«» 

Bene. Fare you wfdl, boy : you know my 
mind. I will leave yon now to your gossip* 
like humour : you break jests as braggarts «lo 
their blade.s, which, God be thanked, hurt 
not. — My lord, for your many courtesies I 
th'anlc you : I mu.st dis/jontinue your com- 
pany. Your brother, the bastard, is. fled 
from Messina : you have, among you, killed 
a sweet and innocent lady.'* For my Lord 
Lackbeard there, he and I shall meet ; and 
till then, peace be with him. [Exit. 

D. I'edro. He is in earnest. aw 

Claud. In mo,st pi'pfound earnest ; and, 1 ’ll 
warrant you, for the I^^e of Beatrice. 

D. Pedro. An<l hath challenged thee ? 

Claud: Most sincerely, 

D. Pedro. What a pretty thing man is, 
when he goes in his (loul)let and hose, and 
leaves off his wit ! 

Claud. He is then a giant to an ape; but 
then is an ape a doctor to such a man. aa 

P. Pedro. But, soft you ; let me be : pluck 
up, my heart, and bo sjwl ! Did he not .say, 
my brother was fled ? 

Enter Dogbeury, Verges, and the Watch, 
with CoNRADB imd Borachio. 

Poyh. Come you, sir : if justice cannot tame 
you, she shall ne’er weigh more x'easons in her 
balance. Nay, an you t)e a cursing hyjKJcrito 
once, you must be looked to. 

D. Pedro. How now ! two of my brother’s 
men bound ? Borachio one ? 

Claud. Hearken after their offence, ixiy lord! 

D. Pedro. Oflicers, wliat offence have these 
men done ? 

Dogh. Marry, .sir, they have committed 
false rejKxrt ; moreover, they have spoken 
untruths ; secondarily, they are slanders ; 
sixth and lastly, they have belied a lady ; 
thirdly, they have verified unjust things; 
and, to conclude, they are lying knaves. 

. D. Pedro. First, I ask thee what they 
have done ; thirdly, I ask thee what ’s their 
offence; sixth and lastly, why they are com- 
mitted ; and, to conclude, what you lay to 
their charge. ssi 

Claud. Rightly reasoned, and in his own 
division ; and, by my Iroth, there ’s one mean- 
ing well suited. 

P. Pedro. Who have you offended, masters, 
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that you are thus boxiud to your answer 1 this 
learned coustoblo is too cunning to be under- 
stood. What ’s your oftence ? 

J^ipra. Sweet prince, let mo go no fxnther 
to mine answer : do you hear me, and let this 
count kill me. I have tleceived even youA* 
very eyes : what youi’ wisdoms could not 
discover, these shallow fools have brought to 
light ; who, in the night, overheard me con- 
fessing to this man, how Don John your 
brother incensetl me to i ' luder the Lady 
Hero ; how you were brought into the 
orchard, mid saw me court Margaret in 
Hero’s garments ; liow you disgrsiced her, 
when you should marry her. My villainy 
they have upon*'i^conl, which 1 had rather 
seal with my death, than repeat over to my 
shame. The lady is dcwl upon mine and my 
master’s false accusation ; and, briclly, 1 de- 
sire nothing but the reward of a villain. 2 f.(» 

D. Pfidro. liuns not this speech like iron 
through your blood 1 

'Clft’ttd. I have drunk poison whiles he 
utter’d it. 

Z). Pedro. But did my brother set thee on 
to this '{ 

Bora. Yea j and paid mo richly for the 
practice of it. 

D. Pedro. He is compos’d and fram’d of 
treachery. — 

And fled he is upon this villainy. 

Claud. Sweet Hero ! now thy image doth 
apjjear 

In the rare semblance that I loved it first, 

Do(jh. Come, bring away the plaintilfs : by 
this time our sexton hath refonned Signior 
Leonato of the matter. And, masters, do not 
forget to specify, when time and place shall 
serve, that I am an jvss. aia 

Verg. Here, here comes master Signior 
Leonato, and the sexton too. 

Ite-enler Leonato, Antonio, and the Sexton. 

Leon. Which is the villain? Let mo see 
his eyes. 

That when I note anotlier man like him, 

I may avoid him. Which of these is he ? 

Born. If you would know your wronger, 
look on mo. 

Leon. Art thou the slave, that with thy 
breath hast kill’d 
Mine innocent child ? 

Bora. Yell, even I alone. ' sxo 

Ijeon. No, not so, villain ; thou belicst thy- 
self : 

Here stand a pair of honourable mon? j 

A third is fled, that had a hand in it. — 1 

I thank you, priiices, for my daughter’s death : j 


Record it with yo«ir high and' worthy deeds. 
’T was bravely (lone, if you bethink you of it. 
Claud. 1 know not how to pray your 
])aticnce, 

Yet 1 mxist speak. Choose youi- revenge 
youi’sclf ; 

Impose me to what penantu' your invention 
Can lay upon my sin : yet sinu’d 1 not, sw 
But in mistaking. 

D. Pedro. w By my .soul, nor 1; 

And yet, to satisfy this good old man, 

I woxild bend undta- any heavy wciglit 
That ho ’ll enjoin me to, 

Leon. I cannot bid you bid mv daughter 
live. 

That were impossible : but, I pray you both, 
Possess the people in Messina here. 

How innocent she died ; and, if j'our love 
Can labour aught in sad invention. 

Hang her an ejxitaph uiion her tomb, jw 
And sing it to her bones : sing it to-night. — 
To-morrow morning come you to my house, 
And since you could not be my son-in-law, 

Be yet my nephew. My brother hath a 
daughter, 

Almost the copy of my child that ’s tlea<l, 

And she alone is heir to both of us : 

Give her the right you should have given her 
cousin. 

And so <lics my revenge. 

(Uaud. O nobhs sir, 

Your over-kindness doth wring teiu*s from me. 
I do embi'iuse your ofl'er ; and dispose sm 
F rom henceforth of j)Oor Claudio. 

/yC07i. To-morrow then I will expect your 
coming ; 

To-night 1 take my leave. — This naughty 
man 

Shall face to face be brought to Margaret, 
Who, I believe, was pack’d in all this wrong. 
Hir’d to it by your brother. 

Bora. No, by my soul, slm was not ; 

Nor knew not what siie did, when she spoke 
to me ; 

But always hath been just and virtuous, 

In anything that J^do know by her. ao 9 

Dogh. Moreover, sir, which, indeed, is not 
un<lcr w’hito and black, this plaintiff here, the . 
oftender, did call me ass : I beseech you, let 
it be remembered in his punishment. And 
also, the watch heard tljem talk of one De- 
formed : they say, he weal’s a key in his eai-, 
and a lock lianging by it, and boiTOWs money 
in God’s name ; the which he hath used so 
long, and never paid, that now men grow 
hard-hearted, and will lend nothing for God’s 
.sake. Pray you, examine him upon that 
point. 



Act V. 


MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 


Scene II. 


Leon. I tliank tliee for tliy care and honest 
pains. 

Doyb. Your worship speaks like a most 
thankful and reverend youth, and I pnnse 
Ood for you. 

Leon. There ’.s for thy pains. 

Doijh. God save the foundation ! 

Leon. Go, 1 discharge thee of thy prisoner, 
and I thank thee. 

Dogb. 1 leave an arrant knave witli your 
worship; wliich I beset.'ch your worship to 
correct yourself for the example of otheiu 
God keep your worship ; I wish your worsliip 
well : God restore you to health. 1 humbly 
give you leave to dei)art, and if a merry 
meeting may be wished, God prohibit it ! — 
Come, neighbour. 

\^KxeuHt l^oc'.iiEURY, Veuoks, and Watch. 

Leon. Until to-morrow morning, lords, 
farewell. 

A nt. FaiXiweJI, my lords : we look for you 
to-morrow. ^ 

D. Pedro. We will not fail. ^ 

Claud. To-night I ’ll mourn with 

Hero. ^ 

[Exeunt Don Pedro and Claudio. 

Leon. Biing you these fellows on. We ’ll 
talk with Margaret, 

How her acquaintance grew with this lewd 
fellow. [Exeu,ni. 


Scene II. — Leonato’s Garden. 

Enter Benedick and Marcjaret, meeting. | 

Bene. Pray thee, sweet Mistress Margaret, 
de.serve well at my Jiands by helping me to 
the speech of Beatrice. 

Marg. Will you then write me a sonnet in 
praise of my beauty ? 

Bene. In so high a style, Margaret, that 
no man living shall come over it ; for, in 
most comely truth, thou deservest it. 

Marg. To have no man come over me? 
why, shall I always keep below stairs ? lo 

Bene. Tliy wit is as quick as the grey- 
hound’s mouth ; it catches. 

Marg. And youi’s as blunt as the fencer’s 
foils, which hit, but hurt not. 

Bew.. A most jnanly wit, Margaret ; it 
will not hurt a woman : and so, I i>ray thee, 
call Beatrice. I give thee the bucklers. 

Marg. Giv<! us the swords, we have 
bucklers of our own. 

Bene. If you use them, Margaret, you 
nnist put in the pikes with a vice ; and they 
ai*e dangerous weapons for maids. 22 
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Marg. Well, I will call Beatrice to you, 
who, I think, hath legs. 

Bene. And therefore will come. 

[Exit Maro. 

[Singing. '\ The god of love, 

. That sits above, 

A nd kmnvs me, and ktunvs me, 

JI010 piti/ul I deserve , — 

I mean, in singing ; but in loving, Leauder 
the good swimmer, Troilus the first emj)loycr 
of panders, and a whole book full of these 
quondam carpet-mongers, whose names yet 
rdn smoothly in the even road of a blank 
vei-se, why, they were never so truly turned 
over and over as my poor self in love. 
Marry, I cannot show it in 'rhyme ; I have 
tricil : ‘ I can find out no rhyme to “ lady ” 
but “baby,” an innocent rhyme; for “scorn,” 
“horn,” a hard rhyme; for “school,” “fool,” 
a babbling i-hyme, — very ominous endings. 
No, I was not Iwrn under a r|iyming planet, 
nor I cannot woo in festival terms. — 41 

Enter Beatrice. 

Sweet Beatrice, wouldst thou come when I 
called thee? 

Beat. Yea, signior; and depart when you 
bid me. 

Bene. O, stay but till then ! 

Beat. “ Then ” is spoken ; faro you well 
now : — and yet, ere I go, let me go with that 
I came ; which is, with knowing wliat hath 
pjissed between you and Claudio. 

Bene. Only foul words ; and thereupon I 
will kiss thee. 

Beat. Foul words is but fold wind, and 
foul wind is but foul breath, and foul breath 
is noisome ; therefore I will depart unkissod. 

Bene. Thou hast frighted the word out of 
his right .sense, so forcible is thy wit. But, 
I must tell thee plainly, Claudio undergoes 
my challenge, and either I must .shortly liear 
from him, or I will subscribe him a coward. 
And, I pray thee now, tell me, for which of 
my bad parts didst tliou first fall in love 
with me ? 

Beat. For them all together ; which main- 
tained .so politic a state of evil, that tliey will 
not admit any good part to intermingle with 
them. ^ But for which of my good jmi'ts did 
you lirat sufier love for me ? 

BeAie, Suffer love ! a good epithet. I do 
sufifer love, indeed, for I love thee against my 
will. 

Beat. In spite of your heart, I think. 
Alas, poor heart ! If you spite it for my 
sake, I will spite it for yours; for I will 
never love that whi 6 h my friend hates. 



Act V. 


MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 


SCENK IV. 


Berne. Thou and I are too wise to woo 
peaceably. 

Beai. It appears not in this confession : 
there ’s not one wise man among twenty that 
will {iraise himself. 

Bene. An old, an old instance, Beatrice, 
that lived in the time of gootl neighbotirs. 
If a man do not erect, in this age, his own 
^tomb ere he dies, he shall live no longer in 
monument, than the bell rings, and the 
widow weeps. 

Beat. And how long is that, think you 1 79 

Bene. Question : — why, an hour in clajtuour, 
and a quairter in rheum : therefore is it most 
exjjedieut lor the wise (if Don Worm, his 
conscience, lind no impediment to the con- 
trary), to lie the tnimpct of his own .virtues, 
as 1 am to myself. So much for praising 
myself, who, 1 myself will bear witnes.s, is 
praiseworthy. And now tell me, how doth 
your cousin ? 

Bent. Very ill. 

Bene. And how do you ? 

Beal. Veiy ill too. »> 

Betie. Serve God, love me, and mend. 
There will I leave you too, for here comes 
one in hiiste. 

Enter UftSimA. 

Ure. Madam, you must come to your 
uncle. Yonder 's old coil at home : it is 
provedv my I^ady Hero hath been falsely 
accused,' the pnnee and Claudio mightily 
abused ; and Don John is the author of all, 
who is Hod and gone. Will you come 
presently ? 

BeMt. Will you go hear this nows, .signior? 

Bene. I will live in thy heart, die in thy 
lap, aiul be buried in thy eyes ; and, more- 
over, I will go with thee to thy uncle’s. 

\Exeimt. 


' Scene III.— The Inside of a Olum-h. 

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, and Attendants, 
I with music and tapers. 

Claud. Is this the monument of Leonato ? 
Atten. It is, my lord. 

Claud. \Reads from a scroll.^ 

“ Do’ne to death hy slanderous tomjues 
Was the Hero that here lies : 

Death, in guerdon of her wrongs. 

Gives Imrfame which never dies. 

So the life, that died with shame. 

Dives hi death with»gloriom fame.** 


Hang thou there upon the tomb, 

Praising her when I am dumb. — 10 

Now, music, sound, and sing your solemn 
hymn. 

SoN«. 

Pardon, goddess of the night. 

Those that slew thy virgin knight; 

For the which, vnth songs of woe, 

Bo7i7id about her tomb they go. 

Mid-nigh^ assist onr moan; 

Help us to sigh and groan. 

Heavily, heavily : 

Graves, yaum, and yield your dead, 

Till death be uttered, 

Heavily, heavily. 

Claud. Now, unto thy bones good night ! 

Yearly will I do this rite. 

D. Pedro. GoikI morrow, mastta’s : put 
your torches out. 

The wolves hjivc prey’d ; and look, the gentle 
day, 

Befoi'c the wheels of Pho'bus, mund about 

Dapples the drousy (^ust with spots of gity. 

Thanks to you all, aiul leave us : farti voti 
well. 

Claud. Gootl morrow, masters ; each hii-i. 
several w'ay. 

D. Pedro. (Jome, let us hence, and put on 
other weeds ; 

And then to Leonato’s wo will go. 

Claud. And Hjnuen now with luckier 
issue speed 's, 

Than this, for whom wt^ render'll up this woe 

I hJxeunt. 


Scene IV. — A Room in Leonato ' s House. 

Enter IjEONATo, Anto.mo, Benkdick, Mar- 
o.vKHT, Beatrice, Ursula, Friar Krancls. 
and Hero. 

Fri. Did 1 not tell you she w’as innocent ( 
Leon. So are the prince and ( Jaudio, who 
accus’d her 

Upon the eiTor that you heard ilebated : 

But Margaret was in some fault for this. 

Although against her will, as it appi'ars 

In the true cour.st> of all the (pie.sti^n. 

Ant. Well, 1 am glad that all things sort 
so well. 

Bene. And so am I, Ixdng else by faith en- 
forc’d 

To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it. 
IjCou. Well, ilaughter, and you gentle- 
women all, sj 

Withdraw into a chamber by yourselves. 



Act V. 


MUCH ADO ABOtJT NOTHING. 


SCEXE IV. 


And, when I send for you, come hither 
mtisk’d : 

'rhe prince and Claudio promis’d by this hour 
To visit me. \Exefint Ladies.^ — You know 
your office, brother : 

You must be father to your brother’s daughter, 
And give her to young Claudio. 

Ant. Whicli I will do with confirm’d coun- 
tenance. 

Bene. Friar, f must entreat your pains, 1 
think. 

Fri. To do what, signior '? * 

Bene. To bind me, or undo moj one of 
them. — •-■0 

Signior Leoiiato, truth it i.<3, good signeor, 
Your niece regards mo with an eye of fav'our. 

Lemi. 'Phat eye my daughter lent lier : ’t is 
most true. 

Bene. And I do with an eye of love rcqiiit* 
ht!r. 

Leon. The sight whereof, I think, you luul 
fronj me, 

Fr<.)m (yiaudio, ujid the j>rince. But what ’s 
your will? 

Bene. Your answer,^ sir, is enigmatical : 
But, for my will, my will is, your good will 
May stand with ours, this day to be conjoin’d 
In the state of honourable marriage : — »> 

In whicli, good friar, I shall desire j'our help. 

Leon. My heart is with your liking. 

Frl. And my help. 

Here come the prince and (fiaudio. 

Enter Don Pedro ami Claudio, vnth 
AUentlanle. 

D. Pedro. Good moiTOw to this fair a.ssem- 
bly. 

Leon. (lood morrow, prince; good morrow, 
Claudio : 

We here attend you. Are you yet deter- 
min’d 

To-day to marry with my brother’s daughter? 

Claud. I ’ll hold my mind, were she an 
Ethiop. 

Leon. Call her forth, brother : here ’s the 
friar ready. [Exit Antonio. 

D. Pedro. Good morrow, Benedick. Why, 
what ’s the matter, lo 

That you have such a February face. 

So full of fro.st, of storm, and cloudiness ? 

Gland. I think, he thinks upon the savage 
bull.- 

'Push ! fear not, man, wo ’ll tip thy hoitis 
with gold, 

And all Europa shall rejoice at thee. 

As once Europa <lid at lusty Jove, 

When he would play the noble beast in love. 

Bms, Bull Jove, sir, had an amiable low : 


And some such strange bull leap’d your 
father’s cow. 

And got a calf in that same noble feat, ^ 
Much like to you, for you have just his 
bleat. 

“Be-erUer Antonio, with the Ladies nuished. 

Claud. For this I owe you, here come other 
reckonings. 

Which is the lady I must seize upon ? 

Ant. This same is she, and T do give you 
her. 

.CImxuI. Why, then she’s mine. — Sweet, let 
me see your face. 

Leon. No, that you shall not, till you take 
her hand 

Before tliis friar, and swear to marry her. 

Claud. Give me your hand before this holy 
friar : 

I am your husband, if you like of me. 

Hero. And when 1 liv’d, I was your other 
wife : ‘ [C'nmasking. 

And when you lov’d, you were my other 
husband. 

Claud. Another Hero ? 

Hero. Nothing cortainer. 

One Hero died defil’d ; but I do live, 

An<l, surely as 1 live?, T am a maid. 

D. Pedro. The former Hero ! Hero that 
is dead ! 

Leon. She died, my lord, but whiles her 
slander liv’d. 

Frl. All this amazement can I qualify : 
When after that the holy rites are ended, 

I '11 tell you largely of fair Hero’s death : 
Meantime, let wonder see.m familiar, 

And to the chapel let us presently. 

Bene. Soft and fair, frier. — Which is 
Beatrice ? 

Beat. I answer to that name. [Un- 
masking^ What is your will ? 

Bexxe. Do not you love me ? 

Bead,. Why, no ; no more than reason. 

Bene. Why, then, your ujicle, and the 
prince, and Claudio, have been deceived ; 
they swore you did. 

Beat. Do not you love me ? 

Bene. Ti’oth, no ; no more than lieason. 

Bead. Why, then my cousin, Margaret, and 
Ursula, 80 

Are much deceiv’d ; for they did swear you 
did. 

Bene. They swore that you were almost 
sick for me. 

Beat. They swore that you were well-nigh 
dead for me. 

Bene. *T is no such matter. Then, you do 
not love me ? 



Acrr V. 


MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 


Scene IV. 


Beat. No, truly, but iu friendly re- 
compense. 

Leon. Come, cousin, I am sure you love 
the genth'iuiin. 

Claud. And I ’ll bo sworn upon ’t, that he 
ioves her ; 

For liere ’s a paper, written in his liand, 

A halting sonnet of his own pure bi'uin, 
Fashion’d to Beatrice. 

Hero. And here ’.s another, oo 

Writ in my cousin’s hai' 1, .stol’n from her 
pocket, 

Containing her afFection unto Bencdidk. •' 
Be-ne. A mirac&e ! hero’s our own liands 
against our hearts. — Come, 1 will have thee ; 
but, by tliis light, I lake thee f«jr pity. 

Beat. I would not deny you ; — but, by this 
good day, I yield upon great persuasion, and, 
partly, to save your life, for I was told you 
were in a conauin})tion. 

lieMe. Feaet! ! I will .stop your mouth. 

D. Pedro. JIow ilost thou, Benedick, the 
married man? loi 

Bene. I ’ll tell thee what, prince ; a college 
of wit-crackers cannot llout me out of my 
humour. Dost tliou think, I care for a satire, 
or anepigi’um? No: if a man will bo beaten 
with bnuns, a’ shall wear nothing handsome 
about liim. In brief, since I do purpose to 
marry, I will think nothing to any jiurpose 
that the world can say against it ; and there- 


fore never flout at me for what I have said 
against it, for man is a giddy thing, and this 
is my conclusion. — For thy part, Claudio, I 
did think to have beaten thee ; but, in that 
thou art like to be my kinsman, live iin- 
bruised, and love my et)usin. 

Claud. I had well hoped, thou wouldst 
have tlenied Beatrice, that I might have 
cudgelled thee out of thy single life, to make 
thee a doiible-dcfiler ; which, out »)f question, 
thou wilt be, if my cousin <lo not look ex- 
ceeding narrowly to thee. 

Bene. Come, come, we are fricn<ls. —Let’s 
have a dance ere we are marricsl, that we 
may lighten our own heai’ts, and our wives’ 
lieels. lii 

Leon. Wo ’ll have dancing afterward. 

Bene. First, of my wonl ; therefore, i)lay, 
music ! — Prince, tliou art sad ; get tho»i a 
wife, get thee a wife : thei'e is no stafl' luori^ 
reverend than one tipjied with liorn. 

Efiter a Meenenger . 

Mens. My lord, your brother Joliu is ta’eu 
in flight, o 

And brouglit with armed men back to 
Messina. 

Bene. Think not on him till to-morrow ; 
I ’ll devise thee brave punishments for him. 
— Strike up, pipers. 

l^Dance. Exeunt. 
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KING HENRY Y. 


PERSONS. 


King Henry the Fifth. 

Duke of Gloster, i . ,, , r . 

T> > Brothers to the King. 

Duke op Bedfoku, f ^ 

Duke of Exeter, Uncle to the Khuj. 

Duke op York, Cousin to the King. 

Earls of Halisuury, Westmoreland, and 

Warwick. 

Archbishop of Canterbury. 

Bishop of Rly. 

Earl of Cambridge, ] 

Lord Scroop, > Conspirators. 

Sir Thojias Grey, I 

Sir Trto.MAs Erpingha.m, Gower, Fluellen, 
Macmorris, JAMy, Officers in King 
lleurg's Army. 

Bates, Court, Williams, Soldiers. 

Pistol, Nym, Bardolph. 

Boy, Servant t-o them. A Herald. 


Charles the Sixth, King of France. 

Lewisv the Dauphin. 

Dukes op Burgundy, Orleans, and Bour- 
bon. 

The Constable of France. 

Rambures, and Grandpr^, French Lords. 
Montjoy, a French Herald, 

(xooernor of Harjlear. 

Ambassadors to E-ngland. 

Isabel, Queen of France. 

Katharine, Daughter of Charles and Isaltel. 
Alice, a Dxdy attendimj on the Princess. 
Mistress Quickly, a Hostess. 

Chorus. 

Lords, Ladies, Officers, Frimch and English 
Soldiers, Mcyssengers, and Attendants. 


SCENE — In England and in France. 


AOT I. 


Enter Chorus. 

Chor. O, for a muse of firo, that would 
ascend 

The brightest heaven of invention ! 

A kingdom for a stage, princes to act 
And monarchs to beliold the swelling scene ! 
Then should the warlike Harry, like himself. 
Assume the port of Mars ; and at his heels. 
Leash’d in like hounds, should famine, sword, 
and fire. 

Crouch for employment. But pardon, gentles 
all. 

The flat unraised spirits that have dar’d 
On this unworthy scaffold to bring forth lo 
So great an object : can tliis cockpit hold 
.Tile vjisty fields of Fiance ? or may we ciam 
Within this wooden O the veiy casques. 

That did aflright the air nt Agincourt 1 
O, pardon ! since a crooked figure may 
Attest in little place a million ; 

And let us, ciphers to this great accompt. 

On your imaginary forces work. 


SupjK>.se, within the girdle of these walls 
Are now confin’d two mighty monarchies, 
Whose high upreared and abutting fronts 
The perilous, narrow ocean parts asunder. 
Piece out our imjierfections with youf 
thoughts ; 

Into a thousand parts divide one man. 

And make imaginary puiasance : 

Think, when we talk of hoi’ses, that you see 
them 

Printing their proud hoofs i’ the receiving 
earth ; 

For ’t is your thoughts that now must deck 
our kings. 

Carry them here and there, jumping o’er 
times. 

Turning the accomplishment of many years 
Into an hour-glass : for the which supply, 
Admit me Chorus to this history ; 

Who, prologue-like, your humble patience 

p™y,» 

Gentle to hear, kindly to judge, our play. 





Act L 


KING HENRY V. 


SCKNE I.' 


Scene I. — Ijondon. An Ante-Ohamber in 
the King’s Palace. 

^ JUvUer the ArMishap of (Canterbury and 
Bishop ^’Elv. 

Cant. My lord, I *11 tell you, that self bill is 
urg’d, 

Which in the eleventh year of tlic last king’s 
reign 

Was like, and had indeed against ns j>as8’d, 
But that the scainbling an-.i uiujuiet time 
Did push it out of further question. 

Ely. But how, n\y lord, shall wo resist it 
now 1 . 

Cant. It must be tJiought on. If it pass 
against us, 

We lose the better half of our possession ; 

For all the tempoml lands, which men de- 
vout 

By testaujent have given to the Church, lo 
Would they strip from us ; being valued 
thus, — 

As much as would maintain, to the king’s 
honour. 

Full fifteen earls, and fifteen hundred 
knights. 

Six thousand and two hundred good esquires; 
And, to relief of lazai*8, and weak age. 

Of indigent faint souls, past 001*1)01^.1 toil, 

A hunth'ed almshouses, right well supplied ; 
And to the coft’ei’s of the king beside, 

A thousand iiouuds by tiie year. Thus runs 
the bill. 

Bly. This would drink deep. 

CatU. ’T wouhl drink the cup and all. 

Ely. But what prevention? 21 

Cant. The king is full of grace, and fair re- 
gartl. 

Ely. And a true lover of the holy church. 
Cant. The courses of his youth promis’d it 
not. 

The breath no sooner left his father’s body, 
But that his wildness, mortified in him. 
Seem’d to die too ; yea, at that very moment. 
Consideration like an angel came. 

And whipp’il the olFending Adam out of 
him, 

Deaving his body as a ]>ai'adise, w> 

To envelop and contain celestial spirits. 

Never w.os such a sudden scholar made ; 

Never came reformation in a fiood. 

With such a heady currance, scouring faults ; 
Nor never Hydra-headed wilfulness 
So soon did lo.se his seat and all at once 
As in this king. 

Ely. We are blessed .hi the change. ' 

Cavif. Hear him but reason in divinity, j 
And, all-admiring, with an inward wish I 


You wouhl <lesire the king were made a pre- 
late : 4« 

Hear him debate of commonwealth affairs, 
You wouhl .siiy, it hath been all-in-all his 
study : 

List his tliscourse of war, and you shall hear 
A fearful battle rciuler'’il you in music ; 

Turn him to any cause of policy. 

The Cordiaii knot of it he will unloose, 
Familiar as his, garter; that, when he speaks. 
The air, a charter’d libertine, is still, 

And the mute wonder lurketh in men’s ears, 
To steal his sweet and honey’d .sentences ; »o 
So that the art and practii; part of life 
Must be the mistress to this thcoric ; 

Which is a wonder, how his grace should 
glean it, 

Since his addiction was to courses vain ; 

His companies unletter’d, rude, and shallow ; 
His hours fill’d up with liots, banquets, 
sports ; 

And never noted in him any study. 

Any retirement, any sequestration 
From open haunts and popularity. 

Ely. The strawberry grows underneath the 
nettle, 

And wholesome berries thrive and ripen best, 
Neighbour’d by fruit of baser quality : 

And so the prince obscur’d his contemplation 
Under the. veil of wildiies.M ; which, no <loub<. 
Grew like the summer grass, fii.st<‘st by night. 
Unseen, yet ci’escive in his faculty. 

Cant. It must be so ; for miracles art; 
coas’<l ; 

And therefore we must needs admit the 
means, 

How things are perfected. 

Ely. But, my good lord, 

How now for mitigation of this bill 
Urg’d by the commons ? Doth his majesty 
Incline to it, or no ? 

Cant. Ho seems iniliiferent, 

Gr, rather, swaying more upon our part, 

Than cherishing the exhibiters against us ; 

For I have made an offer to his majesty, — 
Uj)on our spiritual convocation. 

And in regal’d of causes now in hand, 

Which I have open’d to his grace at largo, 
tVs touching France, — to give a greater sum 
Thau over at one time the clergy yet 
Did to his predecessoi*s jiart withal. 

Ely. How did thus ofi’er seem receiv’d, my 
loi*d i 

Cant. With goo<l acceptance of his maje.sty ; 
Save, that there was not time enough tf) 
hear 

(As, I perceiv’d, his grace would fain have 
done) 



Act T. 


KING HENRY V. 


Scene II.* 


TJio sovoi’ulfi, autl unhidden passages r 
Of Ins true titles to some certain dukedoms. 
And, generally, to 'the crown and seat of 
Erance, 

Deriv’d from Edward, his great-grandfathei 

Ely. What was the im];Kjdiment that broke 
this off 'l 

Cant. The French ambassador upon that 
i^tant 

.Crav’d audience; and the hoi’.r, I think, is 
" come, 

;ive him heai'ing. Is it four o’clock ? 

Itis. 

Cant. Theti go wo in, to know his embassy, 
Which I could with a ready guess dticlarc, 
Refore the Frenchman speak a word of it. 

Ely. I’ll wait njwn you, and I long to liear 
it. [Exetmt. 


• Scene II. — The Same. A. Room of State in 
tluj Same. • 

Entfii' King Henry, G roster, Bedkori), ' 
Exeter, Warwick, Westmor brand, and 
■>.' Att-endants. I 

K, Hen. Where is my gi’acious Eord of 
Canterbury ? 

Exe. Not here in presence. 

K. Hen. Send for him, good uncle. 

IFest. Shall we call in the amba.s.sador, my 
liege ? 

K. Hen. Not yet, my cousin : we would be 

lYiSOlv’d, 

Before we hear him, of some things of weight. 
That ttisk our thoughts, concerning us and 
France. 

Enter tJie Archbishop of Canterrury and 
Bishop of Ely. 

Cant. God and his angels guard your 
ssicrod throne, 

And make you long become it ! 

K. Hen. Sure, we thank you. 

My learned lord, we pray you to proceed, 

And justly and religiously unfold, lo 

Why the law Balique, that they have in 
France, 

Or should, or should not, bar us in our claim. 
And God forbid, my dear and faithful lord, 
That you should fashion, wrest, or bow your 
reading, 

Or nietdy chaige your understanding soul 
With opening titles miscreate, whose right 
Suits not in native colours with the truth ; 

For Gk>d doth know, how many, now in health, 
Shall drop their blood in approbation 
Of what your reverence shall incite us to. » 


Therefoix), take heed how you impawn our 
person, 

How you awake our sleeping sword of war 5 
We charge you in the name of God, take 
heed ; 

For hever two such kingdoms did contend 
Without much fall of blood ; whose guiltless 
drops 

Arc every one a woe, a sore complaint, 
’Gainst him whose wixings give edge unto the 
swords 

That make such waste in brief mortality. 
Under this conjuiation, speak, my lord, 

And wo will hear, note, and%eUeve in heart, 
That wliat you speak is in your conscience 
wash’d, ' .•}! 

As ]>ure as sin with baptism. 

Cant. Then hear me, gracious sovereign, 
and you peers, 

That owe yourselves, your lives, and services, 
To this imperial throne. —Them is no bar 
To make jigainst your highness’ claim to 
France 

But this, which they produce from Phara- 
mond, — 

In terrain Salicam niidieres ne snccedant, 

“ No woman shall succeed in Hali(jue land ; ” 
Which Sali(pie land the P’ronch unjustly gloze 
To be the realm of France, and Phammond 4 x 
The founder of this law, and female bar. 

Yet their own authors faithfully affirm, 

That the land Salique is in Geimany, 

Between the floods of Sala and of Elbe ; 
Where (’harles the Great, having subdued the 
Saxons, 

There left behind and settled certain Fnmch ; 
Who, holding in disdain the German women. 
For some dishonest mannei*s of their life, 
pjstablish’d then this law,- -to wit, no female 
Should bo inheritrix in Salique land : 51 

Which Salique, as 1 said, ’twixt Elbe and 
Sala, 

Is at this day in Germany call’d Meisen. 

Then doth it well apjHjar, the Saliqxie law 
Was not devised for the realm of Franco ; 

Nor did the P’rench possess the Salique land 
Until four hundred one-aiw 1-twenty years 
After defuuction of King Pharamond, 

Idly suppos’d the founder of this law ; 

Who died within the year of our redemption 
P^our hundred twenty-six ; and Charles th^ 
Great ai 

Subdued the Saxons, and did seat the French 
Beyond the i*ivor Sala in the year 
Eight hundred five. Besides, their writers 
say, 

King Pepin, which deiioped Childeric, 

Hid, as heir general, being descended 



KING IIRNRY T. 


SCENK II. 


Act I. 

Of Blithild, which was daughter to King 
Clothair, 

Make claim aiul title to the crown of France. 
Hugh Capet also, — wlio ustirp’d the ci*own 
Of Charles the Duke of Lorain, solo heir 
, male ''o 

Of the true line and stock of Cliai*les the 
Great, — ■ 

To linil his title with some shows of truth, 
Though, in pure truth, it was con’upt and 
naught, 

Convey’d himself as the heir to the Lady 
Lingare, 

Daughter to Charlemain, who was tin; son 
'fo Lewis the ei\jperoi-, and Lewis the son 
Of Charles the Gi'eat. Also King Lewis the 
Tenth, 

Who was sole heir to the usurj>er Capet, 
Could not keep (piict in his eonsciciice, 
Wearing the crown of France, till satisfied h) 
That fair Queen Isabel, his gj'amlmother. 
Was lineal of the Lady Ermengaro, 

Daughter to Charles the foresaid Duke of 
Lorain : 

By the which marriage the line of C’harles 
the Great 

Was I’e-united to tlie crown of Prance. 

Ho that, !is clear as is tlie summer’s sun, 

King Bepin’s title, and Hugh Cap(*t’s claim. 
King Lewis his satisfaction, all appear 
To hold in right an<l title of the female. 

Ho do the Kings of France unto this day ; so 
Howbeit they would hohl up this Halitpte law, 
To bar your highness’ claiming from tlie 
female ; 

And rather choose to hide them in a net, 
Tlian amply to imbai’o their crooked titles 
Usurp’d from you and your progenitors, 

K. Ileti. Miiy 1 with right and conscience 
make this claim 'I 

CUmt. '.riie sin upon my head, dread 
sovereign 

For in the Book of Numbers is it writ, — 
Wlien tlie man dies, let tlu' inheritance 
Descend unto the daugliter. Gracious lord, 
Stand for your own ; unwind your bloody 
flag : i"‘ 

Look back into vour niigldv ancestors : 

Go, my dread lord, to your great-grandshe’s 
tomb. 

From wliom jaiu claim : invoke his warlike 
spirit, 

And your gi'eat uncle’s, Edward the Black 
Priiua*. 

Who on the French grouml play'd a. ti-agedy. 
Making defeat on the full power of Fnince ; 
Whiles his most mighty father on a hill 
Stood smiling, to behold his lion's whelp ■ 
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Forage in blood of Fi^ench nobility. no 

O noble English ! that could entertain 
With half their forces tho full pride of 
France, 

And let another half stand laughing by. 

All out of work, and cohl for action. 

Ely. .Awake remembranoe of these valiant 
dead. 

And with your imissant arm renew their feats. 
You are their heir, you sit upon their throne; 
Tlie blooil and courage, that renowned them, 
Runs in your ' veins ; atnl luy thrico-puiss^nt 
liege 

Is in the very May-morn of his youth, m 
Ri]><‘ for exploits and mighty entci'prises. 

Hxe. Your brother kings and inonarcks of 
the earth 

Ho all expect that you should rouse yourself,. 
Ah did the former lions of your blood. 

IFest, They know, your grace hath cause, 
and me.ans, and might : — • 

So hath your highness — never King of 
.England 

Had nobles riclier, and more loyal subjects, 
Whoso hearts liavo left their bodies here in 
England, 

And lie })avilion’<r'in the fields of France. 
(Jant. O ! li't their bodies follow, my dear 
liege ia" 

With blood, and sword, and fire, to win your 
- right : 

In aid whereof, -we of tlie spiritualty 
Will raise your highness sucli, a miglity sum,. 
As never did the ch-rgy at one.timcf 
Bring, in to any of your ancestors, 

A'. ITmi. must not oidy arm to ins adc 
tlie Frem-l), 

But la\' down our ]n o])ortions to defend 
.Against the Scot, wJo will lualxc road upon ns 
With all a<lvant:iges. 

Ctmt. They' of those niiU'chcs, gracious 
sovereign, iin 

Shall be a wall suffiv-iejit to defeml 
Our iidaiid from the pilfering boi'derers, 

K. //c/z. We do not mean tlic coursnis; 
siiiitoliPis only, 

r>ut tVai- tli(' uiaiu ijitt'ndmont of tbo Scrot, 

AVdio Jiatli 1>oen still n- sritldy iioigldjoxir to ns : 

1^01 you sliJill mid, tliat (Oy 

Isevor Avont witli liis fojvt^s into Franco, 

But that tho Scot, on liis imfuruisld<l kinu^doni 
C;inie pouriitir^ liko tho tide into a. hroaclr, 
With ain[do and Iniin fulness of his forcr, ly* 
Galling the gleaned land with liot essays, 
(lirding witli grievous siege casUes and towns ; 
lliat England, bidng <aiH)ty of di^f<uu-e, 
f-fath sliook ainl ti<nul>]e(l at tlie ill noigld>oni*- 
liooi.L 



Act f. 


KING HENRY V. 


Scene II. 


(Jnnt. She hath been then more fear’d than 
harm’d, my liege ; 

For hear her bwt examplcd by herself: 

When all her chivalry hath been in France, 
And she a mourning •widow of her nobles, 
She liath herself not only well defenilefl, 

But taken, and iiu[>ounded as a stray, too 
The King of Scots; whom she did sfuul to 
France, 

To fill King Edward’s fiimo with prisonei* 
kings. 

And make her chronicle tis rith with praistt. 
As is the ooze and bottom of the- sea 
With sunken wrack and sumlcss treasuries. 
West. But there ’s a saying, v'ery old and 
» true, — 

“ If that you will Fraiictt win. 

Then with tScotlaml first begin : ” 

For once the eagle England being in prey. 

To her unguardetl nest tint weasel Scot 170 
'Comes sneaking, and so sucks her princely 
eggs ; 

' Playiiig tlu' mouse in absence of the cat, 

' To tear and havoc nutre than ?ihe can eat. 

Exe. It follows then, the Ciit must stay at 
home : 

Yet that is Vnit a crush \Fnecessity ; 

.Since wc have locks to safeguard necessaries. 
And prtitty traps to catch the petty thieves. 
vWhile that the armed hand doth fight abroad, 
'The advised head defcmls itself at home : 

For government, though high, and low, and 
lower, 

Put into parts, doth k(!ep in one concent, 
Oongreeing in a full and natural close, 

Like music. 

(Jant. Therefore doth Heaven divhto 
The state of man in divers functions, 

Setting endeavour in continual motion ; 

To which is fixed, as an aim or butt, 
01>edieuce : for so woi’k the honey-bees, 
Oreatures, that Ijy a rule in nature teach 
The act of or<l<*r to a ]»i*opletl kingdom : 

They hav(i a king, and officers of sorts ; iw* 
Where some, like magistrates, correct at 
‘ home, 

Others, like merchants, \-enturo ti’ade abroad, 
Othei’s, like soldiers, armed in their stings, 
Mnke boot u{)on the summer s velvet buds ; 
Which pillage they with merry march bring 
home 

T<j the tent royal of their (unperor : 

Who, busied in his majesty, surveys 
The singing masons building roofs of gold, 

The civil citizens kneading uj> the honey, 

The poor mechanic pttrters crowding in 
Their heavy burdens at lii.4 nari'ow gat(!, 

Tlie sad ey’il justice, with bis surly Inim, 


Delivering o’er to executoi« pale 
The lazy yawning drone. 1 this infer, — 
That many things, having full reference 
To one concent, may work contrarioiialy ; 

As many arrows, IoosckI several ways, 

Come to one mark ; as many ways meet 
one town ; 

As maiiy fresh streams meet in one salt sea ; 
As many lines close in the dial’s centre ; aw 
So may a thousand actions, once afoot, 

End ill one purjmse, and be all avcH borne 
Without defeat. Therefore to France, my 
liege. 

Divide your happy England into four ; 
Whereof take you one quait<er into France, 
And you withal shall make all Gallia shake. 
If we, with thrice such powers left at home, 
Cannot defend our own dooi>} from the dog. 
Let us be worried, and our nation lose 
The name of hardiness, and policy. wu 

Ji. Hen. Call in the me.ssengei’s sent from 
the Dauphin. [Exit an Atte.uihvnt. 
Now are wo well resolv’il : and by God’s luflj), 
And yours, the noble sinews of our [>ower, 
France being ours, we ’ll bend it to onr awe, 
Or break it all to pieces : or there we ’ll sit, 
lluling in large and ample mnpery — 

O’er France, and all her almost kingly 
dukedoms, 

Or lay these bones in an unwortliy urn. 
Tombless, with no rmnembnince over them : 
Either our history shall with full mouth 
Sjxmk freely of our acts ; or else our grave. 
Like Turkish mute, shall have a tongueless 
moutli. 

Not worehipp’d with a waxen epitaph. 

Ente.T A'tnhfiHsailors of France. 

Now are we well prepar’d to know the 
pleasure 

Of our fair cousin Dauphin ; for, we hear, 
Your greeting is from him, not from the king. 
1 Amb. May ’t please your majesty, tt> give 
us leave 

Freely to render what we have in charge ; 

Or shall we spai’ingly show you far off 
’Pho Dauphin’s meaning, and our embassy ? sin 
A'. Hen. We are no tyrant, but a Christian 
king. 

Unto whose grace our passion is as subject, 
As ai'e our wndches fetter’d in onr prisons : 
Thercforit, with frank and with uncurbed 
jdainness, 

Tell us the Dauphin’s mind. 

I Amb. Tims then, in few. 

Your highness, lately sending into Frh-nce, 
Did claim some certain dukedoms, in the 
right 



Act II. 


KINGS HENKY V. 


(’noRU.-. 


Of your gmit pmlncessor, King Edwai'fl the 
Third. 

Ill answer of wln’ch claim, the prince our 
master 

ciays, that you savour too much of your 
youth, ”*i> 

And bids you be ad^'is’d, tliero ’s naught in 
Fi’ance 

That can be with a nimble galliard won ; 

Yon cannot reined into dukedoms there. 

He therefore sends yoi . meetcr for your 
spirit, 

'Oiis tun of trciisurc ; and, in lien of this, 
Desii-es you, let the dukedom.s, tliat you claim, 
Hear no more of you. This the Dauphin 
s})eak8. 

K. Iteiu What Lrciisurc, uncle ? 

A’rc. Tminis-balLs, my liege. 

K. lien. W(; are glad the Dau])hiu is .so 
pleasiuit with us. 

His prostjut, and your pains, we thank you 
for ; MO 

When we have match’d oui’ rackets to these 
balls. 

We will in France, by ( Jod's grace, play a set, 
»?5hall strike his father’s crown into the hazard. 
Tell him, he hath made a match with such a 
wrsmgler, 

That all the courts of France will be disturb’d 
With chases. And we uudci'stand him well, 
How he comes o’er us with our wilder days, 
Not measuring what use. wC niade of them. 
We never valu’d this })Oor seat of Englanil ; 
And therefore, living hence, did give ourself 
To barbarous lic(.‘n.se ; as ’t is e.ver common, 
TJiat men are unirriest when they arc from 
home. ‘.irs 

Hut tell the Dauphin, — I will keep my state; 
He like a king, and show my sail of greatness, 
When I do rouse mo in my throne of France : 
For that I have hud by my majesty, 

And ploddtMl like a man for working-days; 
Hut I will ris(i there with so full a glory, 

'riiat I wnll dsizzle all the eyes of France, 

Yea, strike the Dauphin blind to look on us. 


ACT 

Ent<‘T Clumis. 

Chor. Now all the youth of England arc 
on fire, 

And silken <lalliance in the wardrobe lies : 
Now thi'ive the armourers, and honour’s 
thought 

Keigns solely in the breast of every man. 

Th(‘y sell the pasture now to buy the horse ; ' 


And tell ihe jdeasant prince, this mock of his 
Hatli turu’tl his b;ills to gnu-stones ; and his 

.soul -’.'3 

♦Shall stand .sore charged for the wjisieful 
vengcani'c 

Tliat .shall lly with them : for many a. 
thon.S{ii)d wi<l()ws 

Shall this hi.s mock mock out of their dear 
hu.sb.ands ; 

Mock mothers from ilicir sens, mock castles 
down ; 

And some ai’e yet ungotten and unborn. 

That shall have cause to cur,se the I)auphiu’'8 
scorn. 

But this lies all within the will of (Jod, 

To whom I do appeal ; and in whose name. 
Tell you the Dauphin, I am coming on, ski 
'I’ o A'eng(^ me as I may, ami to put fortli 
My rightful hand in a well-hallow'd cause. 

So, get you hence in jieace : and tell the* 
Danpliin, 

His je.st will savonr but of shallow wit. 

When thousands weep, more than did langh 
at it.- - 

Convey them wit^i safe conduct. — Fare you 
well. \^Exfin,ut Aiiibusaadoi’s. 

Em‘. This was a merry message. 

K. Jfen. We hope to make the sender blush, 
at it. 

Therefore, my lords, omit no happy hour, .t»i 
T hat may giv(.i furtlicrance to our expedition; 
For we have now no thought in us but 
France, 

Save those to Cod, that run before our 
busiues.s. 

Therefore, let our pioportions for the.se wai's 
Be soon collected, and all things thought 
upon. 

’Fhat may with reasonabli' swiftness add 
More featlnn s to our wings ; for, Cod before. 
We’ll chide this Dan})hiuut his father’s door. 
Thendbre, let every man now task his 
(honglit, w*« 

That this fair action may on foot be brought. 

\Ejcen'iU^ 


II. 

Following the mirror of all Christian kings, 
With winged heels, .as English Mercuries. 
For now sits Expectation in the air ; 

And hides a sword, from hilts unto the point, 
With crowns imperial, crowns, and coron<*ts. 
Promis’d to llarrv and his followers. n 

V 

The French, advis’il by good intelligi.'iico 
Of this most dreadful ju'epa ration. 

Shake in their fear, and with jiale policy 
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Ai r II. 


KlNii HENRY V. 


►Scene I. 


Si'(«k to divert the English [nirposos. 

<> England ! model to thy iuM-ard gvoutm-ss, 
Like; little body with a mighty heui't. 

What mightst thou do, that honour would 
tliee elu, 

Were all thy children kind and natural ! 

Hut see thy fault ! Franco hath in thee 
found out -’o 

A nest of hollow ho.sotns, which ho tills 
With treacherous crowns ; a«d three ct)r- 
rupted men, 

One, Richard Earl of Cambridge, and the 
.second, 

Henry, Lord Scrooji of Mashant, and ^he 
third, 

S]^ Thomas Groy, knight of Northamberland, 
Have, for the gilt f)f France (O guilt, indeetl !), 
Confirm’d coiiS|>ira('.y with fearful France ; 
And hy their hands this grace of king.s must 
die, 

tf licU and trertst)!). hold tlndr promises, 

Ere lie take ship for France, osLid in »Sonth- 
ampton. »> 

Linger your jiatieiico on : and we’ll digest 
The abuse of distam.'c ; fortfe a play. 

'rUc sum ifj paid ; the traitors are agreed ; 

The king is set frooi London ; ami the scene 
Is now trans])orted, gentles, to Southampton : 
Tlutre is the jdayhouse now, there must, you 
sit, 

And thence to France shall wc convey you 
safi 

And bring you hack, eharmiug tlie narrow seas 
'I’o giv'e you gentle, pass ; fur, if we may, 

We ’ll not oliend one stomach with our play. 
But, till the kijig come forth, and not till 
then, a 

Unto Southamjitou do we shift our scone 

t/icvV. 


Scene I. — London. Eastcheai*. 

Nvm <ni(l Bahdoi.pii. 

Hurd. Wh'll met, (Corporal Nym. 

Xym. Good niorniW, Lieutenant Ihirdolph. 
Bard. Wliat, are Ancient Pistol and yon | 
friends yet? | 

iVyut. For m3' part, I care not; I say little; j 
but when time shall .serve,' there shall bt 
smiles but that shall l>e as it may. 1 dare 
not figlit: but 1 will wink, and hold out mine 
iron. It is a simple one; but what though? 
it will toast cheese, and it will endure cold as 
Huother man’s sword will ; and there ’s an 
<‘nd. " 

Bard, f will bestow a breakfast to make 
you i'neuds, and we’ll be all throe sworn 


hrothens to France : let it be so, good 
Corporal N3on. 

Nym. 'Faitli, I will live .so long as I may, 
that ’s the certain of it ; and when 1 cannot^ 
live tiny longer, I will do as I may ; that is 
iny i*e.st, that is the rend(*zvous of it. 

Bard. It is certain, corporal, that ho is 
mariied to Nell Quickly ; and, certainly, she 
did you w’rong, for you were troth-plight to 
lier. •«’! 

Nym. T cannot tell ; things must ho a.s 
they ma3' : men may sleep, and they may 
have their tliroats about them at that time ; 
and some say, kuive.s have edges. It must h<; 
as it may : though patience he a tired mare, 
3'et she will plod. There must beffcouclusious. 
Well, 1 cannot tell. 

Enter Pistol and Mistress Qutoi.lv. 

Hard. Here comes Ancient Pistol, and his 
wife. — Good corporal, he patient liere. — How 
jiow, mine host Pistol ? si 

‘ Pint, Base tike, call’st thou me host ? 

Now, by this hand T swear, I scorn the term ; 
Noi' shall my Nell keep lodgers. 

Quick. No, hy m3' t)'oth, not long ; for we 
cannot hxlge and hoard a <lozen or fourteen 
gentlewomen, that live honestly by the pjick 
of their needles, hut it will be tliouglit we 
ke(*p a bawcly-hotise straight. [Nym draws 
his sword. ^ O well-a-day, Lady ! if he be not 
drawn! — Now we sliall see wilful ud\dtery 
ami murder committed. -i" 

Hard. Good lieutenant, — good corpora], 
ofier nothing here, 
i Nym. Pish! 

Hist. Pish for thee, Iceland dog ! thou 
]>rick-ear’d cur of Iceland ! 

Quick. Good Corj>oral Nym, shoVv' thy 
valour, ami put up 3'our swonl. 

Nym. AVill you shog off ? I would have 
you solus. \Sheathiny his sword. 

Hisit. Hola-s, cgi'egious dog ? O viper vile ! 
The soliM in tliy most marvellous face ; 

Th(‘ sains in tliy teeth, and in thy thro.it, -w 
And ill thy hateful lungs, yea, in th}' maw, 
perd3r ; 

And, which is worse, within tliy nasty mouth I 
I do retort the solus in thy bowels : 

■For I can take, and Pistol's cock is up. 

And flashing fire will follow. 

Nym. 1 am not Barbasou ; you cannot 
conjure me, I have an humour to knock you 
indifferently well. ,If3'ou grow foul Avitii me, 
Pistol, I will scour you witli my nipier, as 1 
may, in fair terms : if you won hi walk off, I 
would prick your guts a^ little, in good terms, 
as I may ; aiid that 's the humour of it. w 



Act IL 


KIKU IIENKY V. 


SCENK IJ. 


, Fist. O brrtggju-t vilo, mid damned furious 

M’ight ! 

The grave doth gape, and doting dtiath is 
near ; 

Therefore exhale. Nvm drain. 

Fard. Hear mo, liear me Avliat 1 s.-iy : — 
ho that sti’ikos the first stroke, I ’ll run him 
up to the hilts, as T am a soldier. 

Fist. An oath of mickle miglit, and fury 
shall abatf!. 

Oive me thy tist, thy fore-fitot to me give ; 

Thy spirits are m<ist tall. 7<» 

iVv/«i. 1 will cut tliy throjit, one time or 
other, in fair tcjrins ; that is the humour of it. 

Fist. Co a / a: h <jor;/e ! 

'riiat is the word. .1 thee defy again. 

0 houiul of Crete, think ’st thou my spouse to 

get 1 

No ; to the spitad go, 

And from the powdering-tub of infamy 
Fetch foith the la/ar kite of Cressid’s kind, 
Doll Teai'-shcct she by name, and her espouse; 
r have, and 1 will holil, the quondam Quickly 
For the only she ; and — ^xroco, there ’s 
t'uough. Co to. 

Elder the Jioy. 

Boy. Mine host I’istol, you must come to 
my mast(‘r, and your hostess. — He i,s very 
sick, and would to bed. — Cood Bjirdolph, jmt 
thy face between his sheets, and do the office 
of }i w.armiug-pan : ’faitli, he. ’.s very ill. 

Hard. Away, you rogue ! 

Qvicl-. Jiy my troth, lu*’!! yiehl the crow a 
jmdiling one of the.se days : the king has 
killed his heart. — Cood husband, come home 
presently. 

\ExeiLid 2/istress Quickly and Boy. 
Hard. Come, .shall I make you two friends '? 
We must to .France together. Why, tin- j 
<levi], should we keep knives to cut one 
another’s throats 1 

J^ist. Let floods o’erswell, and fiends for 
food howl on ! 

Xym. You ’ll pay me the (dghl .shillings I 
won of you at betting i 

Fist. Bfise i.s the .slavi; that pay.s. 

Nyoi. That now 1 Avill ha^ c; that’.s the 
humour of it. 

Fist. As manhood shall cimi [sound. Push 
home. [Zlmies. 

Bard. By thi.s sword, lie that makes the 
fir.st thrust, i<>i 

1 ’ll kill him ; by this sword, I will. 

Fist. Sword is an oath, and oaths must 
have their course. 

Bard. Corporal Nym, an 'thou wilt bo 
friends, be friends : an thou wilt not, why, 
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then be. i*nemie,s with me too. Pr’ytheo, put 

in». 

Nym. T shall lumi my eight .shillings I’ 
won of yon at betting ? 

Fist. A. noble slialt tliou have, and pi*esent 
pay ; 

And liiptor likewise will 1 give to thet>, no 
And friendship .shall combine, .hkI brother- 
hood 

I ’ll live by Nym, and Nym shall live by me. 
Is not tills just? for i .shall .sutler be 
Unto the eain[), and [irotits will aev i ue. 

Civj mo thy hand. 

jVyni. 1 .shall have my nobh;? 

J*ist. In cash most justly [uiid. 

Syni. Well then, that’s the humour of it. 

He-cnter Mistress Quickly. 

(Juicli. As ever 3 'ou came of women, come 
In ijiiiekly to Sir John. Ah, poor heart! he 
is so shaked of a burning quotidian tm-tiau, 
tliat it is most lamentalile to behold. Sweet 
men, couu! to him. n-j 

uVyiii. The king hath run bad humours ou 
the knight, that ’s the even of it. 

Fist. Nym, thou hast spoke the right ; 

His heart is fraeted, and corroborate. 

JVym. The king is a good king; but it mu.st 
be as it may : he [lasses some huinours, and 
careers. 

Fist. Let us condole tlie kuighf' ; foi‘, 
lambkins, we will live. \_K.r{‘}nU. 


ScE.VE II. — Southanqiton. A Council- 
CJiamber. 

Enter E.vkter, Beukokd, and. WESTiiom;- 

LAKD. 

Bed. ’Fore (.lod, his grace is bold to trust 
these traitors. 

E.ce. Thov sh.all be a[>] trehended by-and- 

i>y- 

lIVsY. How smooth and eviai they do bear 
themselves. 

As if allegianci* in their bosom sat, 

Crowned with faith, and constant loyalty. 
Bed. The king hath note of all that they 
intend, 

By interce[)tion which they dream not tif 
Exe. Nay, but the man that was his b('d- 
fellow. 

Whom he hath dull’d and cloy’d with gracious 
favonr.s, 

That ho should, for a foreign purse, so sell u 
His sovereign’s life to death and treachery ! 
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SCKSE 11. 


Truiiipi'.ts fioimd. Enter King Hexky, Sijroop, 

OAMHRiJXiE, Grev, Lonh, and Atteiuhmts. 

K Hen. Now sits the wind fair, and we 
will ahoiU’d. 

My Lor<l of Cambridge, — and my kind Lord 
of M.asham,- 

Aiid you, luy gentle knight, give me your 
thoughts. 

I'hink you not, tliat tlic powers we beai- with 
us 

Will cut their passage throtigh the force of 
France, 

Doing the ex(iCution, ami the act, 

For which we have in he.ad assembled them ? 

Scroop. No doubt, my liege, if each man 
do his best. 

K. Hen. I doubt not that : since we are 
well j>ei*suaded, a* i 

We cany not a heart with us from hence. 
That grows not in .a fair concetR with oui'S j 
Nor leave not one behind, that doth not 
wish 

Success iind conquest to attend on us. 

(Jam. Never was luonai’ch better fear’d and 
lov’d 

Than is your majesty : there ’s not, I think, a 
subjf'ct, 

Tliat sits in heart-grief and uneasiness 
Under the sweet .shade- of your government. 

Greg. True : those that wtjre your father’s 
enemies 

Have steep’d their galls in honey, and do 
.serve you 

With hearts create of <luty and of zeal. 

K. Hem. We therefoie have gi'cat cau.se of 
thaukfulnes.s. 

And shall forgiit the odice of our liand, 

8oouer than quittance of do.sert and merit. 
According to the weight aufl worthiness. 

Scroop. Ho service shall with steeled sinews 
toil. 

And labour shall refixish itself with hoj>e. 

To do vour grace incessant .services, 

K. J^n. We Judge no less. — Uncle of 
Exeter, 

Knlarge the man committed yeshu’tlay, w 
That rail’d again.st our pei’son : we consider. 

It was excess of wine that set him on ; 

And, <m his more sulvicxj, Ave pardon him. 

Scroop. That ’s mercy, but too much 
.sccurit}'" : 

Let him be punish'd, sovereign; lest example 
Breed, by his suffi.-raAice, more of such a 
kind. 

K. Hen. U ! let us yet be merciful. 

Gain. Ho may your highness, and yet 
punish too. 


Greg. Hir, you shoAV great mercy, if yf)u 
■ give him life 

After the taste of much correction. vi 

K. Hen. Alas ! your too much love .imr 
care of me 

Are heavy orisons ’gainst this poor wretch. 

Tf little faults, ju'Oireeding on fli.stftmpei‘, 
j Hhall not be wink’d at, how shall Ave stretch 
our eye. 

When ca]«tal crimes, clieAv’d, swallow’d, and 
<li,gested, 

.Appe;{r before us -We ’ll yet enlai'ge that 
[ man, 

! Though Cnmhriilge, Hcroop, suid Grey, in their 
dear care 

And tender preservation of our jiersou, 

Would haA'e him punish’d. And noAV to our 
French {-au-ses : 

Who ave the late commissioners ? 

(Jam. I one, my l<jrd : 

Your highness bade me ask for it to-day. 

Scroop. Ho did you me, my liege. 

Greg. And I, my royal sovereign. 

K. Hen. Then, Kichui'd Karl of Cambridge, 
there is yours ; — 

There yours, Lord Hcroop of Masham ; — and, 
sir knight, 

Grev of Northumboidand, this same is 
yours : — 

Read them ; and know, J knoAV your wortln- 
nes.s. — 

My Lord of We.stmoreland, and uncle Exeter, 
Wo A\ill aboard to-night. — Why, how now, 
gentlemen 1 ■■ 

j What see you in those papf‘r,s, that you lo.so 
Ho m\ich com])lcxioti I — Look ye, how they 
change : 

Their cheeks arc paper. — Why, what read you 
there, 

I'hat hath so cowaiAle<l and chas’d your blood 
Out of apjx^arance ? 

Cam. I do confess my fault. 

And do submit nu.; to your highnc.ss’ mercy. 

Greg, Scroop. ’I’o A\ lnch we all ap])eal. 

K. Hen. Tlie mercy that wms quick in us 
but late 

By your OAvn counsel is .su}>prcss’d and kill’d : 
You must not dare, for shame, to talk of 
irtercy ; 

For your ow)i reasons turn into your bosoms. 
As dogs u[)on their masters, Avoirying yon. 

Hee you, my prince.s, and my noble peel’s, 
These English ujonsters ! My Lord of Cam- 
bridge here, — 

You knowdiow apt our Ioa’o was, to accord 
To furnish him with /ill appertineuts 
Belonging to his honour ; and this man • 
Hatl), for a few light croAvns, lightly conspir’d. 


m 
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Scene II. 


And 8Woi*n unto the practices of France, 

To kill us here in Hampton : to the which, so 
This knight, no less for bounty bound to us, ‘ 
.'Than Cambridge is, hath likewise sworn. — ■ 
But O ! 

What shall 1 say to tluje, Lonl Hcroop 1 thou 
cruel, 

Ingrateful, savage, and inhuman ereaturo ! 
Thou, that didst bear the key of all my 
counsels, 

That knew’st the very bottom of my soul, 
That almost mightst have coin’d me into gold, 
Wouhlst thou have practis’d on iiu; for thy 
use ! 

May it be possible, that foitugu hire oo 

Could out of tliee extract one spai’k of evil, 
That might annoy my linger I ’t is so strange. 
That, though the truth of it stamlsofl'as gross 
As l)lack and white, my vyit will scarcely see 
it. 

Treason and numlcr ever kept together, 

As two yokc-de.\ils sworn to cither’s purpose. 
Working so grossly in a natural cause, 

That admiration did not whoc^p at them : 

But thou, ’gainst all proportion, didst bring in 
Wonder to wait on treason, and on murder : 
And whatsoever canning fiend it was, no 
That wrought upon thee so prepostero\isly. 
Hath got the voice in hell for <‘xcellencc ; 
And other devils, that suggest by treasons, 

Do botcli and bnngU' up damnation 
With patches, colours, and with forms, being 
fetch’d 

From glistering s<}mblances of piety ; 

But he that temjjer’d thee bade thee stand up, 
Gave thee no instance why thou shouldst do 
treasoii, 

Unless to dub theo with the name of traitor. 
If that same dcunon, that hath gull’il thee 
thus, is<p 

8houhl with liis lion gait walk tlic whole 
world, 

He might return to vasty Tai-tar ba<dc. 

And tell the legions, — J cun never win 
A sonl so easy as tliat Englishman’s 
O, how hast thou with jealousy infected 
The sweetness of affiance ! Show men dutiful 1 
Why, so didst thou ; seem they grave .and 
learned ? • 

Why, so didst thou : come they of noble 
family ? 

Why, so didst thou : seem they religious ? 
WTiy, so didst thou ; or arc they spare in 
diet ; lao 

Free from gross passion, or of mirth,, or anger; 
Constant in spirit, not swerving with the 
blood 

Garnish’d and deck’d in modest compliment ; 


Not working with the eye without the ear. 
And but in purged judgment trusting neither] 
Such, and so finely bolted, didst thou seem ; 
And thus thy fall hath left a kind of blot, 
Toiuaik the full-fraught man, and best indiieci, 
With some suspicion. 1 will weep for thee ; 
For this revolt of thine, motliinks, is like no 
Another fall of man. — Thcii- faults are open : 
Arrest them t« the ans\v('r of the law, 

And God acquit them of tlieir practices ! 

Axi\ I arrest thee of high treason, by the 
uamo of Ricliard Eai-l of Cambridge. 

.1 arrest thee of high treason, by the name of 
Ileiny Lord Sci'oop of. Masham. 

1 arrest thee of high treason, by the name 
of TJiomas Grey, knight of NorthumbcHand. 
Scroop. Our purposes God justly hath dis- 
cover’d, i-» 

And I repent my fault more than my death ; 
Which I beseech your highness to forgive, 
Altho\igh iny body pay the pi-ice of it. 

Cam. For me, — the gold of France did not 
seduce, 

AltJiough I did a<lrflit it as a motive, 

The sooner to effect what I intended. 

But God be thanked for prevention ; 

Which I in sufferance heartily will rejoice, 
B«.^sccching (aod and you to [)avdon me. 

drey. Never did faithful subject more re- 
joice 

At the discovery of most dangerous treason, 
Than I do at this hour joy o’er myself, 
Prevented fi’oin a damned enterpri.se. 

My fault, but not my body, paixlon, .so\'ereign. 
K. lien. God quit you in his mercy ! Hear 
your sentence. 

You have conspir'd against our n)yal pci'soii, 
.Join’d with an enemy proclaim’d, and from 
his coffers 

Receiv’d the golden carno.st of our death ; 
Wherein you would have sold your king to 
shmglitor, 

His princes and his peers to servitude, no 
His subjects to oppression anil contempt, 

And his whole kingdom into desolation. 
Touching our person, seek we no roveiige ; 
But we our kingdom’s safety mu.st so tender, 
Whose ruin you have sought, that to her laws 
We do deliver you. Get you therefore hence, 
Poor miserable wretches, to your death ; 

The taste whereof, God, of his mercy, give 
you 

Patience to endure, and true repentance 
Of all your de.ar offences. — Bear tliem hence, n’l* 
[Exeunt Cambridge, Scroop, avH 
Grey, yvardeJ . 

Now, lords, for France ; the enterprise whereof 
Shall be to you, as us, like glorious. 
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Scene IV. 


Wo <louLt wot of a fair and lucky war, 

Sinco God ko graciously hath brought to light 
Tins clangorous trejuson, lurking in our way 
To hinder our bcgiuning.s ; we doubt not now. 
But every rub is smoothed on oui’ wav. 

Tlien forth, d<*ar countrymen : let us dclivei- 
Our puis-sance into the hand of God, 

Putting it straight in expedition. »• 

Checrly to sea ; tlie sign.s of war a.d\ ance : 

No King of England, if not King of Fi-ance. 

\Exei'af, 

Scene III. — London. Mistress Qcickia’s 

House, in Eastcheai’. 

Entfr Pi.sToL, ^^ htl'pss Qi toklv', Nvm, 
B.^rdoi.pii, and 

Quirk. Pr’ythee, honey-sweet husband, let 
mo bring thee to Staines. 

No: for my inaifly heart dotli 
yearn.— 

Bardolph, be blithe ; Nyrn, rott.se tlty vaunting 
veins : 

Boy, bristle thy courage; up ; for Falstaff lie 
is dead, 

And we mu.st yearn therefore. 

ilnrd. ’Would I were with him, whei'esoni- 
c’oi ho i.s. either in lieaven, or in Itell. 

Quirk. Nay, .sure, Ikj 's not in hell : he ’.s in 
Arthur's bosom, if ever man went to Arthur's 
bo.sojn. ’Amadt' a ti tier end, and went away, 
an it had been any eliri.stom ehild : ’a ])artcd 
civcnjti.st. between twelve and one*, <;ven at tlie 
turning o’ the tide : for after T .saw him fumble 
with the slieet.s, and J>lay Avith flower.s, and 
smile upon his fingers’ emls, I knew there was 
bnt one way ; for his nose wa.s as sharp ,as 
a ]K-n, iiml ’a babbled o’ green Holds. “ How- 
now, Sir John r’ (juoth 1 r what, man! 
bo of gootl '-heer.'’ So 'a crieil out- “God, 
Goil, God ! ” fhrt'e or four times: now' 1. 
to comfort him, liid him, a shottJd not 
think of God ; I Imped, there wn,s no need to 
trouble liimself with any such thoughts vet, 
St>. ’a bade me lay n'lore, clothes on hisfeet : I 
out, my hand into the bed, and felt them, and 
tiiey were iis cot a.s any stone ; then I felt to 
liis knees, and so U[tward, ami upward, and all 
Wfis as cold a.s .luy stone. 

Tljey say, he cried oat of .sack. 

Quirk. .\y, that ’a did. ! 

tiurd. .\n'l 'if woimai. j 

Quick. Nav, that 'a di«I not. I 

Jivif. Y‘*s, that ’a did ; and said, they 
devils incai'u.ate. ^ 

Quick. 'A cfii'id never abide carnation:! 
’t Ava.s :•«. colour he never liked. I 


wr 
V . 

Boy. ’A said once, the devil would have 
him about women. 

Quick. ’A did in .some .sort, indeed, handle; 
women ; hut then, he Avas rheumatic, and 
talkcid of tlio Avhoro of Babylon. 

Boy. Do you not remember, ’a saw a flea 
.stick upon Bardolph’s no.se, and ’a said it wa.s 
a black soul burning in hell 1 i-j 

Bard. Well, the fuel is gone that inain- 
taiucil that fire : that ’s all the riches 1 got 
in his service. 

Ah/i/d Shall we .sliog ? . the king will be gone 
from 8outhaTn])ton, ' 

J^lst. < ‘ome, lot ’s .vAvay, — My love, give nnv 
thy Ups. 

Look to my chattels, and my movables : 

Lot .seirses rule, the word is, “Pitcli and pay;” 
'IVust none ; .-.o 

l‘’or oaths are straAvs, inen’.s foitlis are Avafer- 
cakes, 

And hold-fast I.s the only dog, my duck : 
Tlieivforc, cit.rcfo lie thy counsellor. 

Go, clear thy crystals, — Yoke-felloAvs in arms, 
Ditns to France : like hor.se-]e<;ches, my boys, 
To suck, to ,suck, the A-oi'y blood to suck ! 

Boy. Ami tliat i.s but luiAvliolcsomo food, 
they say. 

/‘isf. Touch her soft mouth, and march. 
Bard. FarcAvoll, hostess. [Ki^ssiny her. 
.Vyu}. T cannot kis,s, that is the humour of 
it : but adieu. c.i 

Bid. Ijct housewifery appear : keep close. 

1 thee command. 

Qi'ick. FarcAvcll; adieu, '[E-ccaut. 


Si ENE IV. — Franco. A Room in the Frcncli 
Ktxo’.s Palace. 

t'hiiiridi. Elder the French Kincj, attended; 
the DauiUH.V, the. finkc of BuROrNOA', the 
Con.d(d>l<\ and others. 

Fr. Kinf/. Tlius (“onu? the English Avith fid! 
])Ower upon us ; 

And more than carefully it us concenis, 
lo Liuswor i'oyally in our dcfcnc<*.s. 

Theroft;>iv ihe* Dukes of Berry, and of 
Jhviagne, 

Of Brabant, and of Orleans, shall make forth. 
Ami you, ihinee Dauphin, with all SAvift dis- 
patth, 

I'o line and new-repair our tOAvus of war 
With mvu of courage, and witli means defen- 
dant : 

For Euglatid his approaches make.s as fierce 
,As waters to the sucking of a gulf. i* 
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.St'HNK IV. 


It fits US then to be, as proA ulent 
As fear uiay teacli us, out of late examples 
Lett by the fatal and neglected English 
UjKjn our fields. 

‘ Dau. My most redoubted father. 

It is most meet we arm us ’giiinst the f je ; 
'For peace itself should not so dull a kingdom, 
{Though war, nor no known fjuarrel, were iix 
(jucstion,) 

But that defences, mustens, pieparations, 
Shoidd be maintain’d, asst .iiblo(l,and collected. 
As were a Avar in exjHJctation. -'j 

Therefore, 1 say, ’t is meet we all go fortl), 
To Anew the sick and feeble parts of Fiance : 
And let u.s do it witJi nt) shoAV of fear ; 

No, Avith no more, than if Ave heard that 
Englaiul 

Were bu.sied Avith a Whitsun morris dance: 
I^'or, my good liege, she is so itlly king’d, 

Her scejitrc so fantastically borne 

By a vain, giddy, shallow, humorous youth. 

That fear attends her not. 

Co?t. O peace. Prince Dauphin ! 

You are too much mistaken in this king, so 
•(.Question your grace the late aiiib{is.sadoiH, 
With what great state he heard their embassy, 
How well supidied Avith noble couiisollors, 
iJoAv mode.st tu exception, and, Avithal, 

How teniblo iii constjuit resolution, 

And you shall find, his A anities forespent 
Were but the outside of the Roman Brutius, 
■Ooveriiig discretion with a coat of folly ; 

As gardeners <lo Avith ordure hide those roots 
Tliat shall first spring, and be mo.st delicate. 
J)uu. Well, 't is not so, my lord high con- 
stable ; •« 

But though Ave think it .so, it is no matter : 

In cases of defence, ’t is best to Aveigh 
The enemy more mighty than he seems : 

Ho the proportions of defence arc fill’d ; 
Which, of a Aveak and niggardly jirojection. 
Doth like a miser spoil his coat with scanting 
A little cloth. 

AV. Khuj. Think w^e King Harry strong , 
And, princes, look you strongly arm to meet 
him. 

The kindred of him hath been fli»sh’d upon us, 
And he is bred out of that bloody strain, ei 
That liannted lis in our familiar patlis : 
Witness our too much memorable.shame, 
When Cressy battle fatally wsis struck, 

And all our princes captiv’d, by tlie hand 
Of that black name, Edward Black Prince of 
Wales ; 

Whiles that his mountain sii’O, — on mountain 
standing, 

Up in the air, crown’d wdth the golden 
sun, — 


SaA\' his hevoical seed, and smil’d to see him 
JN [angle tbc work of nature, and deface to 
T he patterns that by God and by French 
fathi^rs 

Had twenty years been made. This is a stem 
Of that victorious stock ; and let us fear 
The iiatiA'e mightiu<\ss and fate of him. 

tjHU’V (l J/ttK I'lf’t', 

Jfesif, Ambassadors friiui Hariy King of 
England 

Do crave admittance to yunr luMjesty. 

Jfi'r. /{{}/■</. Wo ’ll giA'e them jo'cseiit au- 
dience. Go, and bring them. 

}^£xe'u)U Afessentjet' nntf c>'rfur,i f.<,n1x. 
You see, thi.s chase is Jiotly follow’d, £i ieiid.s. 
Duu. Tuiii head, and .stop pursuit ; for 
coward dogs 

Most spend their mouths, Avheii w'hat they 
seem to threaten 70 

Runs far before them. Good my sovereign. 
Take u]) the English shoit, and u-c them 

kuoAV 

Of what a monarchy you aiv the head : 
Self-loA e, my liege, is not so vile a sin 
As self-neglecting. 

lie-enter Lords, %mth Exeter and Train. 

Fr. King. From our brother Eaglaml f 
Exx. Fi’om him ; and thus he greets your 
majesty. 

He wills you, in the name of God Almighty, 
Th.at you di\'e.st youi*self, and lay apait 
The IxuTOAv’d glorie-s, that by gift of He;i ven, 
By law of nature, and of nations, ’long w 
To him, and to his heirs ; nauudy, the croAvn, 
And all Avid(*-stretched honours that pertain. 
By custom and the oiTliiiaueo of timc.s. 

Unto the croAvn of France. That you may 
kuoAV, 

‘T is no sinister, nor no aAvkward claim, 

Pick’d from the Avonu-holes of ioug-vanish’d 
lays, 

Nov from the dust of old obliA'ion rak’d, 

Ho sends you this most memoitible line, 

[G ires a pedigree. 
In every branch truly demonstrative ; ou 
Willingly you OA’erlook this pedigree, 
i And when you find him evenly deriv’d 
From his most fam’d of famous ancestor, 
Edward the Thii-d, he bids you then I'esign 
Your crown and kingdom, indirectly held 
From him, the native and true clmlleuger. 

Fr. King. Or else AA'hat follou’s ? 

Exe. Blootly constraint ; for if you hide 
the crown 

Ba cu in your licai*ts, there will he rake for 
I it 
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Therefore in fierce tempest is he coming, 

In thundei*, and in earthquake, like a Jove, 
That, if requiting fail, he will compel ; 

And bids you, in the bowels of the Lord, 
Deliver up the crown, and to take mercy 
On the jioor souls, for whom this hungry war 
Opens his vasty jaws ; and on your head 
Turning the widows’ tears, the orphans’ cries. 
The dead men’s blood, the pining maidens’ 
gi'oans, , 

For husbands, fathers, and betrothed lovei-s. 
That shall be swallow’d in tliis eontrovex'sy. 
Tliis is his claim, his threat’ning, and my 
message ; m 

Unless the Dauphin be in piesoncc hei'e, 

To whom expressly I bring greeting too. 

Ft. King. For us, we will consi<Ier of tin's 
further : 

To-moiTOW shall you bear our full intent 
Back to our brother England. 

Datt. For the Dauphin, 

I stand here for him : what ^o him from 
England 1 

Exe. Scorn and defiance, slight regard, 
conteiiq^t, ^ 

And anything that may not misbecome 
The mighty sender, doth ho jirize you at, lai 
'riius says my king ; an if your father’s 
higlme.ss. 

Do not, in grant of all demands at large. 
Sweeten the bitter mock you sent his majesty. 
He ’ll call vou to so hot an ausw-er of it. 


That caves and womby vaultages of France 
Shall chide your trespa.ss, and return youi" 
mock 

In second accent of his oi’dinance. 

Dcm. Say, if my father i*ender fair return,, » 
It is against my will : for I desire 
Nothing but odds with England : to that 
end, i»‘ 

As matching to his youth and vanity, 

1 did present him with the Paris balls. 

Exe. He ’ll make your Paris Louvi'e shako 
for it. 

Were it the mistress court of mighty Europe: 
And, be assur’d, you ’ll find a «liffei“ence. 

As we, his sulijects, have in wonder found. 
Between the promise of his greener days, 

And the,se he mastei-s now. Now he weighs 
time. 

Even to the utmost grain; that yo'’ shall 
read 

In your own los.ses, if he stay in France. i"' 

Fr. Kiiig. To-morrow shall you know our 
mind at full. 

Exe. Despatch us with all speed, lest that 
our king 

Come here himself to question our delay ; 

For he is footed in this land already. 

Fr. King. You shall be soon desiJatch’d 
with fair ^;ondition.s, 

A night is but small breath, and little pause. 
To answer matters of this consequence. 

\Eoieiwt. 


A C T 

Enter Cho-nis. 

Ckor. Thus with imagin’tl wing our .swift 
scene flics. 

In motion of no less celerity 
Than that of thought. Suppose, that you 
have seen 

The well-appointed king at Hampton pier 
Embark his royalty ; and his brave fleet 
With silken streamers the young Phicbus 
fanning. 

Play with your fiincies, and in them behold 
Upon the iiempen tackle ship-boys climbing ; 
Hear the shrill whistle, which doth order 
give 

To sounds confus’d ; behold the threadon 
sails, I 

Borne with the invi.Hible and creeping wind, 
Draw the huge bottora-s through the fun’ow’d 
sea. 

Breasting the lofty surge. O ! do but think. 
You stand uijon the rivage, and behold 


ITL 

i A city on the inconstant billows ilar.cin?, : 

For .so appears this fleet majestical,* 

Holding due course to Harfleur. Follow- 
follow ! 

Grapple your minds to sternage of this navy. 

And leave your England, as <lea<l midnigln. 
.still. 

Guarded with grandsires, babie.s, and ohl 
women, a* 

Either past, or not arriv’d to, pith and puis- 
sance : 

For who is he, whose chin is but enrich’d 

With one ajqiearing hair, that will not follow 

These cuH’t^ and choice-diuwn cavaliers to- 
France t 

Work, work your thoughts, and therein see a 
siege 

Behold the oi'dnanco on their carriages. 

With fatal mouths gaping on girde<l Harfleur. 

»Suj)pose, the ambassador from tlie French 
comes IjHck ; 

Tells Hairy that the kin^ doth offer him 
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Ki.itharinf5 his daughter; and with her, to 
dowry, sj 

Some petty and unprofitable dukedoms. 

'I’he o^r likes not ; and the nimble gunner 
With linstock now the devilish cannon 
touches, 

[Alarum, ami chambers j/o off'. 
And down goes all before them. Still be 
kind, 

And eke out oitr performance with your 
mind. [Exit. 


Scene I. — ^France. Before llarfleur. 

Alarums. Enter Klmj llUNRY, Kxeteu, 
BKDFOKb; (.1 ROSTER, aud liohloirs, with 
scaliufj-htdilers. 

/C. II m. Once more unto the breach, dear 
friemls, onct^ mor(i ; 

Or eiose the wall uj> with our English dead ! 
In peace, thert* 's nothing so l)ecoines a man, 
As modest stillness and Jiumility : 

But when the blast of war blows in our eai’s, 
Then imitate the. action of the tiger ; 

Stiffen the sinews, summon \ip the blood, 
DisguLsc fair natui'e witli hard-fa^•our’d rage ; 
Tluni lend the eye a tenible as2>ect ; 

Let it pry through the portage of the head, lo 
Like tlie bmss cannon ; let the brow' o’er- 
whelm it. 

As fearfully as doth a galled rock 
O’erhang and Jutty his confounded base, 
HwillM with tlifs wild and wasteful ocean. 
Now set the teeth, and stretch the nostril 
wide ; 

Hold lianl the breath, aud bend uj) every 
spirit 

To his full height ! — On, on, vou noblest 
English : ' 

Whose blood is fet from fathers of -w.-u'-ja’oof. 
Fathers, that, like so many Alexanders, 

Have iix these ])arts from morn till exen 
fought, 

And sheath’d their swords for lack of argu- 
ment. 

Dishonour not your mothers : now attest, 
That those, whom you call’d fathers, did 
begot you. 

Be cojjy now to men of grosser blood. 

And teach them how to war. — And you, good 
ytminen, 

Whose limbs were made in England, show 
us here 

The mettle of your ^^asture ; let us swear 
That you ai'c worth your breeding ; wdiich I 
doubt not ; 


j Foi’ ther(^ is none of you so mean ami base, 

: That hath not noble lustx'O in your eyes. so 
X se(! you stixnd like; greyhounds in the slijxs, 
Straining ujjon the start. Tho game ’s afoot : 
Fdllow your s^iirit : and ujxon this charge, 
Cry — God for Harry! England and Saint 
I George ! 

j [ExeMnt. Alaru.m, and chambera go off'. 


Scene II.— -The Same. 

Enter Nym, Bardolph, Pisj-oi,, and Boy. 

Bard. On, on, on, on, on! to the breach, 
to tho breach ! 

Nym. Pray thee, corjxiral, stay ; tho 
knocks are too hot ; and for mine own part, 
I have not a case of liv(*s ; tho humour of it 
is too hot, that is the Yery 2>laiji-song of it. 
Eist. The plaiu-soug is most just, for 
Iminouns do abound ; 

Knocks go aud come, God’s vassals droi) and 
die ; 

And sw'ord and shield. 

In bloody field, lo 

Doth win immortal fame. 

Boy, ’Wouhl 1 were in an ale-house in 
London ! I would give all my fame for a 
jKxt of ale, and safety. 

Fist. And I : 

If wi.she.s wouhl ))revail with me, 

My jnirjxose should not fail witli me, 

But thither would I hie. 

Boy. As duly. 

But not as truly, 

As bii’d doth sing on bough. » 
Enter Flukrlen. 

Flu. Up to tlie breach, you (logs ! avaunt, 
you cullions ! [Driviatf them forward. 

Fist. B(* merciful, great duke, to men of 
mould ! 

Abate thy rage, abatti thy manly rage ; 

Abate tlij' 1 ‘age, great duke ! 

Good liawcock, bate thy rage ; use lenity, 
sweet chuck ! 

Nym. These be good humours 1 — your 
honour wdns .bad humours. 

[Exettnt Nym, Pistol, nmZ Bardolph, 
followed by Fltjellen. 
Boy. As young as I am, I liave observed 
these three swashers, I am boy to them all 
three, but all they three, though they would 
serve me, could not be man to me ; for, 
indeed, three such anticks do not amount to 
a man. For Bardoljih, he is white-livered, 
and red-faced ; by the means whereof, 'a faces 
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i(. out, but fights not. For Pistol, he hath n 
hi] ling tonguo, and a cpiiet swoi’d ; by tJa 
iiifans wdiereot' 'a breaks words, and kee|>s 
whole w’ea])Oiis, For Nyui, he hath heard 
tliiit men ot‘ few words are the best niea; aiu 
tJiei’eforo lie scorns to say liis ]»rayerK, lest a. 
should be thought a coward : but liis few bad 
words are inateh'il w’ith as few good dee<ls ; 
for a never broke any man’s head but his 
own, and that was against a )»ost when he 
was drunk. They will steal ^anything, .iiul 
call it purchase. Bavdolph stoh* a lute-ease, 
bore it twelve leagues, and sold it for three 
half-pence. Nyrn and Bardolph are sworn 
brothers in'filching, and in Calais they stole 
a fii'e-shovel ; I knew, by that piece of service, 
the men w'oidd carry coals. They would 
have me as familiar with men’s ]*ockcts, as 
their gloves or their liandkorchiefs : wliieli 
tnakes mncli against iny manhood, if 1 slioiild 
take from am>ther's jiocket, to put into mine; 
for it is plain ]nicketing up of wrongs. 1 
must leave tliem, and seek some liietter .service: 
tlieir A'illainy goes against my weak .stomach, 
and therefoio 1 must east it ti]). [A’.ciV. 

Fli’EI.lex, 

Oon'. Captain Flnclleu, you must come 
pic.sently to the mines ; the Buko of Gloster 
would speak with you. 

Flu. To the mines ! toll you the duke, it 
is not so good to come to the mines. For, 
look you, the mines is not according to the 
iliacipliues of the war ; the concavities of it 
is not .suliicient ; for, look yon, tli’ athvorsarv 
(you may discuss unto tlie duke, look you) is 
digt’ liiniself four yard under the countormines. 
By Cheshn, I think, 'a will plow »ip all, if 
there is not l)Ctter directions. 

(How. The I>nke of Gloster, to whom th(? 
or<ler of the siege is given, is altogether di- 
rected hy Hii .Irishman ; a very A'aliaut geutle- 
niiui, i’ faith. 

Flu. It is (!a])tain Maemorris. is it not? 
(tow. I think it be. 70 

Fit', By Clieshu. he is an ass, as in the 
Wfuld. 1 Avill verify as much in liis jieard : 
no lias no more directions in the true disci- 
plines of tb«^ wars, lo(jk you, of the Koman 
disciplines, than is ,a pnppy-dog. 

Knh-,' M.M'Monriis and Jamy, at a dista/ice. 
(icir.. H(M-e ’a corn(!s; and the Scots captain, 
Cay)tiiin .Janiy, with him. 

Fla. Caj)tain .Tamy isa maiwellous falorous 
gentlemen, that is certain ; and of great ex- 
pedition, and knowledge in the ancient wa»*s. 
upon my p.u ticular knowledge of his di- 
rections : by Clieshu, - lie will maintain his 


argument as well as any inilitaiy man in the 
world, in the iliseiplines of the pristine wars 
of the Romans. to 

daniy. I say, gud day, Captain Fluellen, 
Flu. G Oil-den to your worshi]>, good Oaptam 
James. » 

Goia. How' now, Captain Maemorris ! have 
you <piit the mines I liav'c tlie pionei’S giv'en 
o’er ? 

J/ifc. By Chi'ish la, tish ill done : the work 
isli give over, the trunniet sound the retreat. 
By my haml, J swear, and my father's soul,, 
the W'ork ish ill done ; it ish give over : I 
w'onld.harc hlowed u{) the town, so ( -hrish save 
me, la, in an hour. G ! tish ill done, tish ill 
done ; by my hand, tish ill done. 

Flu. Captain iVracmorri.s, J ^leseech you 
now, will you vouchsafe me, look you, a few 
dis]mtulions with you, as jtartly touching or 
concerning the disciplines of the w; r, the 
lioman wars, in the Avay of argument, look 
yon, and friendly commimieatiou ; jiartly to 
satisfy my opinion, and paBly f<u’ the satis- 
/action, look you, of my mind, as tonciiing 
the dii'ection of tliti military iliscipline : that 
is the point. I'ti 

Janiy. It sail he veiy gud, gud feith, gud 
cajitains bat.b : and I sail (juit you with gud 
levc, as I may pick occasion ; tliat sail I,, 
marry. 

Mac. It is no timo to discourse, so Chrislt 
save me. The ilay is hot, and tiie weather, 
and the wars, and the king, :iud the dukes ; 
t is no time to discourse. The town is bo- 
see<Iied, and tlui trumpet call us to the breach, 
and We talk, .ind, he Chrish, do nothing : ’t Is- 
shame for us all ; so Cod sa’ me, ’tis shamo 
to stand .still ; it is shame, hy my hand ; and 
I ilu'ie is tliroats to be cut, and works to bo 
' clone, and there ish nothing done, .so Chrish. 
sa’ me, 1«. 

Jamy. By tlie mess, cto theise eyes of mine 
j take thom.selve.s to sloniber, aile de ginl serA’ice, 
or aile lig i’ the gruud for it ; ay, or go to- 
(l( ath ; and aile jiay it as valoi’ously as I 
may, that sal I .surely do, that is the hreJff 
and the long. IVInrry, I wad full fain heard 
.some que.stion ’tween you tAvay. utv 

Flu. Captain Maemorris, I think, look you, 
under your correction, there is not many of 
your natioij — 

Mac. Of my nation ! What ish my nation ?• 
Ish a villain, and a bastard, and a knave, 
and a rascal. What ish my nation? Wlio» 
talks of my nation ? 

Flu. Look you, if you take the matter 
otherwise tlian is meant, Captain Maemorris, 
peradventure,’ 1 shall think you do not use 
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mo with that afiiibility as hi fliscrction you 
ought to use me, look you ; behig as good a 
man as yourself, both in tl»e disciplines of 
wars, and in the derivation of my birth, anti 
in other paitieularities. is' 

J/rtc. T do not know you so good a man as 
myself: so ('hi-ish save me, .1 will cut off 
your head. 

(ioMO. Gentlemen both, you will mistake 
each other. 

Jinny. Au ! that ’s a foul fault, 

[yl pitrley sotnideJ. 

dole. Tlio town sounds a parley. 

Flu. (hiptahf Maemorris, when there is 
nioi'o bettei- opportunity to be recpiii'ed, look 
you, 1 will be so bold as to tell you, I know 
the di.sei]>b’nes of wars ; :ind them is an end. 

\E:re'uat. 


Scene 11 J.- The Same. Before the Gates of 
Harilenr. 

Th& dowrnor mid mnic. Cdizena on tltc V'alh : 
the Enydsh Forccft helow. Enter Kiny 
Henky nnd his 7'rnin. 

K. Hen. How yet resolves the governor of 
* the town I 

This is the latest parhi we will .admit : 
Therefore, to our best mercy giv(i yourselve.s ; 
Or, liki-i to men proud of destruction. 

Defy us to our worst : for, as 1 am a soldier, 
A name that in my thoughts becomes me best, 
If I begin the battery once tigain, 

I will not leave the half-achieved HarHeur, 
Till in h<‘r .-ishes she lh< biu-ied. 

The gates of mercy shall be all shut up ; lo 
And th<5 He.sh’d soldier, rough and hard of 
heart, 

In liberty of bloo<ly band shall rage 
With conscience wide as hell, mowing like 
grass 

Your fresh-fair virgins, ami your flowering 
infants. 

What is it then to me, if impious war, . 

Array’d in llamcs like to the princo of fiends, ' 
Do, with his smirch’d comple.vion, all fell feats 
Euliuk’d to waste and desolation ? 

What is ’ t to me, when you yourselves are 
cause, « 

If your juire maidens ‘fall into the hand 2 i> 
Of hot and forcing violation ? 

What rein can hold licentious wdckedne,s.s. 
When doAV'ii the hill he holds his fierce 
career ? 

We may as bootless spend our vain command 
Upon the enraged soldiers in their spoil, 

As send precepts to the leviathan 


To come ashore. Therefore, you uh'u of 
Havllcur, 

Take pity of yonr town, and of your ])oo]ile. 
Whiles yet my soldiers uro in my conunitiul : 
Whiles yet the cool and tcunx'rate wind of 
grace. :» 

O’erblows the filthv and contagions clouds 
Oflieady murder, s[)()ii, and villainy. 

If not, wliy, in a ummeut look (o .see 
Th<! blind and blood y so!dic\- wiih foul hand 
Defile the locks of your sluill-shriekiiig 
langht«*rs ; 

Your fathers taken by the silver l'(‘ards, 

And their most reverend heads dash'd to tlu* 
walls ; 

Yonr na.ke<l Lufants pitted upon pikes. 
Whiles the Jnad mothers with their liowls 
confus’d 

Do break the clotids, as did the wives of 
J ewry m 

At Herod's bloody-hunting siaughtennen. 
Wliat say you ‘I will you yield, and this avoid 1 
Or. guilty in defmice. be thus destroy d'l 
dor. Our expectation batli this day an end. 
The Dauphin, wham of succour W(' entreated, 
lletunis us, that his powers are yet not rtauly 
To r.iise so great a siege. Thi-refore, great 
king. 

We yield our town and lives to tliy soft mere}’. 
Enter our g.ates ; dispose of us and ours ; 

For we no longer are <lefensible. 

K. lien. Oj»en your gates 1 — Come, nneh; 
Exeter, 

Go you and entc-r Harfieur ; tluire i’«Mnaiii, 
Ami fortify it strongly against the Fieuch : 
Cse mercy to them all. Foe us, dear uncle. 
The winter coming o}i, aial sickness growing 
ITpon onr soldiers, W(i will retire to Galais. 
To-night in JTarfleur will we b(< your guest; 
To-morrow for the march are we atldrest. 

'^Flonrish, The Kino, the., enter the toiru. 


Scene 1V\- — Itouen. A IJoom in the Palace. 

Enter Katu.mune mul Alice. 

Knth. Alice., tu as estr en AnyletcA've, et in, 
paries hien le lanyaye. 

Alice. I'npeu, mailanie.. 

Kath. Je te. prie, nt’enseif/niez ; {Infant qae. 
je ajyprend <l parler. Comment appellez vons 
le main en Anyloisl 

Alice. Le. main I il e.st appe.lle, do hand. 
Kath. De hand. Et les doiyfs ( 

Alice. Les doiyfs? ma foip Je onhlie l^s 
dwiyts ; maisje me souviendray. LesdoUjts f 
Je pense, yit’ils sent appellc de riugres ; on//, 
de fingres. 
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Kath. Le anvin^ <le hand ; hn doUjit^^ dc 
fingres. .Ai pense^ qiie je svis le hon enrol in\ 
*Pai gagnr ileux mots d'Aiuflois visteoieitL 
Commcmt oi>])rl[ez vous hts oufjles 1 

Alice, Les otuflrH 1 Irs appello^is^ do nails, 
Kath. D(‘ nails. Escontez ; d!fes viotp si 
pi pnrie hlen ; do liuud, do fiiign s, rt do 
nails. 

Alice, C'rst hien dict^ )))ndomr ; il rst forl 
1)0)1 Anglais, 20 

Kath, Dites oioy V A ugh ns poovle bras, 

Alice, Doann, mad(i)nc, 

Kath, Et Ir antdr ? 

Alice, T)o (‘Ihow. 

Kath. Do dr m\n) faiiz la. rrprfi- 

iion^le fo/ts Irn mofs^ qar rents ot\trez ((p])rirt.s 
firs a prrsrut. 

Alice, It rsf trap dillicilr, madaoie^ cooimc 
je pe.nsr, 

Kath, E.rettse mo)/, .* esroiite : do hand, 

do lingre, do iniils, do arm, de hilbow. 

Alice, Do olbow, mailamf\ * 

Kath. 0 ,S Dieti ! jfi nio}! o>tbt{e. ; dc 

(“ll>o\v. (foruineid vous cof / 

A/icf'. De nick, tnadanle. 

Kath. De nick. KtK meidon ? 

Afic*.. D(! chin. 

Kath. De sin. Ae co/, de nick ; K.mentoaydc: 
sin. 

Alice, Ovji. Himf anire Imunom'y ca verite, 
cons promn/eez les mofti t/roict qae les 

nntifs rP A'ligh'lcrri’. 

Knth. Jc. H . f/oiile point d’appmidrc. par la 
qracp, de. Dtea., et ea qa'if, de teiiipe. 

Alice. :V\.'rez vans dejn oiddie ce que je. vous 
ay enseiijtic i 

Kath. je reciterayh covs promptement. 

De hand, de iin.^nre, do nniils, — 

Alice. Do n.-iils, madame, * 

Kath. Do nails, de arm, de ill>ow. 

Alice. Sa af vonfre hxmnea/r, do elbow., 

Kath. ,l/.>i.si dis je : <le elbow, de nick, et 
de sin. t'lnu meat ajq^cH*’^ voan le pied et la 
robe. ? .M 

Alice,. D(* foot, madame : et <lc conn. 

Kath. Do fr>ot, ef do uouu ( 0 Seiynear 
Diev. 1 Us sont les mots de son maavais, corrap- 
tdjle, yrosi ’, et imjnuliqiie^ et iinn, j)Our Ics 
dailies de haanear d'nser. Je lie vondrois 
pi'oii'.nicer ees mots decani les iSeiyve.iirs fie 
France,, pour foatK. inoiifle. Il fantdo. foot, et 
de conn, .nioins. Je. reciterai nne autre, 

fois imi leepi,! ensemble : do haiul, do tingre, de 
nails, do ui iii, «lo. elbow, de nick, de sin, 
tie foot, (le<<iuu. 

Alice, E-eedlenf, madame. 

Kalh. C’est assez pour ane Jois : allonsuous 
h, disuier. [ Kveanf. 

29i 


S<iKNE V. — The Same. Another Koom in the 
Same. 

Enter the French Ktno, <//.« Dai’PHIN, Duke 
of Bourbon, the Constable of France,, 
anvi others. 

Fr. Kiat). ’Tis certain, he hath pass’d the 
ri\ er Somme. 

Con. And if he be not fought withal, my 
lord, 

TiCt ns not live in France ; let us quit all, 
And give our vineyards to a barbarous 
peopl 

Daxi. 0 Diea vivant ! sliMl a few sprays 
of us, 

The emptying of our fathers’ buairy, 

Onr scions, put in wild and savage stock, 
Spirt up .so suddenly into the cloiuls, 

And overlook their grafters ? 

Hoar. Normans, but bastai'd Noiiuaus, 
Norman bastards. m 

Mort de'nia vie ! if they march along 
IJnfought withal, but I will sell my dukedom. 
To buy a .slobbery and a dirty farm 
In that iiook'shotton isle of Albion, 

Con. Dien de battailes ! whore have they 
this 11101110? 

Is not their eliinate foggy, raw, and dull, 

On whom, as in despite, the sun looks {tale, 
Killing their fruit with frowns ? Can sodden 
w'ater, 

A «lrenoh for sur-rcin’d jad<‘s, their lairley 
broth, 

Dccoct their cold blood to such valiant 
heat ? _ 

And shall our quick bloo<l, spirited with 
wine, 

Seem frosty ? 0 1 for honour of "our land, 

Let us not hang like roping icicles 
Upon our houses’ thatiih, whiles a more frosty 
pco])le 

Sweat tlrops of gallant youth in our rich 
liclds ; 

Poor we may call them in their native lords. 

Da 7 f. By faith and luniour, 

Our madams mock at us, and plainly say, 

Our mettle is bred out ; and tliey will give 
Theii* boilies to the lust «)f English youth, ao 
To new-store France with bastard warriors. 
Hour.*They bid us to the English ilanciiig- 
schools. 

And teach lavoltas high, and swift corantos ; 
Saying, our grace is only in our heels, 

And that we are most lofty rvmaways. 

Fr. Kiny. Whore is Montjoy, the herald ? 
speed him lienee : 

Let him greet Plngl^ind with our sharp de* 
fiance. — 
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Up, princes ! and, with spirit of honour edg’d 
More sharper than youi* swords, hie to the, 
held : 

Charles Delabretli, high constable of 
France ; m 

You Dukes of OrlcaiLs, Bourbon, and of Beny, 
Alen^on, Brabant, Bar, and Burgundy ; 
Jaques Ohatillon, Rainbures, Vaudemont, 
Beaumont, Grandpre, -Roi.^si, and Faucon- 
iHjrg, 

Foix, Lestrale, Bouciqualt, an<l Charolois ; 
High dukes, great princes, barons, lords, and 
knights, 

For your great seats, now quit you of great 
shames. 

Bar Harry England, that sweejw thi’ough our 
land 

With pennons paintetl in the blood of Ilar- 
fleur : 

Rush on his host, sis doth the melted snow w) 
Upon the valleys, whoso low vassal .seat 
The Alps doth spit an<l void his rheum upon : 
Go, down upon him, — you have power 
enough, — 

Ami in a captive chariot into Roan 
Bring him our prisoner. 

Con. Tins becomes tliegrea.t. 

Sorry am I, his numbers are so few, 

His soldiers sick, and famish’d in their march ; 
For, I am sure, when he shall see our army, 
He ’ll drop his heart into the sink of fear, 
Ami, for achievement, offer us liis ransom, w) 
AV. Kim/. Therefore, lord constable, haste 
on Montjoy, 

And lot him stiy to England, that we .send 
To know what willing mnsom he will give. — 
Prince Dauphin, you shall .stay with us in 
Roan. 

Dau. Not so, I do beseech your majesty, 

Kr, King. Be pitient, foi- you .shall remain 
with us. — 

Now, forth; lord constable, and princes all, 
And quickly bring us word of England’.s fall. 

f Exennt. 


Scene VI.— The English Camp in Picardy. 

Enter Gower ami Fluellen. * | 

(Jow. How now, Ca))tain Fluellen? come 
you from the bridge 1 

Flu. 1 assure you, there is very excellent 
services committed at the pridgo. 

Cow. Is the Duke of Exeter safe ? 

Fin. The Duke of Exeter is as magnani- 
mous as Agamemnon ; and a man that I love 
and honour with my soul, and my heart, and 
my duty, and my life, and my living, and my i 


uttermost power ; he is not (God bo praised 
and blos.sed !) any Imrt in the world, but 
keeps tlie pridge most valiantly, witli ex- 
cellent discipline. 'riierc i.s an aunchient 
lieutenant there at the pridge, — I think, h» 
my very conscience, he is us valiant, a man as 
Mark Antony ; and he is a man of no estima- 
tion in the world : but I did stsi liini do as 
gallant sei'vice. 

Gow. What do you call him ? 

Flu. Hois called Aunchient I^istol. 

Goto. I know him not. 

Enter Pistol. 

Flu. Here is the man. :■* 

Fist. Captain, I thee lieaeech to do me 
favours : 

The Duke of Exeter doth love thee well. 

Fin. Ay, I praisti God ; and 1 have 
merited some love at his hands. 

JH.si. Bardolph, a soldier firm and sound 
of heai-t, 

And of buxom valour, hath, by cruel fate 
And gid<ly Fortune’s furious tickle wheel. 
That gotkless blind, n* 

Thsit stands upon the rolling re.stles.s str)ne, — 
Flu. By your patience, Aunchient Pistol. 
Fortune is painted blind, W'ith a muffler afor<^ 
his eyes, to signify to you that Fortune is 
blind. And she is painted also with a 
wheel, to signify to you, which is the moral 
of it, that sh(“ is turning, and im-oustsint, 
and mutability, anti variation : anti litu* foot, 
look you, is lixeti ui?on a .spherical stout', 
which rtdls, and rolls, anti rolls. In good 
truth, the j>oet makes a nu).st excellent 
tlescription t)f it: Fortune is an excellent 
moral. 

Fist. Fortune is Bartlolph’s foe, ami frowns 
on him ; 

For he hath stol’n a pax, anti hanged must 
’a be. t" 

A damned de.ath ! 

Let gallows gape for tlog, let man go free. 
Anti let not henq) his wmtl-pi|)e suffocate. 

But Exeter hath given the doom of th^ath. 

For pax of little price. 

Therefore, go speak, the duke will liear tliy 
voice, 

Anti let not Bartlolph’s vital throatl be cut 
With edge of penny cord, and vilt^ reproach ; 
Speak, captain, for his life, and I will thee 
i-equite. 

Flu. Aunchient Pistol, I do partly untler- 
stand your meaning. •''* 

Fist. Why then, I'ejoice therefttre. 

Flu. Certainly, aunchient, it is not a thing 
to rejoice at ; for if, look you, he w ere my 
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Act III. 


KJN(i UENKY V. 


Scene VI. 


lu’otlier, I , would <le.sire the duke to use hi.s 
good plejuiure, nud ])Ut him to exec»itiou ; for 
dlseipliiiH ought to he used. * 

Pint. Dio and he daniu’d ; and flgo for tliy 
friendship ! 

FI-K: It is well. 

Pint. I'ho tig of Spain ! \E.cit.. 

Fht. Very good. ^ «>» 

(iow. Why, this is an arrant counterfeit 
rascal : I rememhor him now ; ‘a bawd, a 
cutpurse. 

Flu. I ’ll assure you, ’a utU^r’d a.s prave 
words at the pridge. as you shall see fti a 
summer’s dt\y. But it is I’ory well ; what he 
has spoke 'to me, that is well, I warrant you, 
when time is serve. 

(fow. Why, 't i.s a gull, a fool, a. rogue ; 
that now and then goes to tlu* wars, to grace 
himself at his return into London Tinder the 
form of a .soldier. And .such Jellows are per- 
fect in the great commaudei’s' names, and 
they will learn you by rote whei'e service.s 
•w'ere done ; — at .such and .such a sconce, at 
•such a breach, at such a convoy ; who came 
ofl‘ bravely, Avho wa.s shot, who disgi-accd, 
what terms the enemy stood on ; and this 
they con [icrfectly in the phrtise of war, 
which tliey trick up with now-tuned oaths : 
and what a board of the gencnil’s cut, and a 
horrid suit of the camp, will do among foam- 
ing lwttle.s, and .ale-washed wits, is wonderful 
to be thought on. But you must learn to 
know such .slanders of the age, or else you 
may be marvel loirsly mistook. »i 

FI.71. 1 tell you what, Captain Cow'er ; I 
do perceive, he is not the man that he would 
gladly make .show to the world lie is : if I 
tiud a hole ju his coat, I will tell him my 
mind. ^Dniiu hearil.~\ Hark you, the king i.s 
coming, anti I mu.st .speak with him from the 
pridge. 

Enter Kin;/ IIenuv, Glostkr, and Soldirrs. 

Fin. God i>le.S8 your majesty ! 

K. Hen. How now, Fluollen ? cam’st thou 
from the bridge ? .<« 

Fla. Ay, so please your majesty. The 
Duke of Exeter has veiy gallantly main- 
taiuetl the pridge : the French is gone off, 
look yon, and there is gallant and most prave 
passages. Marry, th’ athveraary was have 
possession of the pridge, but he is enforced to 
j-etire, and the Duke of Exeter is master of 
the pridge. 1 can tell your majesty, the duke 
is a prave man. 

K. Hen, What men have you lost, Flu- 
elleu ? 

Flu. The perdition of th’ athvensaiy hath | 


been A'cry great, reasonable great.: marry, for 
my jiai't, I think the duke liath lost never a 
man, but one that is like to he executed fqj’ 
I'obbvng a church ; one Bardo][>h, if your 
majc.sty know the man : his face is all bu- 
bukles, and whelks, and knobs, and flames of 
lire ; and his lips blow.s at his nose, and it is 
like a coal of fire, .souu'times pine, and .some- 
times rod ; but liis uo.se is executed, aiul his 
fire ’.s out. 

K. JImi. We would have all such offenders 
so cut off .: and wc give exprejis charge, that in 
our marches thi’ough the country there be 
nothing compelled from the villages, nothing 
taken hut paid for ; none of tKe Fi’cnch up- 
braided, or abused in di.sdainful language ; 
for wlien lenity and cruelty play for a king- 
dom, the , gentler gaine.ster is the soonest 
winlioi'. ns 

Tucket. Enter Montjoy. 

.1/on/. You know me by my habit. 

K. Hen. Well then, I know thee ; what 
.shall* I know of thoe l 

.\font. My master's mind. 

K. Hen. Unfold it, 

Mont. Thus says my king: — .Say thou to 
Harry of England, though wo .seemed dea«l, 
wc did but sleep ; advantage is a better 
soldier than rashu(?ss. Tell him, we could 
Iiave I’ebuked him at ILarflenr; but that we 
thought not good to bruise an injury, till it 
were full ripe : now we sjieak upon our cue, 
and our voice is imperial. England sliall 
repent his folly, see hi.s weakness, and admire 
onr sufferance. Bid him, thcrefoi’e, consider 
of his mnsom ; M'hich must projiDi-tion the 
lo.s.ses we liai e borne, the subjects we have 
lost, the disgrace we have digested ; which, 
in weiglit to re-answer, his jx^ttiness would 
bow under. For onr lo.s.ses, his exchequer is 
too poor; for the eflusiou of our blood, the 
muster of his kiiigilom too faint a number ; 
and for our disgrace, his own jierson, kneeling 
at our feet, but a weak and worthless satis- 
faction. To this add defiance ; and tell him, 
for conclusion, he hath betrayed his followers, 
whose condemnation is pronounced. So far 
my king and master, so much my office. 

K. Hen. What is thy name 1 I know thy 
quality. 

Mont. Montjoy. 

K. Hen. Thou dost thy office fairly. Turn 
thee back, is# 

And tell thy king, — I do not seek him now, . 
But cCuld be willing to march on to Calais 
Without impeachment ; for, to say the so6th, 
Though ’t is no wisdom to confess so much 
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Act IJf. 


KIN(; HENRY V. 


►Scene yil. 


Unto an enemy of craft and vantage, 

My people are with sickness much enfeebled, 
iMy numbers losstui’d, and those few I have 
Almost no better than so niaixy E’*ench : 
Who, when they were in liealth, I tell' thee, 
herald, 

1 thought upon one pair of English legs 
Did marcli three Frenchmen. — Yet, forgi\e 
me, Gotl, 

That I <lo brag tlms I — this vour air of 
France i'>f 

Hath blown that vice in me : I must 
Go therefore, tell thy master, Ixere f am : 

My ransom is this frail and wortliless trunk, 
My^ army but a weak and sickly guard ; 

^'^et, God before, tell liim we will come on. 
Though France himself, and such another 
neig]>bour, 

Stand in our way. 'J'hci'c ’s for thy labour, 
Mont joy. 

Go, bid thy master well adx’ise hinisclf ; 

If we may pass, we will ; if we l>e hinder’d. 
We shall your tawny ground witJi your i*etl 
bh)<.)d JBJ 

Discolour : and so, Mouljoy, fare you well. 
The sum of all our answer is but this : 

We would not seek a battle, as we ai’e ; 

Nor, as wc are, wo say, we will not .shun it : 
8o tell yotir master. 

Mont. I shall deliver so. 'riuinks to vour 
highness. [Exit. 

(Ho. I ho.pe they will not coixic upoix us ixow. 
tC. lien. Wo ax*e in God's hand, brothex’, 
ixot iix theix’s. 

Max'ch to the bridge ; it now draw's towui'd 
niglxt ; ire 

Beyoixd tlio i-ivcr we’ll encamjx oui-selvcs, 

And oxx to-ixioiTOw bid them mai'clx aw'ay. 

\E remit. 

Scene VII. — The French Camp, near 
Affincourt. 

Enter thx Constable of France^ the Lorrl 
Rambukes, the Dnhe of Ouleans, the 
Dauphin, and others. 

Can. Tut ! I have the best arnxour of the 
world. ’Would it Avei'e day I . 

Orl. You have axx excellent armour ; but 
let my horse have his due. 

Con. It is the best horse of Eui’ope. 

Orl. Will it never be xnonxing ^ 

Dan. My Lord of Orleaixs, and nxy lord 
high constable, you talk of ^orse and ai’- 
mour-r- 

Orl. You are as well provided of both as 
any prince in the world. lo 


Dan. What a long night is this !— I will 
not chaixgt; my hoi-se with aixy that tx'oads 
hut 0*1 foul- pasterns. (Ja. ha ! He hounds 
from the earth, as it' his <'utrails wei-e hail’s ; 
le che,val volant, the l^egasus, qni a Iss 'nariues 
defeu ! When I bestride him, I soax’, I am 
;i liawk : he trots the ;di- ; the earth sings 
when ho touclies it ; tlie basest lioi’n of his 
hoof is more xixusieal than llie pipe of Hermes. 

Orl. He ’s of the colour of the nutmeg. i» 

Dau. Arid of the lioat (jf the ginger. It is 
a beast for Pei-scus : he is pure air and fii'o; 
and the dull ohuueuis of earth and water 
never aj)poar in him, hut only in patient 
stillness, xvhile his ritler inount.s him : he is, 
indeed, a lioi-se ; and all other jades yon may 
call heasis. 

Con. Indec<l, my loi'd, it is a most absolute 
and excellent horse. 

Dav. 1 b is the prince of palfreys : his 
neigh is like, the bidding of a monai’cli, and 
J»is countciiaixce enfox’ces homage. 

Orl. No moi-e, cousin. 

Dau. Nay, the man hath no wit that can- 
not, from the rising of the lark to the loxlging 
of the lamb, vaiy descrvc<l px-aise on my 
]>alfrey : it is a theme as fluent as^ tlie sea ; 
turn the sands into xdoquent tongues, ami my 
horse is argument fox* them all. ’T is a 
subject for a sovei’eigix to reason on, and for a 
sovci’eigu’s sovereign to ride on ; and Ibr the 
W'orld (familiar to us, and unkiiow'u) to lay 
apart their pai-ticular functions, and w'oixder 
at him. I once writ A sonnet in his pxuise, 
an<l begun thus : — “ Wonder of natux-e ! ” — 4i 

Orl. 1 have, heard a sonnet begin so to 
one's misti-ess. 

Dau. Then did they imitate that which I 
composed to my courser ; for my horse is my 
misti-ess. 

Orl. Y'our mistress hears w'cU. 

Dau. Me well ; which is the px’escript 
piuise and ixerfectioix of a good and paiticular 
misti’c.sM. 

Con. Nay, for methouglit yestei'day, your 
mistress shrewdly shook your back. 

Dau. So, pei'haps, did youi-s. so 

Con. Mine wsis not biidled. 

Dan. O ! then, belike, .she was old and 
jeixtle ; and you I’ode, like a kei-n of Ireland, 
your Fx’ench hose oft’, and in your strait 

Stl’OSSCl’S. 

Con. You hixve good judgment in hoi-se- 
uxanship. 

Datt. Be warned by nu’, then : they that 
fide so, xnxd ride not warily, fall into foul 
bogs. 1 hatl rather have my hox’se to my 
mistress. 





KINO HENRY V. 


ScKXE vir. 


Act hi. 


Con. I had as lief Ijave my mistress a jade. 
Dau. I tell thee, constohlc, my niistre.s.s 
wears his own hair. « oi 

Con. I could make as true a boast as that, 
if 1 had a sow to iny mistress. 

Dim. JjO chion eat retourne d aon jnropre 
vomiasetnent, et la truie lao'ee an bourlner ; 
thou makest use of anything. 

Con. Yet do I not use luy^ horse for my 
mistress ; or any such prov<!rl», so little kin 
to the p\n’f)ose. 

Mani. My lord constable, the armour, that 
I saw in your tent to-night, are those stare, 
or suns, upon it I 
Con^ Stare, my loi-d. 

Dan. Some of them will fall to-morrow, I 
hope. 

Coiu And yet my sky shall not want. 

Dan. That may be ; for you bear a many 
suiHjrfluously, and ’t were more honotir some 
were away. 

Con. Even as your hoi-se bears your 
praises : who would trot as well, were some 
of your brags dismounted. ^ 7 h 

' Dan. ’Would I were able to load him with 
his desert ! Will it never be day '? 1 will 

trot to-moiTow a mihi, and my way shall be 
paved with English face.s. 

Con. 1 will not say so, for fear I should be 
faced out of my way. But I would it were 
morning, ft)r I would fain be about the eare 
of the English. 

Ham. Who will go to hazar<l with me for 
tw(!nty prisoners 1 

Con. You must first go yourself to hazard, 
ere you have them. 

Dan. ’T is midnight : 1 ’ll go arm myself. 

{Exit. 

Orl. The Dauphin longs for morning. 

Jiam. He longs to eat the English. 

Con. I think he will eat all he kills. 

Orl. By the white haiul of my lady, he ’s a 
gallant prince. 

Con. Swear by her foot, that she may tread 
out the oath. 

Orl. He is simply the most active gentle- 
man of Fmnce. 

Cnn. Doing is activity, and he will still be 
doing. 

Orl. He never did harn), that T heard of. «*• 
Con. Nor will do none to-morrow : he will 
keep that good name still. 

Orl. I know him to be A'aliant. 

Con. I wsui told that, by one that knows 
him better than you. 

Orl. What ’s he ? 

Con. Marry, he told me so himself j .'Uid 
he said, he cai’ed not wIkj kncAv it. I 


Orl. He needs not ; it is no hidden virtue 
in him. 

Con. By my faith, sir, but it is ; nevei* 
anybody saw it, but his lackey : 't is a hooded 
valouf* ; and when it appears, it will bate, iia 
Orl. Ill will never siiid well. 

(^on. I will cap that proverb with — Thei'e 
is flattery in friendship. 

Orl. Ami 1 will tiiko up that with — Give 
the devil his due. 

Co}i. Well placed : there stands your friend 
for the deVil ; have at the very eye of that 
l»roverb, with — A pox of the cievil. lao 

Orl. You are the better at jiroverbs, by 
how much — A fool’s bolt is soon shot. 

Ctm. You have shot over. 

Orl. 'T is not the first time you were over- 
•shot. 

Enter a Messemjer. 

Meas. My lord high constable, the English 
lie within fifteen hundred paces of your tents. 

. Con. Who hath measiu’ed the ground ? 

Meaa. The Lord Grandpre. 

Con. A valiant and niost e.xpert gentle- 
man. — ’Would it were day ! — Alas, 

Harry of England ! — he longs not for the 
dawning, as we do. J8» 

Orl. What a wretched and peevish fellow 
is this King of England, to moj)e with his fat- 
brained followers so far out of his knowledge. 

Con. If the English had any apprehension, 
they would run away. 

Orl. ’I’hat they lack ; for if their lu*ads had 
any intellectual armour, they could never 
wear such heavy head- pieces. 

Jtam. Tliat island of England breeds very 
valiant creatures : their nmstiffs are of Uii- 
matchablo courage. 

Orl. Foolish curs ! that run winking into 
the mouth of a Russian bear, ami have their 
heads crushed like rotten apples. You may 
as well say, that’s a v.aliant flea, that dare 
eat his breakfast on tht< lip of a lion. 

Con. Just, just; ami the men do sym- 
pathise with the mastiffs in robustious and 
rough coming on, leaving their wits with 
their wives : and then give them great meals 
of beef, and iron ami steel, they will eat like 
wolves, and fight like deA'ils. iw> 

Orl. Ay, but these English are shrewdly 
)ut of beef. 

Con. Then shall we find to-morrow, they 
have only stomachs to eat, and none to fight. 
Now is it time to arm ; come, shall we about it? 
Orl. It is ijow two o’clock : but, let me 
see, by ten. 

We shall have each a humlred Engli.sh- • 
men. {Eiceunt. 


Act -IV. 


SOKKE I. 


KING HKNllY V. 


ACT 

Enter Clmms. 

CJtortis. Now entertain conjecture of a 
time, 

When creeping murmur, ami the jjoring 
(lark, 

Fills the wifh* vessel of the univcm*. 

From camp to camp, thioiigli the foul womb 
of night, 

The hum of t>i(.hor army stilly sounds, 

That the fix’d scntiiusls almost receive 
The secret whisp(;rs of each other’s watch : 
Fire atiswers fire, and through their paly 
Ihimos 

Each battle se(‘S the other’s umber’d face : 
►Stecnl threattms st(ied, in high and boastful 
jieighs ](> 

Pi(‘rcing the night’s dull ear ; and from the 
tents, 

'I’he armourers, awomplishijig tlu' knights, 
With busy hammers (dosing rivets up, 

(live dreadful nobs of pre[)ai-ation. 

The country cocks do crow, the clocks do 
toll, 

And the third hour of drowsy morning 
name. 

Proud of their numbers, and secure in soul, 
The confident and over-lusty French 
D(j the low-rated English piny at dice ; 

And chide the ci’if»^»h^, tardy-gaited night, w 
Who, like, a foul and ugly witch, doth limp 
So tediously away. The poor condemned 
English, 

hike sacrifices, by their watchful fires 
Hit jmtiently, and inly ruminate 
The morning’s danger; and their gesture 
sad, 

Investing lank-lean cheeks, and war-woi'U ; 

coats, i 

Presen teth them unto the gazing moon ' 

Ho many horrid ghosts. O ! now, who will 
behold 

The royal captain of this ruin’d band. 

Walking from watch to watch, from tent to 
tent, ••)" 

Let him cry — Praise aiid glory on his head ! 
For feHli he .goes, and visits all his host. 

Bids them good-morrow with a modest smile, 
And calls them brothel’s, friends, and country- 
men. 

Upon his royal face there is no nob*, 

How dread an army hath (‘nrounded him ; 

Nor doth he dedicate one jot (jf colour 
Unto the weary and all-watched night : 

But freshly looks, and overbeai’s attaint 


IV. 

With cluici'ful semblance, and sweet ma- 

That every wretch, pining and pale before, 
Beholding him, plucks comfort from his looks. 
A largess universal, like th(! sun, 
fJis liberal eye doth ,gi''e to every one. 
Thawing cold fear, that na'aii and gentle all, 
Behold, as may iinworthincss define, 

A little touch of Harry in the uijifht. 

And .so our scene must to the hatth* fly ; 
Where, () for pity ! we shall much disgraci* — 
With four or five most vile and ragged 
foils, .w 

Bight ill di.spos’d in hrawl ridiculou.s — 

The nanu^ of Agiacourt. Yet, .sit aiul s(*e ; 
Minding true things by what tlunr mockeries 
be. [A’vif. 


ScEXK I.---The English Camp at Agincourt. 

Kntf-r Kiny llKNHy, Bicdpoud, and Glosteh. 

K. Glostcr, ’tis true that we are in 

great danger ; 

The greater therefore shoidd onr eonragi* 
he. — 

Good morrow, In’othcr Bedford.- -God Al- 
mighty ! 

There is some soul of goodness in things e\ il, 
Would men ohservingly distil it out ; 

For our had neighhour makes us early stirrei’S, 
Which is both healthful and good husbandry : 
Besides, they ar(^ our outward (iouscieuces, 
And preachers to us all ; admonishing, 

That we should di’css ns fairly for our end. t" 
Thus may we gather honey from the weed, 
And make a moral of the devil himself. 

Enter EuriNoifAM. 

Good morrow, old Sir Thomas Erpingham : 

A good soft pillow for that good white head 
Were blotter than a churlish lui’f of France. 
Krp. Not .so, my liege : this lodging likc.s 
me lietter, 

Since I may .say, now lie 1 like a king. 

1\. Jlen. ’T i.s .good fijr men to love their 
pre.sent pains 

Upon example; so tlic spirit is ea.sed : 

And when th<> niintl is (piicken’d, out of 
doubt, ’.f' 

The organs, though defunct and dead before, 
Break u}) their drowsy grave, and newly 
move 

With casted slough and fresh legerity. 
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Act IV. 


KING HENUY V. 


Scene I. 


Tjeiid me thy cloak, Sir Thomas. — Brothel's 
both, 

Comrneml mo to tlie princes in our camj>: 

I )o my good morrow to them ; and, anon, 
J.)('sir<! tiu'iii all to ifty [laviliou. 

(/lo. We shall, my liege. 

[JiMutid (Jlostek am/ Bkdkord. 
/iV/i. Shall 1 attend your gr!ic<‘ 1 
K. Hen. Ko, my good knight; 

tlo with my brothei's to my lords of Eng- 
land : * ■*' 

T and my bosom must debate .-iwhile, 

-\]ul then I would no other company. 

Erjh The l.iord in heaven bless tliee, noble 
HaiTy ! [^K.cil. 

K. y/c/i. (lOil-a-mercy, old heart ! thou 

speak’st cheerfully. 

Entet' PlSTOIi, 

Qni rn Jil / 

A'. Hen. A friend. 

l)i.scuss unto me; art thou otlicer ? 

Oi' art tlum ba.s«*, coiniiKm, and* popular? 

1\. Hen. I am a gentleman of a company. 
Pht. Trail'st thou the ]»uis.sant ])ike? 40 

K. Hen. Even so. What arc yon ? 

J*lst. As good a gentleman ius the emperor. 
K. Hen. Then you are a better than tin* 
king. 

Pist. The kiiig'.s a bawcock, and a heart of 
sold, 

A lad of life, an imp of fame ; 

Of parents good, of list most valiant : 

J kiss his dirty shoe, an<l from htiartstring 
1 Jove the lovely bully. AVliat '.s thy name ? 
K. Hen, Harry le Iloif. 

Pist. Le Hot/ ! a (.'orni.sh name : art tliou of 
Cornish ei-ew ? .v 

K. Hen. No, 1 am ;i Wel.shman. 

Pist. Know’st thou Fluellon ? 

K. Hen. Yes; 

Pist. Tell him, I 'll knock his leek about 
his pate, 

Upon Saint Davy’.s <lay. 

K. Hf.n. T)o not you wear your dagger in 
your cap that <lay, lest he knock that about 
yours. 

Pist. Art thou his friend ? 

K. Hen,. And his kinsman too. 

Pint. The tigo for thee then ! •» 

K. Hen. I thank you. (l-od bo with you ! 
Pist. Aly name is Pi.stol called. YExit. 

K. Hen. Tt sorts well with your fierceness. 

Etder PLi’nr.LRN nnd Cower, scveralhj. 

(row. Captain Kluelleu ! 

PIu. So, in the niune of Cheshu C^irist, 
speak lower. It is the greatest admiration I 


in the nnivei'stil world, when the true and 
aunchient prerogatifes and laws of the wars 
is not kei)t. If you would take tl)e pains 
, but 'to examine the wans of Pompe.y the Great, 
you shall find, 1 warrant you, that there *is 
jio tjhldle taddlc, nor pibble pabbh^, in Pom- 
})ey’.s camp ; I warrant yon, you shall find 
the ceremonies of the wars, and the cares ol 
it, and the forms of it, and the sobriety of it, 
and the nu)d('sty of it, to be otherwise. 

O’uio. Why, the enemy is loud ; you hear 
him all niglit. 

Pfu. If the enemy is an ass and a fool, 
and a prating coxcomb, is it. meet, thiidc you, 
that wo should also, look you, be an ass, and 
a fool, and a ju'aliug coxcomb?, in your own 
conscience now ? -o 

tiow. I will speak lower. 

Ffn. 1 pray you, and beseech 3'ou, timtyou 
will. Gower and PLUELr.Kx. 

K. Hen. I’hough it appear a little out of 
fashion, 

Thei'c is much care and valour in thi.^ 
Welshman. 

Enter Bates, Coritr, and Williamib. 

Court. Brother John Bates, is not that the 
moiiiing which bieaks yonder ? 

Bates. I think it be ; but we liave no great 
cause to desire the approach of day. 

Will. We see yonder tlu^ beginning of the 
day, but f think we shall never staj the end 
of it. — VV^io goe.s there ? . 91 

K. Hen. A. fvieiul. 

Will. Umh'i* wlia(. eaptaiii S(!rvt* you ? 

K. Hen. Umhn' 8ir Thomas Erpingham. 

Will. A good ohl commander, and a most 
kind gentleman : I pray you, wlir.t thinks he 
of our estate ? 

K. Hen. Even :is men wracked upon a 
sand, that look to be washed off the Jiext tide. 

Pedes. He hath not told his thought to the 
king ? 

K. Hen. No ; nor it is not meet he should. 
For. though I speak it to you, I think the 
king is but a man, ns J am : the violet smells 
to him, as it doth to me ; the (dement shows 
to him, as it doth to me ; all his sen.sos have 
but human conditions : his ceremonies laid by, 
in hi.s nakodne.s.s lu^ ap2)ear8 but a man, and 
though liis liffections are higher mounted tlian ■ 
ours, yet, when they stoof^, they stoop with 
the like wing. Therefore, when Ite sees reason 
of feai'S, as wo do, his fears, out of doubt, be 
of tlie same relish as ours are : yet, in rea.son, 
no man should jmssess him with any appear- 
ance of fear, lest he, by showing it, should 
dishearten his army. ns 
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Hales. Ho may show what outward courage 
ho will ; but, I bolievc', as cold a night as 't is, 
he could wish himself in Thames up to the 
neck : and I by Jam, at all udvcntui’cs, so we 
>vere qijit hen;. 

•A'. JIv.n. By njy trotli, I will speak niy 
conscience of tla^ king : J think, he wbuld 
not wish himstilf ajjy wliei’e butwhei’o he is. 

Jiatf's, Then 1 would ho w'cre here alone: 
so shouhl ho be sure. t<^ b(< lunsoined, and a 
many poor men's lives saved 

K, Hen. r dare, sfiy, you iove him not so 
“ill, to wish liim Jiei-e alone, howsoever you 
sjjcak this, to feel c/ther iiicji’s ininils. • Me- 
thinks, T cmdd not die any where so contented 
as in the king's company, his cause being 
just, and his (puirrel lionourable. 

Will. I'hat ’s more than avo know,* 

Halett. Ay, or more than wo should Seek 
after;. for AVt' knoAv cnougli, if we know avo 
are the king's subjects. If his cau.se be 
Avrong, our obedience to tlie king wipes the 
crime of it tint of u-s. i;ii' 

Will. But if tlie cause be not good, tlu^ 
king himself hath a heaA’y l eckoning to make : 
Avheu all those logs, and anns, and lieads, 
chopped oir in a battle, slndl join togetlier at 
the latter day, ajul cry all — “ Wo died at 
such a place ; ” some swearing, some crying 
for a surg(*on, some niAon their AviA Cs left 
poor behind them, sf>me njKUi the debts they 
owe, some upon their children rawly left. 1 
am afeard tliere are fcAv die Avell, that die in 
a battle ; for liow can they charitably <lispos(‘ 
<»f anything, wlien bh)o<l is their argument ? 
Noav, if thf.-se men do not die well, it Avill be 
a bla’ek matter for tin' king that led them to 
it, Aviioin to <lisoljcy were against all propor- 
tion of sulije» tioii. 

K. Hen. So, if a son, that is by his father 
sent a.hout mejchfijidise, tlo sinfully miscarry 
upon the sea, the imjmtation of his Avicked- 
ness, by your nd<!, should be imposed ujxm 
his fathei' that sent liim : or if a servant, j 
under his master’s command, transporting a ■ 
sum of money, he as.siiilcd by roblwrs, ami { 
die in many irrcconciled iniquitie.s, you ' 
may call the !>usine.ss of the master the author ! 
of the Servant s damnation. But this is not 
so : the king i.s not honml to answer the 
j)ax’tie.u]ar ejidings of his soldiers, t^e father j 
of his son, nor tlie master of his servant; 
for they pnr])ose Jiot their death, AA'hen they 
purj)Ose. tlioir services. Besides, there is no 
king, he his cause never so spotless, if it 
come to the arbltrement of swords, can try it 
out with all un.sp()tte<l .soldiers. , Some, ])er- 
adveuture, have on them the guilt of pre- 


medilatod and coutriA'ed muiAler ; some, of 
beguiling virgins with the broken seals of 
perjury ; some, making the Avars their bul- 
Avark, that have before gored the genth; 
bosom of peace Avitli pillage and robbery. 
Now, if these men liavfi defeated the hiAv, 
and oJitrun natiAc puiiishnunit, though they 
can outstrip mou, tluw hav(! no Avings to ily 
from God : Avar is his ImsuUc, Avar is his ven- 
geance ; so that here uum ar(' punislie’d, for 
before-broach of, the king'.s laAvs, in now the 
king’s rjuarrel : Avherc they ft'aved I lie death,' 
they have borne life away, and Asheie they 
would Ix! safe, tliey j)<;rish, ’riieu, if thev 
<lie Ainprovided, no more is the king guilty of 
their damnatiou, than he, avus befove guilty 
of those impieties for the; wliicli they ai-e now 
vi.sit.ed. Kvevy .subject's duty is the king’s ; 
but eA'cry subject's soul is his oavii. There- 
fore should eAery soldhn* in the Avars ilo as 
every sick man in his bed, Avash t-.very luotli 
out of his couseiencc. ; and <lying so, death is 
to him advantage ; or not dying, tlie time 
Avas blessedly lost, wherein such ])rc}iaration 
Avas gained : and in him that escapes, it aa'cvo 
not sin to think, that making God so frois an 
olfer, he let him outlive that day to see his 
greatiu'ss, am I to teach otluuAS how they 
.sJiould prejiaii* 

Will. ’T is certain, (‘very man tliat dies ill. 
tlie ill upon his own lusul : the king is not to 
answer it. 

Jlnfes. I. do not dc^sire he shmdd answer 
for UK*; and yet I determine, to tight lustily 
for liim. , 

K. Uea. T myself hc’ard tin* king say, lu' 
Avouhl not be ransomed. 

Win. Ay, he .said .so, to make us fight 
elmerfully ; but Avhen our tli mats are cut, be. 
may be ransomed, and wt' ne’er the Aviser. 

K. Hen. If I liAo to se(‘ it, 1 Avill neveu’ 
trust Ids word after. 

Will. You pay him then ! That ’s a pi'i'ilou.s 
•shot out of aix elder gtni, that a }>oor 
and a private displeasure cun do against 
a monarch. You may as avoU go about to 
turn the sun to ice with fanning in his fac<j 
Avith a, peacock’s feath(*r. You ’ll nevej.’ trust, 
his avoiaI after ! conu*. ’t is a foolish saying, je. 

K. Hen. Your rejiroof is something t(x» 
round : 1 should be angry with you, if tin; 
time were convenient. 

Will. ].jetit be a quarrel lietAveen us, if you 
live. 

K. Hen.. I einbi'ace it. 

Will. Hoav .shall I know thee again ? 

K. lien. Give nio any gage of thine, and I 
Avill Aveav it in my bonnet : then, if ever thou 
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(lurcst acknowlfdge it, I will make it my 
<(narrel. 210 

WifL Here ’h my glove : give me another 
of thine, 

./r. n>'H. 1 ’liere. 

Wi//. TJih will I also wear in my cap : if 
e\ ei’ thou come to mo and say, after to-morrow, 
‘‘This is my glove,” by this haiul, 1 will take 
thee a box on tlie ear. 

K. lff>n. If ever 1 . live to see it, I will chal- 
lenge it. ^ 

Win. Thou claiH'st as well be hanged. 

K. Well, T will do it, though I take 

thw 5 in the king’s company. 

Will. Keep thy wor<l : fare thee well, 22i> 
liaU‘it. Bo fihuids, yt)U English fools, be 
'friends ; we have French (piariels enow, if 
yon could tell how to reckon. 

K. IL'it. fndeisl, the Fren<;h may lay twenty 
.Fnnieh erowns to one, Ihey will beat u.s ; 
for tluwbear them o)i their .shoulders : but it 
i.s no English trea.son to cut Frtmch crowns, 
and to-morrow the king liipistdf will Ikj a 
clippiT. yExemit Soliliers 

Upon the king! let us onr lives, onr souLs, 
ttur debts, our careful wives, o:mi 

Our ehihlren, ami our sins, lay on the king! — 
We must bear all, () hard eomlition, 
Twin-born witli groatne.ss, stibject to the 
l>reati» 

i )f every fool, whose .stmse no more can feel 
But hi.s own wringing ! Wluit intinite heart’s 
ease 

Must kings neglect, that private men enjoy ! 
And what have kings, tliat priv.atcs have not 
too, 

•Save ceremony, save general ceremony ? 

And what art thou, thou i<lol ceremony? 

What kind of god art thou, that snffer’st 
more 

Of mortal griefs, than do thy worshipjiers 1 
What are thy rents ? what aiv thy comings- 
in 

O ceremony, show me but thy worth ! 

What is thy soul of adoration '? 

Art thou aught else but place, degree, and 
form, 

treating awe and fear in other men ? 

WJuircin thon art lc.ss hai»py, being fear’d, 

’J'liau they in fearing, 

U'hat drink’, st thou oft, iii.stea<l of homage 
sweet, 

But j>oisou’d flattery 1 ( > I be sick, great 

greatness, 260 

Ami bid tby cex’emouy give thee cui'e, 

Tliuik’.st iliun, the Ihny fever will go out 
With titles blown from lulniation ? 

Will it give place to floxu 10 and low l.>ending? 

302 


Canst tlioii, when thou cominand’st the beg=- 
gar’s knee, 

Command the health of it ? No, thou proud 
dream, 

That play’st so subtly with a king’s rei>o.se : 

T am a king, that find thee ; ami I know, »• 
’T I's not the balm, the sceptre, and the hall, 
The swortl, the mace, the crown impei’ial, •.«> 
The inter-tissued robe of gold and pearl, 

The farced title running 'foi’e the king, 

I'he throne he sits on, nor the tide of pomp 
That beats upon the high shore of this 
world ; 

’ •V 

No, not all these, th rice-gorgeous ceremony. 
Not all tho.se, laid in bod uiajestical, 

(!au sleep so .soundly jis the wretched .slave, 
WJio, with a body fill’d, and vacant mind. 
Gets him to rest, cramm’d with distressful 
Ixreatl, 

Never set's lion'id uiglit, the child of hell, 270 
But, like, a lackey, from the rise to set, 

Sweats in tin* eye t)f Phoibu.s, aud all night 
Slet‘[).s in Elysium ; lu'xt day, after dawn, 
Doth ri.se anti liclp ITypei'ion to Ins hoi-se ; 
Ami follows .so the tner running year 
With jwofitable labour to lus gnivt?; 

Aud, but for ceremony, sut^h a wretch. 
Winding up days with toil, and nights with 
sleep. 

Had the iorehand mul vantage of si king. 

'I’Jie slave, a member of the eonutry’s peace, 
Enjoys it ; but in gross brain litth) wots, 2«i 
What watcli tho king ke<?ps to maintain tlie 
j)eace. 

Whose hours tlie peasant best advantages. 
Entar EuriNGiiAM. 

Erp. My lord, your nobles, jealous of your 
absence, 

Seek through your camp to find you. 

K. Hen. Gooil old knight, 

Oolh'ct them all together at my tent : 

1 ’ll be Ixefore thee. 

Erp. I .shall do ’t, my lord. \Exit. 

K. Hen. O God of battle.s ! steel my soldiers’ 
hearts ; 

■Possess them not with fear ; take from them 
now 

The sense of reckoning, if the opposed num- 
bers :»•) 

Pluck their hearts i'roni them ! — Not to-day, 
t) Lord ! 

O ! not to-day, think not upon the fault 
]My father made in compassing the crown. 

J Richard’s laxly have interred now, 

And on it have bestow’d more contrite tears 
Than from it issued forced drojis of blood. 
Five himdfred poor I have in yearly pay, 
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Who twice a day their wither’d hands hold 
up 

Toward heaven, to pardon blood; and I have 
built 

T\^o chantries, where the sad and sol^nn 
priests hoo 

Sing still for Richard’s soul. More will I do; 
Though all that I can do is nothing woi'th, 

® Since that my penitence comes after all, 
Imploring pardon. 

. Enter Gloster. 

Gh. My liege ! ‘ * 

K. Hen. My brother Gloster's voice ? — Ay; 
I know thy en*and, I will go with thee ; — 
The day, my friends, and all things stay for 
me. \E.Keunt. 

Scene II. — Hie French Camp. 

Enter Dauphin, Orleans, Rambures, and 

otherii. 

Orl. The sun doth gild our armour : up, 
my lords ! 

Dan. MonJtez d cJieval ! — My horse ! vod'et ! 
hveqnmj ! ha ! 

Orl. O bravo spirit ! 

Dau. Via ! — lea eanx H la terre ! 

Orl. Rien pnia'l Vair et lx feu / 

Dau. del ! Cousin. Orleans. 

Enter Constable. 

Now, n)y lord constable ! 

Con. Hark, how our steeds for present 
service neigh. 

Dau. Mount tliem, and make incision in 
their hiVles, 

That, their hot blood may spin in English 
eyes, i'> 

And dout them with superfluous courage : ha ! 

Ram. What, will you have them weep our 
hoi’ses’ blood '< 

How shall wo then behold their natuml 
tears ? 

Enter a M essetiger. 

Mess. The English are embattled, you | 
French peers. 

Con. To horse, you gallant pi'inces ! straight 
to house ! 

Do but behold yon poor and starved band. 
And your fair show shall suck away their 
souls, 

Leaving them but the shales and husks of 
men. • 

Tliere is not work enough for all our hands ; 
Scarce blood enough in all their sickly veins, 


To give each naked curtlc*-axe a stain, 21 . 
Tliat our French-gallants shall to-day draw 
out. 

And sheathe for lack of sport ; let us but 
blow on them, 

The vapour of our valour will o’erttirn them. 
’T is jwsitive ’gainst all exceptions, lonls, 
That our supei’fluous Iack<‘ys, and our 
pea.sants. 

Who, in unnecessary action, swarm 
About our squares of battle, wort! omiw 
To purge this field of such a hilding foe, 
Though wo uj)on this mountain’s basis by »> 
TooktStand for idle speculation : 

But that our honours must not. What ’s tt> 
say '{ 

A veiy little let us do. 

And all is done. Then, let the ti-umi>etH 
sound 

The tucket sonance, and the note to mount : 
For our approach shall so much dare the field,. 
That England slwll crouch down in fear, and 
yield. 

Enter GBAN])rRE. 

Grand. Why do you stay so long, my lords; 
of France ? 

Yon island carrioles, tlesjK'rate of their bones, 
Ill-favour’dly become tla* morning field : <■> 

Their mgged cxirtaijis poorly are let loose, 
And our air shakes them pa.ssing sconiftdly. 
Big Mars seems bankru]>t in theii' Ijoggar’d! 
host. 

And faintly through -ii rusty beaver peH*ps. 

The horsemen sit like fixed <!andlesti(;ks, 

With torch-staves in their hand; and their 
j)Oor jades 

Lob down their heads, dropping the hides and 
hips. 

The gum dowui-rojiiiig from their }»ale-<lead 
eyes,_ 

And in their pale dull mouths the gimmard 
hit 

Lies foul with chew’d grass, still ami motion- 
less ; aiv 

And then* executors, the knavish crows. 

Fly o’er them all, impatienf foj- their hour. 
Description cannot suit itself in words. 

To deinon.strate the life* td' .such a battle, 

In life so lifeless as it shows itself. 

Con. Tliey have said their prayers, and 
they stay for <leath. 

Dau. Shall wc go send them dinnei*s, and 
fresh suits. 

And give their fasting houses ]->roven<ier, 

And after fight with them 1 

Co7i. I stay but for my guard. On, to the 
field ! V 
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1 will tlio banner from a tvuunwfc take,* 

And n.se it for my liasto. Come, come, 
away ! 

The sun is high, and we outwear the day. 


Scene III.— Tho English CJami>. 

th '^ Eufflish * Host ; Gloster, IJedeord, 
Exeter, Salisbury, and ^’’e.si'.morklanu. 

t 

(ilu. Where is the king I 

lied . The king liimseJf i.s rodi) to view their 
battle. 

West, Of lighting men they have full three- 
score thousand. 

Exa. Tlioi’e ’s fivi^ to one; beside.s, they all 
are fresli. 

Sal. God’s arm strike witli iis ! 't i,s a fear- 
ful odtls. 

God bo wi’ yon, in'inccs all ; I 'll to my charge: 
If we no more meet, till we iv.eefc in heavi'ii, 

Then, joyfully, — my noble liOrd of Bedford, 

My dear Loivl Gloster, — aiul my good Lonl 
Exeter, — , 

And my kind kin.sn\an, — wai’rior.s all, adieu ! 

died . Farewell, good Salisbury ; and gootl 
luck go with thee ! n 

Exe. P'arewell, kind lord. Fight valiantly 
to-day : 

And yet 1 do thee wrong, to mind thee of it, i 
For thou art fram’d of the linn truth of valour. 

[Exit SAiaaiJURY. 

Eed. lie is a.s full of valour as of kindness; 
Princely iu botli. 

Enter King Henry. 

irest, O ! that we now had here 

But one ten thousand of those men in England, 
Tliat do no work to-day ! 

A' What 's he, that wishes so ? 

IVIy cousin Westmoreland I — No, my fair 
cousin : 

If we are mark’d to die, we are enow »> 

To do our country loss ; and if to live, 

The fewer men, the gi’eater shai*e of honour. 
God’s will ! I pray thee, wish not one man 
more. 

By Jove, I am not covetons for gold ; 

Nor care I who doth feed npon my cost ; 

It yearns mo not if men my garments wear ; 

’ ;Such outwai’d things dwell not in my desires : 
But, if it bo a sin to covet honour, 

I am tho most offending soul alive. 

No, faith, my coz, wish not a man from 
England : so 

God's peace ! 1 would not lose so great an 
honour, 




Ab one man more, luethiuks, would shax^ 
from me. 

For the best hope I have. G ! <lo not wish 
one more : 

Bather pi'oclaim it, Westmoreland, >thi"Ough 
‘ my host. 

That he, which hath no stouiuch to tliis tight, . 
Lot him depart, his pas.sixu't shall be made, 
And crowns for convoy jmt into his purse : . 

We would not die in that man’s crompany, 
That fears his fellowship to die with us. 

This day is call’d the feast of Crispian : 

He thdt outlives this day, and comes safe 
home, ’ 

Will .stand a tiivtoe wlien this day is nam’d, 
And rousts him at tho name ofiOrispian. 

He that ’shall live this day, and .see old age, 
Will yearly on tho vigil feast his neighbours, 
And say, — To-mon’ow is Saiivt Grispian : 

TJien will he strip his sleeve, and show his 
seal's. 

Old men foi'get ; yet all shall be forgot. 

But he ’ll remember with advantages, 

What feats he did that day. Theti shall our 
names, *' 

Fiimiliar in liis month ;is household woi'ds, — 
Harry tho king, Bedford and Exeter, 

Warwick and 'Talbot, Salisbury and Gloster, — 
Be in their flowing cu2)s freshly remember’d. 
This stoi'y shall the good man teach his son, 
And Crispin Crispian shall ne’er go by. 

From tliis day to the ending of tho world. 

But we in it shall be vcmemberoil ; 

We few, we liajijiy few, we baufi of brothers : 
For he to-day that sheds his blood with me eo 
Shall be my brother ; be be ne’er so vile, 

This day .shall gentle his condition : 

And gentlemen in England, now a-bed, 

Shall think themselves accurs’d, they were 
not here. 

And hold their manhoods cheap, whiles any. 
s^ieaks 

That fought with ns upon Saint Crispin's 

clay* 


Enter Salisbury. 


Sal. My sovereign lord, bestow yoursell, ’ 
with speed : ! 

The French are bravely in their battles set, 
And wiU with all exjiedience charge on .us. 

K. lieu. All things are ijeady, if our minds^- 
be so. ' 

West. Perisl) the man whose mind is back* 
ward now 1 

JT. lien. Thou dost not wish more help ^ 
froyi England, cousiB ? 

West, God’s will ! my Uege, 'would yon, 
and I alone, ' . , » ‘ 
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Without more help, could fight tliis royal 
battle ! 

/r. lien. Why, now thoxi hast unwisU’d five 
thousand inoi ; 

"^hich likes me better than to -wish us one.- 
You know your places ; God be with yo'A all! 

Tin-hit. JUntar Montjov. 

Mont. < luce more 1 come to kiioAv of thee, 
Ki)ig Harry, 

If for thy lansom thou wilt now comi>onnd, 
Before thy most assurotl overthrow : 

For, cci’tainly, thou ait: so near the gulf, 

Thou needs rmtSjt be juiglutted. Resides, in 
mercy. 

The constablT desires ihcc, thou wilt miiul 
Thy followers of v<*peutanee ; that their souls 
May make a ])(.'aceful and a swe(.‘t retire- 
From off th<is<< fields, whci-e, wretches, their 
poor bodies 
Must lie and fester. 

yC. JIcii. Who hath sent thee now ? 

J/ont. TIk' eonstablc of France*. , 

yy. iy<\>. l Jiray thee, bear my former 
uuswej- back ; 

Bid them achieve ni<‘, and then sell my 
bones. to 

Good God ! why should they mock poor 
follows thus ( 

The ma.n, that oneo di<l .sell the lion’.s skin 
While the b(‘ast liv’d, was kill’d with hunting 
Jiim. 

A many of our bodies .sh.'di, no <loubt, 

Find native graves ; upon the which, 1 trust, 
•Shall Avitness live in brass of this day’s Avork; 
And tlio.se that leav<> their valiant bones in 
H’j-ance, I 

Dying like’iuen, though buried in vour dnng- 
liills, 

The\' .shall b(^ fam’il : for there tlu; sun shall 
greet them. 

Amt draw tlu'ir honours r(‘eking u]» to 
heaven, 

Leaving tlu'ir earthly paids tochoke yourolime, 
The srncll whci’Gof shall ia-eed a plague in 
France. 

Mark then alMmmling valour in our Knglish : 
'rhat, being dea»l, like to th(^ bullet’s gi'azing, 
Break out i)ito .a second coniAse of mbschief. 
Killing iu rclai)se of snortafity. 

Let mo. speak proudly : —tell the constable, 

■ We are but Avaia iors for the working-day ; 

Our gaync.ss and onr gilt are all besmirch'd 
'With rainy inarching in tho painful field ; ni* 
■There ’s not a piece of feather in our host 
(Good’argumeitt, I hope, we A^ill not fly), 

, AndAiine hath worn ns into sloveury ; 

•But, by the nj|asH, our hearts are in the trim ; 


And my poor soldiei's tell me, yet ere niglit 
They’ll be in fr(>sher robes, or they will 
pluck 

The gay new coats o’er the Fi'V^ncli soldiers" 
heads. 

And tnrji them out of service. If they ilo 
, this 

(As, if God please, they shall), my ramsoiu 
then 

Will soon be levied, llei-ahl, suA’e tbou thy 
labour ; 

Oomf? tlioii no more for ransom, gentle 
herald : 

They .shall have none, I swear, bnt tlu'se my 
joints; 

I Which, if they liave as T Avill leave ’em tluan, 
Hhall yield them little, tell the constable*. 

.Uoiit. 1 sball. King Hariy. And so fare, 
thee \v'(01 : 

Tliou never shalt hear herald any more. 

[Kdt. 

A\ Ifo.u,. T fear, thoti ’ll once more come 
again for ransom. 

Entfi)' the Duh‘ o/’Yoric. 

York, iffy loi*<1, most humbly on iny knee 
I. beg 

The leading of tlu! vawanl. 

K. llv.n. Take it, bfavo Y'ovk. — Now, 
soldiers, march away : i.c 

And lioAV tliou pleasest, God, dispose the day ! 

SoBNE IV.—The Field of Battle. 

Afnniinii ; E.ixk rsloiiti. .E'lif' i' Friuich 

Sohyicr, PisToe, and V>ey. 

y^>.-i‘. Yield, cur! 

/’/*. ,SeA/. Je qm vous t-ntcn h •jentil' 

Jitnjnih'. d'l hointf qindUn. 

J'ist. (Quality ? Callino, castore mr Art 
(hon a gentleman? 

Wliat is fliy name ? discuss. 

Fr. Fold, 0 Frif/neur IJSi'k./ 

y^id. <), Biguieur Dcav should lx* a gentle- 
man. 

Perpend my words, O Signicur Dcav, and 
mark : — 

(.> Signicur l.)ew, thou diest on point of fpx, 
Excej)t, ( > siguieur, Ihou do give to me v 
Egregious ransom. * e 

/'V. Folil. 0, jn-finc-:: misericoi-di'. pid'. 

de iiioif I 

y*’oit. jffoy shall not serve, 1 will have forfy 
moy.s ; 

Foj* T will fetch thy rim out at thy throat, 

In (h ops of crimson blood. 
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Fr. Hold. Eat il impossible d'esehapper la 
force de ton bras ? 

Fist. Brass, cur ? 

Thou ilamnecl iin»l luxurious mountain goat, 
Oficr’st in« brass? 

Fr. Sold. O fxt rdoiine moy ! 

Fist. Say’.st thou me so ? is that a ton of 
moys ? 

<3<>me hither, boy : ask me this slave in 
Fi’ench, 

What is his name. ' 

Foy. Escoutez : comment e,sfcs’VOUS appelleJ 

Fr. Sold. Monsieur le Fer. 

Hoy. He says, his name is ^^aster Fer. 

Fist. Master Fer! I'll fer him, anePfirk 
liim, and ferret him. — Discuss the .same in 
French unto him. 

Hoy. 1 do not know the French for f<!r, 
iind ferret, and tirk. 

Fist. Bid him pi'epfu'c, for T will cut his 
throat. 

Fr. Sold. Qne dit-il, mo/taienr ? 

Hoy. II me comma tub d rufls dire que iious 
ydif^s cons prest ; car re, aoldat icy est dispose 
Joa.t a cette hcure. de coape.r rostre gorge. 

Fist. Ony, rouper le yorge, par ma Joy, 
peasant. 

Unless thou give me crowns, bravo crowns ; 
Or mangled shalt thou V»e by tliis my 
swor<l. 

Fr. Sold. 0, je. vons snpplie pour I'amour 
ite DieU; me pardon ner ! .Te stiis le geutil- 
homme de honiui maisvn : gardez ma vie, et je 
vovs d.oiineray dev.v. cents eacus. 

Fiat. What are his worths ? 

Hoy. Ho prays you to save his life : he is 
a gentleman of a good house; and, for his 
ransom, he will give you two hundred 
crowns. 

Fist. Tell him, — my fury .shall abate, and 
I the crowns will take, 

Fr. Sold. Fetit monsicar, qne dit-il?. 'o 

Hoy. Encore qn'il est contre son jurement, 
de pardonner auenn prisonie.r : uenntmoina, 
ponr lea eacus quxi voifs Vaccz promis, il e.st 
content d I'uus donner la, liherte, le franchise- 
meut. 

Fr. Sold. Sur 'me,8 genon..v, je. vons donne 
mille remerciemens ; et jc niestime hettreuxe 
guAi je a}'As lomhc entre, les mains d’un cheva- 
lier, je pease, le. plus hrare, valiant, et tr^s- 
distitiguc seigneur dl A'iujleterre. 

Fist. Expound untf> me, boy. ea 

Hoy, He gives yon, upon his knees, a 
thousand thanks ; and he esteems himself 
haj)py that he hath fallen into the hands of 
<»iie (as he thinks) the most brave, valoi*ons, 
and thrice-worthy signieur of England. 


Fist, As I suck blood, I will some mercy 
show. 

Follow me ! [Exit. 

Hoy. Snivez vons le grand enpitaine. [Exit 
French Soldicr.'\ I did never know so tulf a 
voich i.ssue from so emjity a heart : but the 
saying is true, — the empty vessel makes the 
greatest sound. Bardolph and Nym had ten 
tinu‘s more valour than this roaring devil i’ 
the old play, that eveiy one may pare his 
nails witli a woo<lcn thigger; and they are 
both hiuiged ; and so would this be, if lie ' 
dur.st steal anything adventurously. I must 
stay with the lackey.s, with the luggage of our 
<ranip : the French might have a good jirey of 
us, if he knew of it ; for there is none to 
guanl it, but boys. [Exit. 

Sf’KXE V. — Another I'ai't of the Field of 
Battle. 

Alarums. Enter DAuriiiN, Orleans, Bour- 
bon, Constable, Rambukes, and others. 

Can. 0 diabh ! 

Orl. 0 seigne,nr .' le jour est pterdn ! tautest 
perdu 

Dau. Mart de ma vie ! all is confounded, 
all! 

Reproach and everlasting shame 
Sit mocking in our plumes. — 0 meschantAi 
fortune ! 

Do not run away, [A shm't alarum. 

Con. Why, all our ranks are broke. 
Dau. O perdurable shame !- -let ’s stab our- 
selves. 

Be these the wretches that we play’d at dice 
for ? 

Orl. Is this the king wo sent to for his 
ransom ? 

Hour. Shame, and eternal shame, nothing 
but shame ! n* 

Let us die in honourl — Once more back again ; 
And he that will not follow Bourbon now, 

Let him go hence, and, with his cap in hand, 
Like a base pander, hold the chamber-door. 
Whilst by a slave, no gentler than my dog. 
His fairest daughter is contaminated. 

Con. Disorder, that hath spoil’d us, friend 
us now ! 

Let us, in lieaps, go offer up our lives. 

Orl. We are enough, yet Jiving in the field, 
To smother up the English in our throngs, .20 
Tf any order might be thought uiion. 

Hour. The devil take order now ! I ’ll to 
the throng : 

Let life be short, else shame will be too long. 

j [Exeunt, 


306 



Act IV, 


KING HENKY V. 


SCKNK VII. 


Scene VI. — Another Part of tho Field. 

Al'fiTUins. JUntcr Konj IIexky ciiid /orces,;. 

t Exetek, and others. 

K. lien. Well have we tlone, thricc-vallant 
countrymen : 

But all ’s not done ; yet keep tho French the 
field. 

Exe, Tlie Duke of York '•oinmends him to 
yoiir majesty. 

* K. lien. Lives lie, good uncle ? thilce with- 
in this hour 

T saw liim down, thrice up again, and fighting; 
From helmet to the s}>ur all blood lie was. 

Exe. In which array, brave soldier, doth 
ho lie, 

Larding the plain ; and by his bloody side 
(Yoke-fellow to his honour-owing W'ounds) 
The noble Earl of Suliblk also lies. lo 

Suffolk fii-st dic<l ; and York, all haggled over, 
Comes to him, wlmre in gore he lay iusteep’d. 
And takes him by the beard, kisses the 
gashes, 

That bloodily did yawn upon his face ; 

Ho cries aloud, — “ Tariy, dear cousiiT 
Suffolk ! 

My soul shall thine keep coiupany to heaven : 
Tarry, sweet sold, for iniuo ; then fly abi’oast, 
As in this glorious and well-foughten field 
We kejit together in our chivalry ! ” . 

Upon these woi'ds J came and cheer’d him 
up ; 

He smil’d me in tho face, ranght me his 
hand, 

And, with a feeble gripe, says, “Dear my 
bird. 

Commend my service to my sovereign.” 

So did he turn, and over Suffolk’s neck 
He threw his wounded arm, and kiss'd his 
lips ; 

And so, espous’d to death, with blood he 
seal’d 

A testament of noble ending love. 

The pi’etty and sweet manner of it^forc’d 
Those waters from mo, which I would have 
stopp’d ; 

But I had not so much of man in me, aj 
And all my mother came into mine eyes, 

And gave me up to tears. ^ 

K. lien. I blame you not ; 

For, hearing this, I must poidbrce compound 
With raistful eyes, or they will issue too. — 

[vl lariim. 

But, hai‘k ! what new alai'um is this .same ? — 
'rhe French have reinforc’d their scatter’d 
men : — 

Then, every soldier kill his prisoners ! 

Give the word through. [Exeant. 


Scene Vll. — Another Part of tho Field. 

Alanuns. Enter Feukelen and Gower. 

E/n. Kill tho jioy.s and the luggage ! ’t is 
expre.ssly against tho law' t)f arms : ’t is as 
arrant a piece of knavery, mark you now, a» 
can be offer't ; in your cons»?i(‘nce now, is it 
not ? 

Gate. ’Tis ccrfiiin, there ’s not a boy left 
alive ; ami the cowardly rascals, that ran 
from the battle, havt' done this slangliter : 
besides, they liavo burned and carried away 
all that was in the king’s bait ; wherefore the 
king most worthily hath caused every soldiei* 
to cut his ]»ri.soner’s throat. O I ’t is a 
gallant king. ! > 

Elu. Ay, he was jiorn at ^Monmouth, 
Captain Gc»wer. Wliat call you the town’s 
name, whore Alexandei- the pig was born ? 

Gou\ Alexamler the Great. 

E/n. Why, 1 ]»ray you, is not pig, gi’eat ( 
'I'lic pig, or tlici great, or tlie mighty, or the 
huge, or the mugnanimou.s, are all one 
reckonings, save tho phrase is a little varia- 
tions. 

Goic. 1 think, Alcxandi'r the Great wa.s 
bom in !Macedon : his father was called 
Philip of Macedon, us I fake it. s> 

Eln. I think, it is in M.'ieedon, where 
Alexander is poin. 1 tell yon, captain, — if 
you look in tlie maps of the ’oild, I wari’Ant, 
you shall find, in the e()m])ari.sons between 
Macedon and Monrnoutb, that the situations, 
look you, is both alike. There is a river in 
Macedon, and there i.s also moreover a liver 
at Monmouth ; it is ral]i*<l Wye, at Mon- 
mouth : but it is out of my plains, what is 
the name of thi! other river ; but ’tis all one, 
’tis alike as in} liugers is to my fingens, and 
there is s;ilinojis in both. If you mark 
Alexander’s lif»> well, Harry of JVlonmouth’s 
life is coini^ after it indiff’ermit well ; for there 
is figures in ail things. Alexa,nch'r, (God 
knows, and you know,) in his rages, and his 
furie.s, and his wraths, and his oholei’S, and 
his moods, and his displeasures, and his indig- 
nations, and also being a little intoxicates 
in his jirains, did, in his ales and his angers, 
look you, kill his pest friend, Cleitu.s. 

Gow. l>nr king is not like him in that : he 
never kille<l any of liis friends. *•> 

Eln. It is not well done, mark you now', to 
take the tales out of my mouth, ere it is made 
and linLshed. 1 S[)eak but in the figui’cs and 
comparisons of it: as Alexaiuho’ kille<l liis 
friend Cleitus, Ixlng in his ale.s and his ciijis, 
so also Harry Moninonih, being in his right 
wits and his good jii(%mentH, tin ned away the 
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Ifit kiu^lit' 'vitli tlio great belly-douMt^t : b»! 
wjis lull of jests, aucl gipes, and knaveries, and 
mocks : 1. have- forgot bis name. 

ft'o/r. i^ir John lAiIstaff. •'■>> 

J'Vu. That is lu*. I’ll tell you, there is 
gootl men [)orn at Moniuonth. 
f/otv. Here comes liis nmjeMty. 

Alarmn. Jiiitar Khi<j IIknky, irith </ part of 
the Enylish Forres; WaJ'.uU’K, Or.oSTKK, 
Exkter, and others. 

JC. lien. I was not angry since 1 came to 
France 

Until this instant. — Take n (riimpet, lierAld ! 
Hide tlion nnto the horseiuen on yon lull ; 

If they will fight with us, hiil them come 
tlown. 

Or void the field ; they do ollend our sight. 

If they 'II do neither, we will come to them, 
And make them skirr away, as swdft a.s 
stoiK's «<> 

Eni'orceil from the ohl Assyi-ian slings. 
Bc.sides, we'll cut the throats of those we 
have, 

And not a man of them that we shall take, 
Shall taste our mercy. ■ Oo, and tell them .so. 

Enter ISIontjov. 

Exe. Iltjro counts ihe herald of flu; French, 
my liege, 

(tlo. llis eyc.s are humbler than they us’d 
to be. 

K. Hen. How now ! what means this, 
herald ? know’st thou not, 

That I have fin’d the.se bones of mine for 
raJi.som I 

Com'st thou again for ransom ? 

Mont. No, great king 

I come to thee for charitablt* license, 

That we may wander o’ei- this bloody field, 

To book our dead, and then to bury them ; 

To sort our nobles from our common men 
For many of our prinee.s, woe the while ! 

Lie drown’d and soak’d in mercenary blooil 
(So do our vulgar drencJi their [jeasant limbs 
[u blood of princes) ; and their wounded 
steeds 

Fret fetlock deep in gore, and with wild rage 
Yerk out their armed heels at thf'ir dead 
masters, 

Killing them twice. O ! give us leave, great 
kiii<; M 

To view the field in .s.afcty, and disjiose 
Of their <lead bodies. 

K. Hen. 1 tell thee truly, herald, 

I know not if the day bo onrs, or no ; 

For yet a many of your- horsemen peer, 

-And gallop o’er the field. 


Mont. The day is yours. 

K. Hen. Prai.sed bo Ood, and not our 
strength, for it ! — 

What is this castle call’d, that stands hard 
by ? 

Mont. They call it Agin court. 

K, lien. Then call we this the field of 
Agincourt, 

Fought on the tlay of Crispin Crispianus. 

Fin. Your grandfather of famous memory, 
art ’t please your majesty, and your great 
uncle. Fdward the Plack Prince of Wales, as 
I have i*ead in the chronicles, fought a most 
prave pattlo hero iu France. 

K. Hen. They did, Fluelle'n. „ 

Fhi.. Your majesty .says very true. If your 
majesties is remembered of it, the Welshmen 
did good service iu a garden where leeks did 
gi’ow', wearing leeks in their Mouniottth caps; 
which, your majesty know, to this hour is an 
honourable badge of the service ; and, ! do 
Ijclievji, your majesty takes no .scorn to wear 
the hiek upon Saint Tavy’s day. 

K. Hen. I wear it for a memorable 
honoTir : 

For I am Welsh, you know, good country- 
]nau. 

Fhi. All the w'ater in Wye cannot wash 
your majesty’s Welsh p]oo<l out of your pody, 
T can tell you that; Cot pless it, aiul preserve 
it, as long as it pleases his grac(*, and his 
nuijesty too ! 

K. lien. Thanks, good my countryman. 

Fin. By .feshu, I am your majesty’s 
countryman, I care not who know it; I will 
confess it to all the ’orld : I need not to b«.‘ 
ashamed of your majesty, praise«l be God, .so 
long as your majesty is an honest man. 

K. Hen. God keep me so! — Our heralds go 
with him : 

j Bring me just notice of tlu? numbers dead, 

On both our parts. — Call yonder follow hitluM*. 

[Points to WiLiiiAMS. Exeunt Mon'imoy 

anil others. 

Ere. Soldier, you must come to the king. 

E. Hen. Soldier, why wear’st thou that 
glove in thy cap ? 

Will. An ’t ]jleas»i your majesty, ’t is the 
gage of one that 1 should fight withal, if he bt*- 
alive. >-i 

K. Hen. An Englishman ? 

Will. An ’t please your majesty, a ra.scal 
tlisit swaggered with me last night; who, if ’a 
live and ever dare to challenge this glove, I 
have sw'oi'n to take him a box. o’ the ear : oi‘, 
I if can see my glpv't; in his cap (which lie 
swore, as he was a soldier, he would wear, if, 
alive), I will strike it out soithdiy. 
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K, Hen. What think you, Captain Fluolk^n? 
is it fit this soldier kwp his oaili. i:*' 

Flu. is a craven and a villain else, an’t 
please your majesty, in my conscience. 

K. Hen. It may be, liis enony is a genth*- 
man of great sort, rpiite frojn tlas answer of 
his degree. 

Fltu Though he be as good a genthunan as 
•the devil is, as Ijucifer and .Hc!izol)ub Inmself, 
it is necessary, look yoitr gi’, -e, that he keep 
his vow and his oath. If he bi^ peijured, see 
you now, liis reputation is as arrant a yillain, 
and a Jack-sauce, as ever his black shoe trod 
upon Cod’s ground and his earth, in iny eoii- 
scicnce, la. m 

K. Hen. T])cn keep thy vow, sirrah, when 
thou metJt'st tlie fellow. 

Will. So I will, my liege, as 1 live. 

K. Hen. Who servest thou under? 

Wilt. Under Captain Cower, my liege. 

Fbr. Cower is a good cajitain, and is good 
knowledge, and litcratured in tin' wars. 

K. llm. Call him bitlu'r to mo, soldier. iit> 

Will. I will, my lii'ge. [A’riV. 

K. Hen. JIoi'O, Kluellen ; weai' thou this 
favour for me, and stick it in thy cap. When 
Alen(,^on and myself were down together. 1 
plucked tins glove from his helm : if any man 
challenge this, ho is a friend to Alem^'on, and 
an enemy to onr j)oi*sou ; if thou encounter 
any such, appreJiond liim an thou dost me 
love. 

Fin. Your grace does me as great lu'tnours 
as can be desired in the hearts of his subjects : 
t would fail! see the man, that has but two 
legs, that shall fiml himself aggi'i<>fed at this 
glove, that is all ; but I v ould fain see it 
once, and please God of his grace, that I 
might stio. 

K. Hen. Knowest thou Cower ? nei 

Fin. He is my dear friend, au’t please 
you.^ 

K, Hen. Pray thee, go seek him, and bring 
him to my tout. 

Flu. I will fetch him. • \E.eif. 

K. Hen. My lord of AN'arwick, anil my 
brother Glostei-, 

Follow Fliu'llen clovSely at the heels. 

The glox'e, whicli I haA'e given him for a 
favour, • 

May haply ])urehase him a box o’ the ear : 

It is the soldier’s ; T, by bargain, should 
Wear it myself. Follow, good cousin War- 
wick : 

If that the soldier strike him (as, I judge 
By his blunt bearing, he will keep his word), 
Some suddeai mischief may arise of it ; 

For I do know Fluelleu valiant, 1 


’ And, toueliM with clioloi', hot as guupowdei-. 
And (juickly will return an injury : 
j Follow, a.ml sec tln'ie he no liarm between 
I them. — I 1 

1 Co you with me, uncle of Exeter. [^Fxetinf. 


Scene Vlll. — Before King IIknhv’s 
i JPavilion. 

Filter i.io'WVM and Wili.iams. 

Will. J warrant it is to knight you, ca]» 
tuiu. 

Fnfer Fi.itellkn. 

Fin. Cod’s will and his pleasure, captain, 1 
j)eseech you now, come apace to the king , 
there is more good tow.-ird you, peiud venture, 
than is in your knowledgi' to dream of. 

Will. Sir, know you this glove ? 

Flu. Know the glova* i 1 know, the glove 
is a glov('. 

Will. I know this, and thus I challenge it. 

[<V/fr/Av',v liiiii. 

Flu. ’Sblood ! an awaui traitor, as any s 
in the universal ’orld, or in Fi-auce, oi- in 
England. i" 

IrofiK How now, sir! vou villain ! 

Will. Do you think I 11 be forsworn ? 

Flu. Stand away. Captain (rower: 1 Avill 
give trciusou his })aymeut into plows, J war- 
I'ant you. 

Will. 1 am no traitor. 

Flu. That’s a lie iu thy throat. --T charge 
you in his majesty’s nauu% apprelieud him : he 
is a frlejid of the Duke Aleinjou’s. 

Filter Wakwitk and Ci.osTER. 

War. How now, how Jiow ! what’s the 
maitei- I 111 

Fin. My lord of War’vick, here is (praise<l 
be Cod for it !) a most contagious treason 
come to light, look you, as yon shall desire in 
a .summer’s day. Here is his majesty. 

Filter King Hknkv and Exeter. 

K. Hen. How now ! what’s the matter? 

Fin. My lirge, here is a villain, and a 
traitor, tliat, look yoih" grace, has .struck the 
glove which your majesty is take out of tin.' 
lielmet of Alem^on. 

Will. My lic'ge, this was my glove ; here 
is the fellow of it ; a.nd he that I gave it to 
in change promised to wear it iu his cap : 1 
promised to strike him if he did. I met this 
man with my glove in his ca[), and I have 
been as good as my W'oixl. 

Flu. Your majesty heUr now, saving your 
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majesty’s manhood, wliat an armnt, rascally, 
beggarly, lousy knave it is. 1 liope, your 
majesty is pear me testimony, and witness, 
and will avoucliment, that this is the glove 
of Aleiu'on, that your majesty is give me, in 
your conscience now. 

K. Hr.ix. (rive me thy glove, soldier : look, 
hei ‘0 is the fdlow of it, •»" 

’T was I, indeed,, thou promisedst to strike ; 
And thou hast given me. mcBt bitter ternus. 

Fla. An ’t please your majesty, let his 
neck answer for it, if there is any martial 
law in the ’orld. 

K. Hen. How caiist thou make me satis- 
faction 1 

Will. All offences, my lord, come from the 
heart : never <;ame any from mine, that 
might offend your majesty. 

K. Hen. It was ourself thou didst abu.se, 

Will. Your majesty came not like yourself; 
you appeared to me but as a common man ; 
witness the night, your gannents, your low- 
liness ; and what your highness suffered 
iimler tliat .shape, I beseech you, take it for 
your own fault, and nqt mine : for had you 
i)een as I took you for, I made no offence ; 
therefore, I be.seech your highne.ss, pardon 
me. 

K. Hen. Here, uncle Exeter, fill this glove 
with crowns. 

And give it to this fellow^. — Keep it, fellow, 
And wear it for an honour in thy cap. 

Till I do challenge it. — Give him the 
crowms. — «« 

And, captain, you mu.st needs be friends 
with him. 

Fht. By this day and this light, the fellow 
has mettle enough in his belly.- -Hold, there 
is twclvt! pence for you, and I pray you to 
serve God, and kee[) you out of prawls, and 
jmibbles, an«l quarrels, and dissensions ; and, 
I warrant y<ju, it is the better for you. 

Will. I will none of your money. 

Flu. It is with a good will; 1 ciiu tell yoti, 
it will serve you to mend your shoes ; come, 
wherefore should you be so pashful '? your 
shoes is not so goo,d : ’t is a good silling, I 
w'arrant you, or I will change iL ti 

‘ Enter an Ejujlish Herald. 

K. Ilea. Now, hei’ald, arc the <lead nuni- 
)>er’d ? 

Her. Here! is the number of the sl!iu.ghter’d 
French. \^Dplivers a paper. 

K. Hen, What prisoners of good sort are 
taken, uncle 1 

Em. Charles Duke of Orleans, nephew to 
the king ; 


tfohn Duke of Boui’bon, and Lord Bouciqualt: 
Of other lords, and barons, knights, and 
sijuii'es, 

Full fifteen hundred, besides common men. 

K. Hen. This note doth tell me of fbn 
thou.sand French, 

That in tin; fichl lie .slain : of princes, in thi» 
number, 

And nobles bearing banners, there lie dead 
One hundi'ed twenty-six : added to these, 

Of knights, escjuiivs, and gallant gentlemen, 
Eight thousand and four hundred ; of the 
^ which. 

Five hundred were but 'yesterday dubb’d 
knights : 

So that, in these ten thousand they have 
lost. 

There are but sixteen hundred mt ’cenanes ; 
I'he rest are princes, barons, lords, knights, 
squires. 

And gcntleimm of blood and quality. 

The names of those their nobles that lie 
dead, - »> 

Charles Delabreth, high constable of France; 
Jaques of Chatillon, admiral of France ; 

The master of the cross-bows, Loid liam- 
bures ; 

Great-master of F'rance, the bravo Sir Guis- 
chard Dauphin ; 

John Duke of Alen^’on ; Antony Duke of 
Brabant, 

The brother to the Duke of Burgundy ; 

Aiid Edward Dukti of Bar ; of lusty earls, 
Grandjire, and Koussi, Faucouberg, and 
Foix, 

Beaumont, and Marie, Vaudemont and Les- 
trale. 

Here was a i-oya.1 fellovvsliip of death ! — m> 
Where is the number «.»f our English dead? 

[l/crald pre.Hents another jyaper. 
Edward the Duke of York, the Earl of 
Suffolk, 

Sir Richard Kotly, Davy Gam, esquire : 

None else of name ; and of all other men, 

But five-and-twenty. O (xod ! thy ami wa.s. 
here, 

And not to us, but to thy ai’m alone, 

A.scribe we all. — When, without stratagem, 
But in plain shock and even i)lay t)f battle, 
Was eyor known so great and little loss. 

On one. part and on the other ! — Take it, 
God, uo» 

For it is none but thine ! 

Exe. ’T is wonderful ! 

K. Hen. Come, go wo in procession to the 
village : 

And be it deatli proclaimed through our 
host, 
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Act V. 


KING HENRY V. 


Scene X. 


,To boast of tliis, or take that praise from 
God, 

Which is his only. 

Flu. Is it not lawful, an’t please your 
majesty, to tell how many is killed 1 
^ K. Hen. Yes, captain ; but with this ac- 
knowledgment. 

That God fought for us. 


Fin. Yes, tny conscience, he did us great 
good. 19, 

K. Hen. Do we all holy rites : 

Let there be sung Non nobis, and Te Denm, 
The dead Avith chsu-ity enclos’d in clay. 

And tlien to Calais ; and to England then, 
Where ne’er from France amv’d more happy 
uien. [Exeunt. 


ACT V. 


Enter Chorus. 

Cltor. Vouchrafo to those that have not 
read the stmy, 

That 1 may prompt them : ami of such as 
have, 

I humbly pray them to admit the excuse 
■Gf time, of nurnber.s, and due cour.se of things, 
Which cannot in their huge and proper life 
Re here present<!d. Now, Ave bear tlie king 
ToAvai'd (Calais : grant him there ; there seen. 
Heave him away upon your winged thoughts, 
Atlnvart the .sea. Rehohl, the English beach 
Rales in the flood Avith men, Avith AviA'es, and 
boys, 10 

Whose shouts and chips out-\’oioc the deep- 
mouth’d sea. 

Which, like a mighty Avhiffler ’fore the king, 
Seems to •prepare his AA’ay. So, lot him laiul, 
And, solemnly, see him set on to London. 

So swift a pace hath thought, that even now I 
Yon may imagine him upon Blackheatli : 
Where that his lords desire him to liaA^e borne 
His bruiseil helmet, and his beiuled SAvonl, 
Before him, through the city : he forbids it. 
Being free from A-ainness find self-glorious 
pride j •-‘o 

(living full trojihy, signal, and ostent, 

Quite from himself, to Goil-. Rut now liehohl. 
In the quick forge and Avorking-house of 
thought. 

How London doth jiour out her citizens. 

The mayor, and all his brethren, in best sort. 
Like to the senators of the antique Rome, 

With the plebeians swarming at tlieir heids,* 
Go forth, and fetch their conquering Caesar in : 
As, by a lower but loA’ing likelihood, 

Were now the general of our gracious empress 
(As, in good time, he may) from Ireland 
coming, * ai 

Bringing rebellion broached on his sword. 

How many would the jx'aceful city quit, | 
To AVelcoine him ! much more (and much ; 
more cause) 

Did they this Harry. Now, in London [/lace 
him ; * 
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As yet the iamcntation of the French 
Invites the King of England's stay at home 
(The em[)eror coming in behalf of France, 

To order jieace between them); and omit 
All the occuri’cncfes, Avhatever chanc’d, I'l 
Till Harry’s back-i-eturn again to Fiance : 
There must we bring him ; and myself haA c 
play’d 

The interim, by remembering you ’t is [>ast. 
Then brook abridgment, and your eyes ad- 
vance, 

’ (A 

After 3'our thoughts, straight back again to 
France. [Exit. 

Scene I. — France. An English Court 

of Guard. 

Enter Fluellen and Gower. 

Goto. Nay, that ’s right ; but why Airear 
you your leek to-day 1 Saint Davy’s day is 
[last. 

Fhi. There is occasions, and causes, AA-hy 
and wherefore, in all things ; 1 Avill tell you, 
as my friend. Captain GoAver. The rascally, 
scald, beggarly, lousy, pragging knaA'e, Pistol, 
Avhich you and yourself, ami all the ’orld, 
know to be no j letter than a felloAv, look you 
noAV, of no merits, lie is come to me, and 
prings me [ircad and salt yesterday, look you, 
and bid me eat my Ic-.k. It was in a place 
Avhere Icouldnotbreeil noeontention with him; 
but I will be so biild as lo wear it in my cap 
till I see him once again, and then I will tell 
him Jl little piece of my desires. 

Cow. Why, here ho comes, swelling like a 
turkey-cock. 

Enter PiSTOT,. 

Flu. ’T is no matter for his swellings, nor 
his turkey-cocks. — (Jod pless you, Aunchient 
Pistol ! you scurvy, lousy knave, God pless 
you ‘ 

Pist. Hii ! art thou Bedlam ? dost thou 
thii-st, base Trojan, 

To have me fold iqi Pai'ca’.s fatal web ? 

Hence ! I am qualmish at the smell of leek. 



Act V. 


KING HENRY V. 


Scene II. 


Flu. I ]ieseech you heartily, scurvy lousy 
knave, at my desirfjs, and my requests, and 
my petitions, to oat, look you, this leek ; 
because, look you, you do not love it, nor 
yo\ir afleetions, and your appetites, and your 
digestions, doc*s not agree with it, I would 
desire you to eat it. 

Fist. Not for Oadwallailer, and all liis 
goats. 

Fhf. There is one goat for you. 

//m.] Will you be so good, scald knave, as 
eat it ? w' 

Fist. Base Trojan, tliou shalt'die. 

Fill. You say very true, scald knave, when 
God’s will is. .1 will desire you to live in 
the meantime, aiul <'at your victuals : come, 
there is sauce for it. \Strikbiy him, (Ujaiii.^ 
You called m<; yesterday mouiitsiin-squirc, 
but 1 will make you to-<lay a squire of low 
degree. 1 pray you, fall to: if you can mock 
a leek, you can eat a leek. 

(,ov\ Euougli, cajttain : you have as- 
tonished him. ^ 

F/n. I say, 1 will make him cat some part 
of my leek, or [ will jteat his pate four days. 

-Bite, I pray you ; it is good for your green 
wound, and your ploocly coxcomb. 

Pint. Must 1 bitel 

Fin. Yes, cei-tainly, and out of doubt, and 
out of question too, and ambiguities. 

Pist. By this leek, I will most horribly re- 
venge. T eat, and eat I swear — 

F/k. Eat, 1 pray you. Will you have 
some more .sauce to your leek 1 th(u-e is not I 
enough leek to swear l»y. ■■ ' 

Pist, Quiet thy endgrd : thou dost see, I eat. 
Fin. Much good «lo you, scald knave, 
heartily. Nay, pray you, throw none away ; 
the skin is good for your broken coxcomb. 
Wlieu you take occasions to see leeks here- 
after, I pnvy you, mock at 'em ; that is all. 
Fist. Goo<]. 

Fin, Ay, leeks is good. — Hold ,you, there 
is a groat to Jieal M<5ur pate. o < 

Fist. Me a groat ! 

Fin. '\'es, verily, and in truth, you shall 
take it, or I have another leek in my ymcket, 
which you shall eat, 

Pist. J lake tliy groat, in earnt?st of v(i- 
Vf'iige, 

F'".-',. Tf I owe you anything, 1 will pay 
you in cmlg'.ds : you shall be a woodmonger, 
and buy notiiiiig of me but cudgels. God lie . 
Avi’ you, and kec]» you, and heal your pate. 

[ F.>'it. 

Fist. All iu'M shall stir for this. to 

fr'oTC. (to, go ; you are a counterfidt 
cowardly knave. Will yott mock at an | 
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ancient tiwiition, begun upon an bonoumbl^; 
respect, and worn as a memorable trophy of 
predeceased valour, and dare not avouch iii 
your deeds any of your words ? I have seen 
you gleeking and galling at this gentleman 
twice or thrice. You thought, because Jie 
couW not speak English in the native gar}», 
he could not therefore handle an 
cudgel : yon find it otherwise ; and,, lyence- 
Ibrtli, let a Welsh correction teach'" you a 
good English condition. Bare ye w^l. 


Fist. Doth Eortune play 'the huswife with, 
-me now? 

News have I, that my Nell is dead i’ the 
sj>ital 

Of malady of France ; 

And there my j'endozvous is quite cut off. 

Old I do wax, and from my weary limbs 

Honour is cudgelled. Well, bawd I’ll turn, 

And something lean to cutpurse of quick 
hand. 

I’o Englaml will T steal, and th<!re I ’ll steal : 

And patches will .1 get unto these cudgellM 
scars. 

.\nd swear, I got them in the Gallia wars. 

[ F . nif . 


SscEXK IT. — Troyc's in Ghaiupagne. An 
ApartmeJit in the Eronch K tNtj’s Palace. 

Ftitfr, at one door, Khty Henrv, Bedfohu, 
Glostek, Exktf.u, Warwick, Westmore 
LAXO, <in,<l otlu'i’ Lords ; ol miother, tin 
French Kixci, Qnce.u IsABKi., th,c. l^rimcess 
Katiiarink, Lords, Ladies , -I'-c., the. iJah^ 
q/‘Bi'R<;i;.\'nY, and his Train. 

F. Hen. Peace to this mc-(aiiig, wherefore 
wf‘ ar(- nu't ! 

Onto ou)' bi’otlier Fjuuci', and to our sister. 
Health and fair time of day ; joy and good 

AvisllOS 

To •>ur most fair and juinccly ' msin Katha- 
rine ; — 

And, as a br.inch and membei- oi' - his royalty, 
By whom this great assembly i . - '>ntrL\’d, 

Wc do salute yoii, Duke of Ibo -iuidy ; - 
And, ])rinces French, and peerr,. ic alth to you 
all ! ‘ ' 

Fr. Kiny. Tdight Joyous are to behold 
your face. 

3Eo.st worthy brother England ; 1 1 ' ly met 
So are yon, princes Englisli, one. 

<j>. Isa. So happy ho tla- brother 

En,glan<l, 

Of this good day, and of this ^c icious meet- 
ing. 



Act V. 


KING HENRY V. 


I 


Scene I1» 


As we are now glad to behold your eyes ; 
Your eyes, which hitherto have borne in 
them 

Against the French, that met them in their 
- bent, 

The fatsil balls of murdering basilisks : 

The venom of such looks, we fairly hope. 
Have lost their quality, and that this day 
Shall change all griefs and quarrels into 
love. 

K. llwii. To cry Amen to that, thus we 
appear. 

Q. Im. You English princes all, I do 
salute you. 

Btir, My duty to you both, on equal love. 
Great Kings of France and England, that I 
have- labour’d 

With all my wits, my pains, and strong en- 
deavours. 

To bring your most imj^erial majesties 
Unto this bar and royal interview, 

Your mightiness on both pai’ts best can wit- 
ness. 

Since thtm xny office hath .so for px-evail’d. 
That face to face, and royal eye to eye, ao 
You have congreeted, let it not disgrace me. 
If I demand befoix) this royal view. 

What rub, or what impediment, there is, 
Why that the naked, ixoox", an<l mangled 
Peace, 

Dear nurse of arts, plenties, and joyful births. 
Should not in this best garden of the world, 
Our fertile France, put up her lovely visage ? 
Alas ! she hath from Fx'ance too long Ixeen 
chas’d. 

And all her husbandry doth lie on heaps. 
Corrupting in its own fertility. 

Her vine, the merry cheerer of the heart, 
Unpruned dies; her hedges, even-pleached. 
Like prisonei’s wildly overgrown with hair. 
Put forth disorder'd twigs ; her fallow leas 
The darnel, hemlock, and rank fumitory. 

Doth root upon, while that the coulter rusts. 
That should deracinate such savngej y ; 

The even mead, that erst brought sweetly 
forth 

The freckled cowslip, burnet, and green clover, 
Wanting the scythe, all uncoiTccted, rank, so 
Conceives by idleness, and nothing teems. 

But hateful docks, rough thistles,^ kecksies, 
burs, 

Losing both beauty and utility ; 

And as our* vineyards, fallows, meads, and i 
hedges, ; 

Defective in their natures, grow to wildness ; 
Even so our houses, and ouraelA;es, and chil- 
dren. 

Have lost, or do not learn, for want of time, 
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The sciences that should become our country, 
But grow, like savages, — as soldiers will, 

That nothing do but meditate on blood, — «* 
To swearing and stern looks, diffus’d attire, 
And everything that seems unnatural. 

Which to reduce into our former favour. 

You are assembletl ; and my speech entreats, 
That I may know the let, why gentle Peace 
Should not expel these inconveniences, 

And bless us with htu‘ former (jualities. 

K. lien. If, Duke of Biugundy, you would 
the peace. 

Whose wjuxt gives growth to the impjrfeo- 
tions 

Which you have cited, you must buy that 
peace 

With full accord to all our just demands ; 
Whose tenors and particular eflects 
You have, enschedul’d briefly, in your hands. 
Bur. The king hath heard them ; to the 
which, as yet. 

There is no answer made. 

K. Hen. Well then, the pirnce 

Which you before so urg’d, lies in his answer. 

Fr. King. I have but with a cursorary eye 
O’erglanc’d the articles : pleaseth your grace 
To appoint some of your coxincil pi'csently 
To sit with us once more, with better heed 
To re-sui'vey them, wo will suddenly 
Pass our accept, and peremptory answer. 

K. Hen. Brother, we shall. — Go, uncle 
Exeter, — 

And brother Clarence, — and you, brotliei' 
Gloster, — 

Warwick, — and Huntingdon, — go with the 
king; 

And take with you free power to ratify. 
Augment, or alter, as your wisdoms best 
Shall see advnntagcablc for our <lignity. 
Anything in, or out of, our demands. 

And we ’ll consign thereto. — Will you, fail* 
sister, »• 

Go with the princes, or stay here with us f 
(J. Isa. Our gracious brother, I will go 
Avith them. 

Haply a woman’s voice may do some good. 
When articles, too nicely urg’d, be stood on, 
K. Hen. Yet leave our cousin Kathaiiiu* 
here with us : 

She is our capital demand, compi'is’d 
Within the foTe-rank of our articles. 

Q. Isa. She hath good leave. 

[Exeunt all but Kin/j Henry, Katharine, 

and Iier Ce%vUev3oman. 
K. Hen. Fair Katharine, and most fair ! 
Will you vouchsafe to teach a soldier terms, 
'5\ich as will eixter at a lady’s ear, JO" 

A.ud plead his love-suit to her gentle heart 1 



KING HENRY V. 


Scene IL 


Act V. 

~ 7 ~ 

Katfi. You majesty shall mock at me ; 1 
cannot speak your England. 

JC. Hen. O fair Katharine ! if you will love 
me soundly with your French heart, I will be 
glad to hear you confess it brokenly with 
your English tongue. Do you like me, 
Kate ? 

Kath. Pardonnez-moy^ I cannot tell vat is 
— ^like me. 

K. Ilea, An angel is like V^u, Kate ; and 
you are like an angel. 

Kath. Qwe dit-il 't qm je suin aeinhlahh d 
Us anges ? 

Alice. OvAj, way meat, sauf vostre grace, 
■ainsi dit-il. 

K. lien. I said so, dear Kathaiine, and 1 
must not blush to affirm it. 

Kath. 0 bon Dim ! les languea des hommea 
sont pleinea d« tromperiea. 

K. Hen. What says she, fair one ? that the 
tongues of men are full of deceits 'I m 

Alice. Ouy ; dat de tongues' of the mans is 
be full of deceits : dat is de j)rinceas. 

K. Hen. The princess is tlie bettor English- 
woman. F faith, Kate, my wooing is tit for 
thy understanding : 1 am glad, thou canst 
speak no better English ; for, if thou couldst, 
thou would.st find me such a plain king, that 
thou wouldst think, I had sold luy fcirm to 
buy my crown. I know no ways to nance it 
in love, but directly to say — I love you ; then, 
if you urge me further than to say — Do you, 
in faith ? I wear out my suit. Give me 
your answer ; i’ faith, do, and .so clap hands 
and a bargain. How say you, lady 1 ins 

Kath. Sanf voatre honneur, me understand 
well. 

K. Hen. Many, if you would jmt me to 
verses, or to dance for your sake, Kate, why 
you undid mo : for the one, I have neither 
words nor raeasuie j and for the other, I have 
no strength in measure, yet a reasonable 
measure in strength. If I couhl win a latly 
at leaj)-frog, or by vaulting into my saddle 
with my armour on my back, under the cor- 
rection of bragging be it spoken, I shouhl 
quickly leap into a wife. Or if I might 
buffet for my love, or bound my hoi-se for her 
favours, I could lay on like a butcher, and 
sit like a jack-an-apes, never off ; but, before 
God, Kate, I cannot look gi*eenly, nor gasp 
out juy eloquence, nor have I no cunning in 
]^ote.station ; only downright oaths, which 1 
never use till urged, nor never break for 
urging. If thou canst love a fellow of this 
temper, Kate, whose face is not worth sun- 
bui'ning, that never looks in his glass for love 
of anything he sees there, let thkie eye bo , 


thy cook. I speak to thee plain soldier : if 
thou canst love me for this, take me ; if not, 
to say to thee, that I shall die, is true j but 
for thy love, by the Lord, no ; yet I love 
thee tpo. And while thou livest, dear- Kate, 
take a fello^r of plain and uncoined con- 
stancy, for ho perforce must do thee right, 
because he hath not the gift to woo in other 
places ; for these fellows of infinite tongue, 
that can rhyme themselves into ladies’ 
favours, they do always reason themselves 
out again. What ! a speaker is but a prater ; 
a rhyme is but a ballad. A good leg will 
fall, a straight back will stoop, a black beard 
will turn white, a curled pate will grow bald, 
a fair face will wither, a full eye will wax 
hollow ; but a good heart, Kate, is the sun 
and the moon ; or, mther, the sun, and not 
the moon, for it shines bright, and never 
changes, but keeps his course truly. If thou 
would have such a one, take me and take 
me, take a soldier ; take a soldier, tiike a 
king. And what sayest thou then to my 
lovel speak, my fair, and fairly, I pray 
thee. m 

Kath, Ik it possible dat I sould love cl© 
enemy of Fraunce? 

K. Hen. No ; it is not possible you should 
love the enemy of France, Kate ; but, in 
loving me, you should love the friend of 
ITrance, for I love France so well, that I will 
not pax’t with a village of it ; I will have it 
all mine ; mid, Kate, when France is mine 
and I am yours, then yam's is France, and 
you are mine. 

Kath. I cannot tell vat is dat. 

K, Hen. No, Kate { I will tell thee in 
French, which I am sure will hang upon my 
tongue like a new mari-ied Avife about her 
husband’s neck, hardly to be shook off.— 
Q'uawl fay le possession de France, ct qna'nd 
vous avez le jiossession de tnoy, (let ffte see, 
what then ? Saint Dennis be my speed !) — 
done vostre est France, et vous estes inienne. 
It is as easy for me, Kate, to conquer the 
kingdom, as to speak so much mere French. 

I shall never move thee in French, unless it 
be to laugh at me. i« 

Kath. Sauf voatre honnetir, U Frangois que 
notes purltz est ineiUeur que VAnglois leqtiel 
ie parle. 

K. Hen. No, 'faith, is 't not, Kate ; but 
thy speaking of my tongue, and I thine, most 
truly falsely, must needs be granted to be 
much at one. But, Kate, dost thou under- 
stand thus much English 1 Canst thou love 
me? 

Katia I cannot tell. 


JW 
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HENRV V. AND KATHARINE OK FRANCE. 

King Henry. O Kate, nice customs curtsy to .great kings. 


Acjt V. 


'HENRY V. 


Scene ii 




JT. ffen. Can any of your neighbours tell, 

Kate % I’ll ask them. Come, I know, thou 
lovest me : and at night when you come in^ 
your closet, you ’ll question this gentlewoman 
about me ; and I know, Kate, you will, to 
her, dispiaise those parts in me, that you love 
with your heart : but, good Kate, mock 
me mercifully; tlie rather, gentle princess, 
because I love thee wuehy. If ever thou 
be’st mine, Kate, (as I L.tve a saving faith 
within me tells me thou shalt) I get thee 
with scambling, and thou must therefore 
needs prove a good soldier-breeder. Shall 
not thou and I, between Saint Dennis and 
Saint George, compound a boy, half French, ahbaissez vostre grandeur ^ en baisant It main 


good fellows. Come, your answer in 
music ; for thy voice is music, and thy £n^ittfi>' 
broken ; therefore, queen of all, Kaih^rin^ 
break thy mind to me in broken English f * 
wilt thou have me't 

KatL Dat is, as it shall please de roy mon 
2)h'e. 2M ^ 

K. Hen. Nay, it will please him well, 
Kate : it shall please him, Kate. 

Kath. Dei., •it sail also content me. 

K. Uer\,, Upon that I kiss your hand, and 
I call you my queen. 

KaiJi. Laissez, mon seigneur^ 

Iciasez ! Ma foy, je ne veux f}oint quo vow 


half English, that shall go to Constantinople, 
and take the Turk by the beard! shall we 
not? what sayest thou, my fair flower-de- 
luce ? 

Kath. I do not know dat. 

K. Hen. No ; ’t is hereafter to know, but 
now to promise : do but now promise, Kate, 
you will endeavour for your French part of 
such a boy, and for my English moiety take 
the word of a king and a bachelor. How 


answer you, la j>lw helh Katha/rine du monde-f in English. 


(Vune vostre indigne serviteur : exettsez may, 
je vous supplie, mon tres puissant seigneur. *b 

K. Hen. Then I will kiss your lips, Kate. 

Kath. Les dames, et damoiselles, pour estre 
baisBee devant leur nopces, il n’est pas le 
costume de France. 

K. Hen. Ma lam my interpreter, what says 
she? 

Alice. Dat it is not de fashion 2 iou/r les 
ladies of France, — cannot tell what is haiser 


za 


mon tres cher et dimn deesse f 

Kath. Your majeMe have famse French 
enough to deceive de most sage damoiselU 
dat is en France. 

K. Hen. Now, fie upon my false French ! 
By mine honour, in true Englisli, I love thee, 
Kate ; by which honour I dare not swear 
thou lovest mo ; yet my blood begins to flatter 
me that thou dost, notwithstanding the poor 
and untempeiing eflect of my visage. Now 
beshrew my father’s ambition ! he was think- 
ing of civil wars when ho got me : therefore 
was I created with a stubborn outside, with 
an aspect of iron, that, when I come to woo 
ladies, I fright them. But, in faith, Kate, 
the elder I wax, the better I shall appear : 
my comfort is, that old age, that ill layer-up 
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K. Hen. To kiss. 

Alice. Your majesty entendre bettre qae 
moy. 

K. Hen. It is not a fashion for the maids 
in France to kis.s before they are married, 
would she say ? 

Alice. Ouy, vraiment. 

K. Hen. O Kate ! nice customs curtesy to 
gi*eat kings. Dear Katej, you and I cannot 
be confined within the weak li.st of a country’s 
fasliion : we are the makei\s of manners, 
Kate ; and the libei ty that follows our places- 
stops the mouths of all find-faults, as J will 
lo yours, for u])hol<ling the nice fashion of 
your country in denying jpe a kiss : th«e- 
foi’e, patiently, and yielding. [Kissi^ Aar.] 
You have witchcraft in your lips, Kate: 


of beauty, can do no more spoil upon my face : there is more eloquence in a sugar touch of ’| 

thou hast me, if thou hast me, at the worst ; " ^ ^ 

and thou shalt wear me, if thou wear me, 
better and better. And therefore toll me, 
most fair Katharine, will you have me 1 
Put off your maiden blushes ; avouch the 
thoughts of your heart with thji looks of 
an empress ; take me by the hand, and say — 

Harry of England, I am thine : which word 
thou shalt no sooner bless mine ear withal, 
but? I will tell thee aloud — England is thine, 


them, than in the tongues of the French 
council; and they should sooner persuade 
Harry of England, than a general ]:>etition of 
mouarchs. Here comes your father. 

Enter the French King and Queen, Bur- 
gundy, Bedford, Gloster, E.yeter, West- 
moreland, and. other French and English 
Lords. 

Bur. God save your majesty ! My royal 


Ireland is thine, France is tlnnw, and Henry cousin, teach you our prineeqp English ? 
-Plantagenet is thine ; who, though I speak it , K. lle.n. I would have her learn, my lair 
before his face, if he be not fellow with the j cousin, how perfectly I love liei- ; and that is 
' shalit find the best king of | good English. 


best king, thou 



Act V. 


KING HENRY V. 


Scene II. 


Bur. Is she not apt ? 

K. lien. Our tongue is rough, coz, and my 
condition is not smootli; so that, having 
neither the voice nor the heart of flattery 
about me, I cannot so conjure up the spirit 
of love in her, that ho will appear in his true 
likeness. 

Bur. Pai’don the frankness of my mirth, if 
I answer yo\i for that. If you would conjure 
in her, you must make a circle' if conjiu’e up 
love in her in his tnio likeness, ho must 
appear naked, and blind. Can you blame 
her, then, being a maid yet rosed over with 
the virgin crimson of moclesty, if she deny the 
appearance of a naked blind boy in her naked 
seeing self? It were, my lord, a hard con- 
dition for a maid to consign to. 

K. Hen. Yet they do wink, and yield, as 
love is blind, and enforces. 

B%vr. Tlioy are then excused, my lord, when 
they see not what they do. .sio 

K. Hen. TJien, good my lord, teach your 
cousin to consent winking. 

Bur. I will wink on lier to consent, my 
lord, if yon will teach heivto know my mean- 
ing : for maids, well summered and wa7nu 
kept, are like flies at Bartholomow-tide, blind, 
thoiigh they have their eyes ; and then they 
will endure handling, which before would not 
abide looking on. 

K. Hen. This moral tics mo over to time, 
and a hot summer ; and so I shall catch the 
fly, your cousin, in the latter end, and she 
must be blind too. nai 

Bnr. As love is, my lord, before it 
loves. 

K, Hen. It is so ; and you may, some of 
you, thank love for my blindness, who cannot 
see many a fair French city, for one fair 
French maid that stands in my way. 

Fr. King. Yes, my lord, you see them 
jTersfiectivcly : the cities turned into a maid ; 
for they are all girdled with maiden walls, that 
war hath never entered. 

K. Hen. Shall Kate lx* my wife ? 3a> 

Fr. Kvng. So plea.se you. 

K. Hen. I am content ; so the maiden 
cities you talk of, may wait on her : so the 
maid, that stood in tlie way for my wish, shall 
show me the way to my will. 

Fr. King. We have consented to all terms 
of reason. 

K. Hen. Is ’t so, my lords of England ? 

Weai. The king hath granted every article : 
His daughter, first ; and then, in sequel, all. 
According to their firm proposed natures, .w 

Exe. Only, he hath not yet subscribed 
this : — 


Where your majesty demands, — ^that the 
King of France, having any occasion to write 
for matter of grant, shall name your highness 
in this foim, and with this addition, in French, 
— Notre tr^ clier filz Henry roy d Angletefre, * 
heretier de France; and thus in Latin, — 
PrcHclarissimue filiua nosier HenricuSj rex 
Anglioe, et limrea Francm. 

Fr. King. Nor this I have not, bi*other, so 
denied, 

But your I’equest shall make me let it pass. 

K. Hen., I ]»ray you then, in love and dear 
alliance, ^ ssi 

Let that one ai-ticlc rank with the rest ; 

And, thereupon, give me your daughter. 

Fr. King. Take her, fair son^ and ;frora 
her blood raise up 

Issue to me, that the contending kingdoms 
Of France and England, whoso very shores 
look pale 

With envy of each other’s happiness,. 

May cease their hatred ; and this dear con- 
junction 

Plant neighbourhood and Christian-like accord 
in their sweet bosoms, that never war 
advance 

His bleeding sword 'twixt England and fair 
France. 

All. Amen ! 

K. Hen. Now welcome, Kate : — and bear 
me witness sdl. 

That here I kiss her as my sovereign queen. 

\jFlourish. 

Q. Im. God, the best maker of all mar- 
riages. 

Combine your hearts in one, your realms in 
one ! 

As man and wife; being two, are one m 
love, 

So bo there ’twrixt your kingdoms such a 
spousjil. 

That never may ill office, or fell jealousy, 
Which troubles oft the bed of blessed 
marriage, 

Thrust in between the paction of these king- 
doms, 

To make divorce of their incorporate league ; 
That English may as French, French English- 
men, 

Receive eSteh other ! — God speak this Amen I 

All. Amen ! 

K. Hen. Prepare we for our marriage : — 
on which day. 

My Lord of Burgundy, we ’ll take your oath, 
And all the peers’, for surety of our leagues. 
Then shall I*8wear to Kate, and you to me ; 
And may our oaths well kept and prosperous 
be ! [ExeutU. 
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Act V. 


KING HENEY V. 


Choru& 


Enter CJumM. 

CJuyr. Thus far, with rough and all-unable 
pen. 

Our bending author hath pui’su’d the 
story ; 

In little room confining mighty men, 

Mangling by starts the full course of their 
gloiy. 

Small time, but in that -mall most gieatly 
liv’d 

This star of England. Fortune made his 
sword, 


By which the world’s best garden he achiev’d, 

And of it left his son imperial lord. 

Henry the Sixth, in infant bands crown’d 
king 

Of France and England, did this king suc- 
ceed ; 10 

Whose state so many Inul the managing, 

That they lost France, and made his England 
bleed : 

Which oft ouf stage hath shown ; and, for 
their sake. 

In your fair minds let this accepttince take. 

[Exit. 
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THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 


DRAMATIS PERSOKE. 


Sir John Falstaff. 

Fenton. 

Shallow, a Country Justice. 

Slender, Cousin to Shallow. ^ 

Page, ) Two (ientlemen dwelling at Windsor, 

William PA(iE, a Ro^f, Son to Air. Page. 

Sir Hugh Evans, a Welsh Parson. 

Doctor Caius, a Frcwh. Physician. 

Host of the Garter Inn. 

Bardolfh, Pistol, N ym. Followers of Falstaff. 


Kobin, Page to Falstaff. 

Simple, Sfiroant to Slender. 

Rugby, Servant to Doctor Caius. 

Mistress Ford. 

Mistress Page. 

Anne Page, her Daughter, in love with 
Fenton. 

Mistress Quickly, Servant to Doctor Cams. 
Servants to Page, Ford, d’c. 


SCEF& — Windsor, and the Parts adjacent. 


ACT I. 


Scene I. — Windsor. Before Page’s House. 

Enter Justice Shallow, Slender, and Sir 
Hugh FjVANs. 

SImI. Sir Hugh, persuade me not; I will 
make a Star-chamber matter of it : if he were 
twenty Sir John Falstafi's, he shall not abuse 
Robert Shallow, e.squire. 

Skn. In the county of Gloster, justice of 
peace, and coram, 

SfmU Ay, cou.sin Slender, and eust-alorum. 

Slen. Aj, and ratohrum too ; and a 
gentleman born, master paiBon ; who writes 
himself amiigero ; in any bill, warmnt, quit- 
tance, or obligation, armigero. 

Shah Ay, that I do ; and have done any 
time these three hundred years. 

Slen. All his successors, gone before him, 
hath done ’t ; and all his ancestors, that come 
after him, may : they may give the dozen 
white luces in their coat. si 

Slud, It is an old coat. 

Eva. The dozen white louses do become 
an old coat well ; it agrees well, passant ; it 
is a familiar bwust to man, and signifies love. 

Shat The luce is the fresh fish ; the salt fish 
is an old coat. 

Slen. I may (juarter, coz 'I 

Shal. You may, by marrying. 

Eva. It is marring, indeed, if he quarter it. 

Shal. Not a whit. ai 

Eva. Yes, per-lady ; if he has a quarter of 


j your coat, there Ls but three skirts for your- 
self, ill my simple conjectures. But that is 
all one : if Sir John Falstaff have committed 
’ disparagements unto you, I am of the church, 
ami will bo glad to do my benevolence, to 
make atonements and compromises between 
you. 

Shal. The Council shall hear it : it is a 
riot. 

Eva. It is not meet the Council hear a 
riot ; there is no fear of Got in jj. riot. Tho 
Council, look yon, shall desire to hear tho fear 
of Got, and not to hear a riot : take yoiu‘ 
vizaments in that. > « 

Shal. Ha ! o’ my life, if I were young 
again, the sword should end it. 

Eva. It is potter that friends is the sword, 
and end it : and there is also another device 
in my prain, which, peradventure, prings goot 
discretions with it. There is Anno Page, 
which is daughter to Master George Page, 
which is pretty virginity. 

Slen. Mistress Anno Page 1 She has brown 
hair, and speaks small, like a woman. si 

Eva. Is is that fery person for all the 
’orld ; as just as you will desire, and seven 
hundred pounds of monies, and gold, and 
silver, is her grandsire, upon his deatli*s-bed 
(Got deliver to a joyful resurrections !) give, 
when she is aS>le to overtake seventeen years 
old. It were a goot mc'tion, if we leave our 
pribbles and prabbles, and desire a marria^ 



Act 1. 


THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 


Scene I. 


between. Master Abraham and Mistress Anne 
Page. 

Shal. Did her grandsiie leave her seven 
hundred pound ? «' 

•• Eva. Ay, and her father is mak^ her a 
petter {jenny. 

S^ial. I know the young gentlewoman : she 
has good gifts. 

Eva. Seven Iiundred {>ounds, and possi- 
bilities, is good gifts. 

Shal. Well, let us see honest Master Page. 
Is FalstafF there t 


Eva. Shall I tell you alie 'l I do despise 
a liar as I do despise one that is false ; or, as 
I des{)ise one that is not true. The knight. 
Sir John, i^ there ; and, I beseech you, be 
ruled by your well-willei’s. I will peat the 
door for Master Page. ( Knocks.^ What, hoa ! 
Got pless your house here ! 

Faye. [ nWim.] Who ’.s there 1 
Eva. Here is Got’s plcssing, and your 
friend, and Justice Shallow ; and here young 
Master Slender, that, jjerad ventures, shall tell 
you another tale, if matters grow to your 


likings. 


E»)tfir Pace. 


Faye. I am glad to see your woi'shi{JS well. 
I thank you for my venison. Master Shallow. 

Sltal. Master Page, I am glad to see you : 
much goo<l do it your good he^irt. I wished 
your venison better ; it was ill kill’d. — How 
<loth good Mistress Page ? — and I thank you 
always with my heart, la ; with my heai*t. 

Faye. Sir, I thank you. 

Shal. Sir, I thank you ; by yea and no, I do. 

Faye. I am glad to see you, good blaster 
Slender. 

Slen. How does your fallow greyhound, 
sir ? I heard say, he was outrun on CotsalL »» 

Faye. It could not be jtidged, sir. 

Slea. You ’ll not confess, you ’ll not confess. 

Shal. That he will not. — ’T is your fault, 
’t is your fault. — ’T is a good dog. 

Faye. A cur, sir. 

Shal. Sir, he ’s a good dog, and a fair dog ; 
can there be moi’e said ? he is good, and fair. 
Is Sir John Falstaff here? 

Faye. Sir, he is within ; and I would I 
could do a good office between you. 

Eva. It is spoke as a Ohristiai^s ought to 
speak. 

Shal. He hath wronged me, Master Page. 

Faye. Sir, he doth in some sort confess it. 

Sha^>, If it be confess’d, it is not redress’d : 
is not that so. Master Page? He hath wrong’d 
me ; indeed, he hath ; — at a word, he hath ; — 
believe me : — ^Robert Shallow, esquii'e, saith, 
he is wrong’d. 


Faye. Here comes Sir J ohn. 

Enter Sir John FAnsTAPP, Bardolph, Nym, 
and Pistol. 

Fal. Now, Master Shallow, you ’ll complain 
of me to the king ? m 

Shal. Knight, you have beaten my men, 
killed my deer, and broke 0 {Jen my lodge. 

Fad: But not kiss’d your keeper’s daughter ? 

Shal. Tut, a^in ! this shall be answei*ed. 

Fal. I will answer it stmight : — I have 
done all this. — ^That is now answered. 

Shal. The Council shall know this. 

Fal, ’T were better for you, if it were 
known in counsel : you ’ll be laughed at. 120 

Eva. Fauca verba. Sir John ; good worts. 

Fal. Good worts ? good cabbage. — Slender, 
I broke your head : what matter have you 
against me? 

Sle/n. Marry, sir, I have matter in my head 
against you ; and against your cony-catching 
I'iiscals, liardfdph, Nym, and Pistol. They 
carried me to the tavern, and made me drunk, 
and afterwards picked my jjocket. 

Bard. You Banl^ury cheese ! 

Slen. Ay, it is no mattex'. i-w 

Fist. How now, Mephostophilus ? 

Slen. Ay, it is no matter, 

Nym. Slice, I say ! pauca, patM^i ; slice ! 
that ’s my humoux'. 

Slen. Where ’s Simple, my xnan ? — can you 
tell, cousin? 

Eva. Peace ! I pi’ay you. Now let us 
undei^taxid : thex*e is thx’ee um})ix'es in this 
mattei’, as I understand ; that is — Master 
Page, Jidelicet, Master Page and tlwjx’e is 
xny.self, Jidelicet, myself ; axid the tlu*ee pax*ty 
is, lastly and finally, xnine host of the Garter. 

Faye. We three, to hear it, and end it be- 
tween them. 

Etm. Fery goot ; I will make a ])rief of it 
ixi xuy note-book ; axid we will afterwards 
’ork upon the caxxse, with as gx’eat discreetly 
as we can. 

Fal. Pistol ! 

Fist. Ho hears with eaxu 

Eva. The tevil and his tarn ! what phrase 
is this, “ He hears with ear ? ” Why, it is 
affectations. iw 

Fal. Pistol, did you pick M^aster Slender’s 
purse ? 

Sle/n. Ay, by these gloves, did he (or I 
would I might never come in mine ov/n great 
chamber jxgain else), of seven groats in mill- 
six}jences, axid two Edward shovel-boards, 
that cost me two shilling and two pexice a- 
piece of Y ed Miller, by these gloves. 

Fal. Is this true. Pistol ? 
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Act L 


THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 


Scene I. 


Eva, No j it is false, if it is a pick- 
purse. 

PUt. Ha, thou mountain-foreigner ! — Sir 
John and master mine, 

I combat challenge of this latten bilbo : ifio 

Word of denial in thy labras here ; 

Woi*d of denial : froth aiid scum, thou liest. 

Slen. By these gloves, then 't was he. 

Eym. Be avised, sir, and pass goo<l 
humours. I will say, “maHiTV trap,” witli 
you, if you run tlxe nut-hook’s humour on rne ; 
that is the very note of it. 

Slen. By this hat, then he in the red face 
had it ; for though I cannot remember what 
I did when you made me <lrunk, yet I am not 
altogether an ass. 

Pal. What say you, Scarlet and John ^ 

Bard. Why, sir, for my part, I say, the 
gentleman had drunk himself out of his five 
sentences. 

Eva. It is his five senses : fie, what the 
ignorance is ! • 

Bard. And being fap, sir, was, as they 
say, cashiered ; ajid so conclusions pa.ss’d the 
careires. » 

Slen. Ay, you spake in Latin tlien too 
but ’t is no matter. I ’ll ne’er l)e drunk whilst 
I live again, but in honest, civil, godly com- 
pany, for this tx’ick : if I be drunk, I ’ll be 
dnink with those that have the fear of God, 
and not with drunken knaves. i«> 

Eva. So Got ’udge me, that is a virtuous 
mind. 

Pal. You hear all these matters denied, 
gentlemen ; you hoar it. 

Etvler Anne Page, nyith wine ; Mistress 
Ford and Mistress Page Jolloiohig. 

Pa^e. Nay, daughter, carry the wine in ; 
we’ll drink within. \^Exit Anne Page. 

Slen, O Heaven ! this is Mistress Anne 
Page. 

P<ige. How now. Mistress Ford ? 

Pal. Mistress Ford, by my troth, you are 
very well met : by your leave, good mistress. 

[Kissing her. 

Page. Wife, bid these gentlemen welcome. 
— (kune, wo have a hot venison jwmty to din- 
ner : come, gentlemen, 1 hope we shall drink 
down all unkiudness. 192 

[ICxcnnt all Imt ^HALLOW, Slender, 

atid Evans. 

Slen. I had rather than forty shillings, I 
had my Book ©f Songs and Sonnets here. 

, Enter Simple. 

How now. Simple ! Whei© have you been ? 

I must wait on myself, must 1 1 You have 

m 


not the Book of Riddles about you, have 
you 1 

Sim. Book of Riddles ! why, did you not 
leml it to Alice Shortcake upon All-hallowmas 
last, fortnight afore Michaelmas 1 sot 

Shal. Gome, coz; come,.coz; we stay for 
you. A word with you, coz ; marry, this, 
coz : there is, as ’t were, a tender, a kmd of 
tender, made afar otT by Sir Hugh hero : do 
you understand me 1 

Slen. Ay, sir, you shall find me reason- 
able : if it be so, I shall do that that is 
rtiason.' 

Shal. Nay, but understaml’ me. 

Slen, So I do, sii*. 

Eva. Give car to his motions. Master 
Slender. I will description the matter to 
you, if you be capacity of it. 211 

Slen. Nay, I will do as my cousin Shallow 
says. I pray you pardon me; he’s a justice 
of peace in his country, simjde though I 
stand hero. 

• Eva. But that is not the question; the 
question is concerning your marriage. 

Shal. Ay, there ’s the ])oint, su*. 

Eva. Marry, is it, the very point of it ; to 
Mi.st 7 ’e.ss Anno Page. 

Sleyi. Why, if it be so, I will marry her 
upon any reasonable demands. 221 

Eva. But can you affection tlje ’oman ? 
Let us command to know that of your mouth, 
or of your lips ; for divers philosophers hold, 
that the lips is parcel of the mouth : therefore, 
preci.sely, can you caiTy your good will to the 
maid ? 

Shal, Cousin Abiaham Slender, can you 
love her 1 

Shn. I hope, sir, I will do as* it shall be- 
come one that would do reason. 

Eva. Nay, Got’s lords and his ladies, you 
must speak possitable, if you can carry her 
your desires towards her. 232 

Shal. That you must. Will you, upon 
good dowry, marry her ? 

Slen.. I will do a greater thing than that, 
upon your request, cousin, in any reason. 

Shal. Nay, conceive me, conceive me, 
sweet coz : what I do, is to pleasure you, coz. 
Can you love the maid 1 28b 

Shn. I^will marry her, sir, at your request; 
but if there be no great love in the beginning, 
yet Heaven may decrease it upon better 
acquaintance, when we are married, and 
lave more occasion to know, one another: 

[ hope, upon familiarity will grow more con- 
tempt : but tif you say, “ marry her,” I will 
narry her ; that I am freely dissolved, and 
lissolutely. 
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Scene IIL 


Eva, It is a fery discretion answer ; save 
the faul is in the ’ort dissolutely : the ’ort is, 
according to our meaning, resolutely. — His 
meaning is good. 

' Slml. Ay, I think my cousin meant well. 

SUn, Ay, or else 1 would I might be 
banged, la ! isi 

Re-enter Anne Pace. 

t^hal. Here comes fair 1. distress Anne. — 
’Would I were young, for your sake, Mistress 
Anne ! 

Anne. The dinner is on the tabic ; my 
father desires ydur worship-s’ company. 

Himl. I will wait on him, fair Mistress 
Anne. 

Eva. Od’s pleased will ! I will not be 
absence at the grace. 

[^Exeuiit Shallow arul Evans. 

Anne. Will ’t please your worship to come 
in, sir? 

Elen. No, I thank you, forsooth, heartily ; 
I am very well. 

Anne. The dinner attends you, sir. 

btlen. I am not a-hungry, I thank you, for- 
sooth. — Go, sirmh, for all you are my man, 
go, wait upon my cousin Shallow. \^Exit 
Simple.] A justice of peace sometime may be 
beholding to his friend for a man. — I keep 
but three men and a boy yet, till my mother 
be dead ; but what though ? yet T live like a 
poor gentleman born. 

Anw. I may not go in without your wor- 
ship ; they will not sit, till you come. 271 

Slen. 1’ faith, I ’ll eat nothing; I thank you 
as much as though 1 did. 

Anne. I prsiy you, sir, walk in. 

Ehn. I had rather walk here, I thank you. 

I bruised my shin th’ other day with playing 
at sword and dagger with a master of fence 
(three veneys for a dish of stewed prunes), 
and, by my troth, I cannot abide the smell of 
hot meat since. — Why do your dogs bai'k so ? 
be there bears i’ the town ? »« 

Amie. I think, there are, sir; I heard them 
talked of. 

Slen. I love the sport well ; but I shall as 
soon qnairel at it as any man in England. 
You are afraid, if you see the bear loose, are 
you not? 

Anne. Ay, indeed, sir. 

Slen. That ’s meat and drink to me, now : 

I have seen Sackerson loose twenty times, and 
liavo taken him by the chain ; but, I wairant 
you, the women have so cried and shriek’d at 
it, that it pass’d : but women, indeed, cannot 
abide 'em ; they are very ill-favoured rouglti 
things. 291 


Re-enter Page. 

Page. Ckime, gentle Master Slender, come ; 
we stay for you. 

Slen. I ’ll eat nothing, I thank you, sir. 

Page. By cock and pie, you shall not choose, 
sir. Come, come. 

Slen. Nay, pray you, lead the way. 

Page. Come on, sir. 

Slen. Misti'css Anne, yourself shall go fii*st. 

Anne. Not I,*sir ; jiray you, keep on. sw) 

Slen. Truly, I will not go lirst : truly, la ! 
I will not do you that wrong. 

Anne. I pray you, sir. 

Slen. I ’ll ratlier be unmannoily, than 
troublesome. You do yourself wrong, indeed, 
la ! \tlve'nnt. 


Scene II. — The Same. 

Enter Sir Hugh Evans and Si,mple. 

Eva. Go your ways, and ask of Doctor 
Caius’ house, which is the way ; and there 
dwells one Mistress, Quickly, which is in the 
manner of his nurse, or his dry nurse, or 
his cook, or his laundry, his washer, an<l his 
wringer. 

Sim. Well, .sir. 

Eva. Nay, it is petter yet. — Give her this 
letter; for it is a ’oman that altogether s 
ac<juaintancc with Mistress Anno Pago : and 
the letter is, to desii’e and require hei‘ to 
solicit your master’s desires to Mistress Anne 
Page : I prsry you, be gone. 1 will make an 
end of my dinner : there ’s jupj:)ins aiul cheese 
to come. [Exeunt. 


Scene 111. — A Room in the Garter Inn. 

Enter Falstaff, Host, Bardolpu, Nym, 
Pistol, and Robin. 

Fal. Mine host of the Garter ! 

Host. What says my bully-rook ? Speak 
scholarly, and wisely. 

Fal. Truly, mine host, 1 must turn away 
some of my followers. 

Host. Discard, bully Hercules ; cashier : 
let them wag ; ti-ot, trot. 

Fal. I sit at ten pounds a week. 

Host. Thou ’rt an emperor, Cajsar, Keisar, 
and Pheezar. I will entertain Bardolph ; he 
shall draw, he shall tap : said I well, bully 
Hector ? “ 

Fal. Do so, good mine host. 

Host. I have spoke ; let him follow. — Let 
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me see thee froth, and lime : I am at a wonl 
follow. \E 3 dt Host 

Fal. liardolph, follow him. A tapster is a 
good trade: an ohl cloak makes a new jerkin 
a withered sorving-man, a fresh tapster. Go; 
adieu. 

Bard. It is a life tliat I liave desired, 
will thrive. [Exit 

Fist O base Gongarian wight ! wilt thou 
the spigot wield ? »■ 

Xym. He was gotten in think ; is not the 
humour conceitedl His mind is not heroic, 
and there ’s the humour of it. 

Fa,l. I am glad I am so acquit of this 
tinder-box : his thcft.s were too open ; his 
iilching was like an unskilftd singer, he kei>t 
not time. 

N'ytn. The good humour is to .steal at a 
minim’s rest. 

Fiat Convey, the wise it call. Steal? foh! 
a fico for the phinse ! 

Fill. Well, sirs, I am almost out at heels. 
Fist Why, then let kibes ensue. si 

Fal. There is no remedy; I must cony- 
catch, I must shift. ^ 

I^isL Young ravens must have food. 

Fal. Which of you know F< 5 rd of this 
town ? 

Fiat I ken the wight : he is of substance 
good. 

Fal. My honest lads, I will tell you what I 
am about. 

Fiat Two yards, and more. sn 

Fal. No quips now. Pistol 1 Indeed, I am 
in the waist two yards about ; but I am now 
about no waste ; lam about thrift. Briefly, 

I do mean to make love to Ford’s wife : I spy 
entertamment in her ; she dLscourses, she 
carves, she gives the leer of invitation : I can 
construe the action of her familiar style ; and 
the hardest voice of her behaviour, to be 
Englished rightlv, is, “ I am Sir John Fal- 
staff’s.” 

Fi-it He liatli studied her well, and tramj- 
latcd her well, out of honesty into English. 

Fyoi. The anchor is deep : will that 
humour pass ? 

Fal. Now, the report goes, she has all the 
rule of her husband’s pui* 8 e; she hatha legion 
of angels. . 51 

Fiat Ah many devils entertain, and “ To 
her, l>oy,” say I. 

Nym. The humour rises ; it is good : hu- 
mour me the angels. 

Fal. I have writ me here a letter to her ; 
and here another to Page’s wife, who even 
now gave me good eyes too, examin’d my 
parts with most judicious mili^s : sometimes 


the beam of her view gilded my foot, some- 
times my portly belly. «> 

Fiat Then did the sun on dunghill shine. 
Nym. I thank thee for that humour. 

Fc^l. O ! she did so course o’er my extoriote 
with such a greedy intention, that the appetite 
of her eye did seem to scorch me up like a 
buniing-glass. Here ’s another letter to her : 
she bears the purse too ; she is a region in 
Guiana, all gold and bounty. I will be 
cheaters to them both, an<l they shall be ex- 
chequers to me : they shall be my East and 
West Indies, and I will trade to them both. 
Go, bear thou this letter to Mistress Page; and 
thou this to Mistress Foixi. We will thrive, 
lads, we will thrive. * ti 

Fist Shall 1 Sir Pandarus of Troy become, 
And by my side wear steel ? then, Lucifer 
take all ! 

Nym. I will run no base humoiir : here; 
take the humour-letter. I will keep the 
haviour of reputation. 

Fal. [To Robin.] Hold, sirrah, bear you 
these Ictteis tightly : 

Sail like my pinnace to these golden shores. — 
Rogues, hence ! av'aunt ! vanish like hail- 
stone.s, go ; 

Trudge, plotl away o’ the hoof; seek shelter, 
pack ! 89 

Falstaff will learn the liumour of the age, 
French thrift, you rogues : myself, and skirted 
page. [Exeuyit Falstaff and Robin. 
Fist Let vidturea grijie thy guts ! for 
gourd and fullam holds. 

And high and low beguile the rich and 
poor. 

Tester I ’ll have in pouch, when thou slialt 
lack, 

Ba.se Phrygian Turk. 

Nym. I have operations, which bo humours 
of revenge. 

Fiat Wilt thou revenge ? 

Nym. By welkin, and her star. 99 

Fiat With wit, or steel ? 

Nym. With both the humoura, I : 

I will discuss the humour of this love to 
Page. 

Fiat. And I to Ford shall eke unfold, 

How Falstaff, varlet vile, 

Hisjdove will prove, his gold will hold. 
And his soft couch defile. 

Nym. My humour shall not cool : I will 
incetxse Page to deal with poison ; I will 
possess him with yellowness, for the revolt 
of mien is dangerous : that is my true 
humour. • loi 

Fiat, Thou art the Mars of malcontents: I 
second thee ; troop on. [Exeivnt 
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Scene IV. — A Room in Doctor Caius’s 
House. 

Ent&r Mistreaa Quickly, Simple, arid Rugby. 

'Qwick. What, John Rugby I — I pray thee, 
go to the casement, and see if you can see my 
master, Master Doctor Cains, coming : if he 
do, i’ faith, and find anybody in the house, 
' here will be an old abusing of Cod's patience, 
and the king’s English. 

jRuff, I ’ll go watch. 

Quick. Go ; and we ’ll have a posset for ’t 
soon at night, in |aith, at the latter end of a 
sea-coal fire. [Exit Rugby.] An honest, 
willing, kind fellow, as ever seiwant shall 
come in hous6 withal ; and, I warrant you, 
no tell-tale, nor no breed bate : his worst 
fault is, that he is given to prayer ; he is 
something jjeevish that way, but nobody but 
has his fault ; but let that pass. Peter Sim- 
ple you sa^' your name is ? 

Sim. Ay, for fault of a better. 

Qtdck. And Master Slender’s your master? 

Sim. Ay, forsooth. 

Quick. Does he not wear a great round 
beard, like a glover’s paring-knife ? 

Sim. No, forsooth : he hath but a little 
wee face, with a little yellow beard, a Cain- 
coloured Ijeai’d. 

Quick. A .softly-sprighted man, Ls he 
not ? 

Sim. Ay, foi-sooth ; but he is as tall a man 
of his hands, as any is between this and his 
head ; he hath fought with a warrener. 

Quick. How siiy you ? — O I I should re- 
member him : does he not hold up his head, 
as it were ? and strut in his gait 1 

Siiu. Yes, indeed, does he. 

Quick. Well, Heaven send Anne Page no 
worse fortune ! Tell Master Parson Evans, 
I will do what I can for your master : Anne 
is a good gh'l, and I wish — 

lie-enter Rugby. 

Evx/. Out, alas ! hero comes my master. 

Quick. We shall all be shent. Run in here, 
good young man ; go into this closet. 

Simple in the Closet.^ He will not stay long. 
— What, John Rugby! John, what, .John, I 
say ! — Go, John, go inquire for my njaster; I 
doubt, he bo not well, that he comes not home. 
[AS’inf/fi.] And down, down, adown-a, &c. 

Enter Doctor Caius. 

Cams. Vat is you sing? I do not like dese 
toys. Pray you, go and vetch me in my 
closet un hoitier vert ; a box, a green-a box : 
do intend vat I speak ? °a green-a box. 


Quick . Ay, forsooth ; I ’ll fetch it you. 
[Aside^ I am glad he went not in himself ; 
1 ^ he found the young man, he would have 
been hom-niad. oo 

Caius. Fe, fe, fe, fe 1 ma foi, U fait fort 
chaud. Je m'en vais d la cour, — la grande 
affaire. 

Quick. Is it this, sir? 

Caius. Ouy ; mettez le au mon pocket ; 
(Up^chez, quick ly.-fi—V ere is dat knave Rugby? 

Quick. What, John Rugby ! John ! 

hug. Here, sir. 

Caius. You are John Rugby, and you are 
Jack Rugby : come, take-a your rapier, and 
come after my heel to do court. 

Rug. ’T is ready, sir, here in the porch. 

Caius. By my trot, I tairy too long. — Od’s 
me ! Qu'ay fovhlie? dere is some simples in 
my closet, dat I will not for the valid I shall 
I leave behind. 

Quick. [Aside.^ Ah me ! he ’ll find the 
young man thene, and be mad. 

Caius. O diablc ! diable / vat is in my 
closet ?— Villainy ! larron I [Pulling Simple 
0 M<.] Rugby ; my rajjjer ! 

Quick. Good master, be content. ro 

I Caius. Verefore shall I be content-a? 

Quick. The young man is an honest man. 

Caixcs. Vat shall de honest man do in my 
I closet ? dere is no hone.st man dat shall come 
in my closet. 

Quick. I be.secch you, be not so phlegmatic; 
I hear the truth of it : he came of an errand to 
me from Parson Hugh. 

I Caius. Veil. 

Sim. Ay, forsooth, to desire her to — 

Quick. Peace, I pmy you. «> 

Caius. Peace-a y o u r tongue 1 — Speak-a your 
I tale. 

Sim. To <lesire this honest gentlewoman, 
your maid, tq speak a good word to Mistress 
j Anne Page for my master, in the way of 
mamage. 

Quick. Tliis is all, indeed, la; but I’ll ne’er 
put my finger in the fire, and need not. 

Caius. Sir Hugh send -a you? — Rugby, 
baillez me some paper : tarry you a little-a 
while. [Writes. 

Quick. I am glad he is so quiet : if he had 
been thoioughly moved, you should have 
heard him so loud, and so melancholy. — But 
notwithstanding, man, I’ll do you your master 
what good I can : and the very yea and the 
no is, the French doctor, my master, — I may 
call him my master, look you, for I keep his 
house ; and I wash, wring, brew, bake, scour, 
dress meat and drink, make the beds, and do 
all myself; — 
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Situ. ’T is a great charge, to come under 
one body’s hand. w 

Quick. Are you avis’d o’ that? you shall 
find it a great charge : and to be up early and 
down late •, — but notwithstanding, to tell you 
in your ear (I would have no words of it), 
my master himself is in love with Mistress 
Anne Page : but notwithstanding that, I 
know Anne’s mind ; that ’s neither here nor 
there. ^ 

Caius. You jack’najje, givc-a dis letter to 
Sir Hugh ; by gar, it is a shallenge : I will 
cut his troat in <ie park ; and I vill teach a 
scurvy jack-a-nai)e priest to meddle or piake. 

< — You may be gone ; it is not good you tarry 
here : — by gar, I vill cut all his two stones ; 
by gar, he shall not have a stone to trow at 
his dog. [Exit Simple. 

Quick. Alas ! ’ he speaks but for liis 
friend. ju 

Caius. It is no matter-a for dat : — do not 
you tell-a me, dat I shall liave Anne Page for 
myself ? — By gar, I vill kill* de Jack priest^’ 
and I have ajipointed mine host of de Jartiere 
to measure our weapon. — By gar, I will myself 
have Anno Page. * 

Quick. Sir, the maid loves you, and all shall 
be well. We must give folks leave to prate ; 
what, the good-jer ! 

Caius. Rugby, come to the court vit me.— 
By gar, if I have not Anne Page, I shall turn 
your head out of my door. — Follow my heels, 
Rugby. [Eoceunt Caius and Rugby. 

Quick. You shall have An fool’s-head of 
your own. No, I know Anne’s mind for that: 
never a woman in Windsor knows more of 
Anne’s mind than I do, nor csui do more than 
I do with her, I thank Heaven. 

Fmt. [ Withhi.^ Who 's within there ? ho ! 
Quick. Who ’s there, I trow ? Come near ] 
the house, I pray you. j»j | 


Enter Fenton. 

Fent, How now, good woman 1 how dost 
thou ? 

Quick. The better, that it pleases your gpod 
wo/ship to ask. 

Fent. What news? how does pretty Mistress 
Anne ? 

Quick. In truth, sii*, and she is pretty, and 
honest, ami gentle ; and one that is your friend, 
I can tell you that by the way; I praise 
Heaven for it. 

Fent. Shall I do any good, think’st thou? 
Shall I not lose my suit ? - wo 

Quick. Troth, sir, all is in his hands above; 
but notwithstanding, Master ^Fenton, I '11 be 
sworn on a book, she loves you. — Have not 
your worehip a wart above your eye? 

FeiU. Yes, marry, have I ; what of that? 

Quick. Well, thereby hangs a tale. — Good 
faitli, it is such another Nan ; — but, I detest, 
an honest maid as over broke bread : — we had 
an hour’s talk of that wart. — I shall never 
laugh but in that maid’s company ; — ^but, in- 
deed, she is given too much to allicholly and 
musing. But for you — well, go to. i6i 

Fent. Well, 1 shall see her to-day. Hold, 
there ’s money for tliee ; let me have thy voice 
in my behalf: if thou seest her before me, 
commend me. 

Quick. Will I ? i’ faith, that we will ; and 
I will tell your woi’ship more of the wart, the 
next time we have confidence, and of other 
wood’s. 

Fent. Well, farewell; I am in groat haste 
now, [Exit. 

Quick. Farewell to your worship. — TWly, 
an honest gentleman : but Anne loves him 
not; for I know Anne’s mind as well as 
another does. — Out ujion ’t ! what have I 
forgot ? [ExU. 


ACT II. 

Scene I, — Before Page’s House. 


Enter Mistress Page with a letter. 

Mrs. Page. What ! liave I scaped love- 
letteis in the holiday-time of my beauty, and 
am I now a subject for them ? Let me see. 

[Reads. 

“Ask me no reason why I love you; for 
diough Love use Reason for his physician, he 
admits him not for his counsellor. You are 
not young, no more am I : go to then, there ’s 
sympathy ; you are merry, so am I : ha ! ha 1 
then, there 's more .sympathy ; you love sack, 


and so do I : would you desire better sym- 
pathy ? Let it suffice thee. Mistress Page, (at 
the least, if the love of a soldier can suffice) 
that I love thee. I will not say, pity me, ’t is 
not a soldier-like jffirase’ ; but I say, love me. 
By me, * 

Thine own true knight. 

By day or night, 

Or any kind of light. 

With all his might 

For thee to fight, John Falstapp.” » 
What a llerod of J ewry is this ! — O wicked, 
wicked world ! — one that is well nigh worn to 
324 
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pieces with age, to show himself a young 
gallant ! What an unweighed behaviour hath 
this Flemish drunkard picked (with the devil’s 
name !) out of my conversation, that he dares 
in this manner assay me ] Why, he hath not 
been thrice in my company. — What should I 
say to liim 1 — 1 was then frugal of my mirth : 
— Heaven forgive me ! — Why, I ’ll exhibit a 
’' bill in the parliament for the « utting doAvn of 
men. How shall I be revenged on him ? for 
revenged I will be, as sure its his guts are 
made of puddings. 

Elder Mistress Ford, 

Mrs. Ford. Mistress Pago ! trust me, I 
was going to ybur hou.se. 

Mrs. Fage. And, tisist me, I was coming 
to you. You look very ill. 

Ml'S. Ford. Nay, I ’U ne’er believe that : I 
have to show to tlie cotitrary. 

Mrs. Page, Faith, biit you do, in my mind. 

Mrs. Ford. Well, 1 do then ; yet, I say, I 
could show you to the contrary. O Mistress 
Page ! give me some counsel. « 

Mrs. Page. What ’s the matter, woman ? 

Mrs. Ford. O woman ! if it were not for one 
trilling respect, I could come to such honour. 

Mrs. Page. Hang the trifle, woman ; take 
the honour. What is it?~dispense with 
trifles ; — what is it ? « 

Mrs. Ford. If I wouhl but go to hell for 
an eternal moment or so, I could be knighte<l. 

Mrs. Page. What? — thou lie.st. — Sir Alice 
Ford ! — These knights will hack ; and so, 
thou shouldst not alter the article of thy 
gentry. 

Mrs. Ford. We burn day light: — hero, read, 
read ; — perceive how I might be knighted. — 
I shall think the worse of fat men, as long as 
I have an eye to make difference of men’s 
liking : and yet he would not sweai* ; praistid 
women’s modesty, and gave such orderly and 
well-behaved reproof to all uncomeline.ss, that 
I would have sworn his disjjosition would 
have gone to the trulJi of his words ; but they 
do no more adhere and keep place together, 
than the Hmxdredth Psalm to the tune of 
“Green Sleeves.” What tempest, I trow, 
threw this whale, with so many tuns of oil in 
his belly, ashore at Windsor ? How shall I 
be revenged on him ? I think, the be.st way 
were to entertain liim with hope, till the 
wicked fire of lust have melted him in his own 
grease. — Did you ever hear the like ? «« 

Mrs. Page. Letter for letter, but that the 
name of Page and Ford diffem ! — ^To thy great 
comfort in this mystery of ill opinions, here ’s 
the twin-brother of thy letter : but let thine 


inherit first ; for, I protest, mine never shall. 
I waiTant, he hath a thousand of these letters, 
writ with blank space for different names, 
(sure more) and these are of the second 
edition. Ho will print them, out of doubt ; 
for ho cares not wliat ho puts into the press, 
when he would put us two : I had rather be a 
giantess, and lie under Mount Pclion, Well, 
I will find you twenty lascivious turtles, ere 
one chaste man. ' si 

Mrs. Fords Why, this is the very same; 
the very hand, the very words. What doth 
he think of us ? 

Mrs. Page. Nay, I know not : it makes me 
almost ready to wrangle with mine own 
honesty. I '11 entertain my.seif like one that 
I am not acquainted withal ; for, sure, unless 
he know some sti*ain in me, that I know not 
myself, ho would never have boarded me in 
this fury. 

Mrs. Ford. Boarding call you it ? I ’ll \>e 
sure to keep hiir. above deck. «i 

Mrs. Page. So will I : if he come under 
my hatches, I ’ll never to sea again. Let ’s 
be revenged on him.?, let’s apjioint him a 
meeting ; give him a show of comfort in his 
suit ; and lead him on with a fine-baited delay, 
till he hath pawned las horees to mine host of 
the Garter. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I will consent to act any 
villainy against him, that may not sully the 
chariness of our honesty. O, that my husband 
S5VW this letter ! it would give eternal food to 
his Jealousy. loi 

Mrs. Page. Why, look, where he comes ; 
and my good man too : he ’s as far from 
jealousy, as I am from giving him cause ; and 
that, I hope, is an unnH‘a.surablo distance. 

Mrs. Ford. You are the happier woman. 

Mrs. Page. Let ’s consiilt together against 
this greasy knight. Come hither. 

[They retire. 

Enter Ford, Pistol, Page, and Nvm. 

Ford. W ell, I hope, it be not so. 

Pist. Hope is a curtail dog in some aflairs : 
Sir John affects thy wife. m 

Ford, Why, sir, my wife is not young. 

Pist. He WOOS both. high and- low, both 
rich and poor. 

Both young and old, one with another, Ford. 
He loves the gally-mawfry ; Ford, perpend. 

Ford. Love my wife ? 

Pist, With liver burning hot : pi-event, or 
go thou. 

Like Sir Actajon he, with Ringwood at thy 
heels. 

0 ! odious is the name. 
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Ford. What name, sii* ? ■ 

Pist. The horn, I say. Farewell : 

Take heetl ; have open eye, for thieves do 
foot by night : 

Take heed, ere summer comes, or cuckoo- 
birds do sing. — 

Away, Sir Corporal Nym. — 

Believe it. Page ; he speaks sense. [Exit. 
Foi'd. I will be patient : I will find out thia 
Nj/m. [To Page.] And this is true ; I like 
not the humour of lying. He hath wronged 
me in some humours : I should have borne 
the humoured letter to her; but I have a 
sword, and it shall bite uiwn my nece^«ity. 
He loves your wife ; there ’s the short and 
the long. My name is Corporal Nym : I 
speak, and I avouch 't is true ; — ray name is 
Nym, aiid Falstaff loves your wife. — Adieu. 
I love not the humour of bread and cheese 
and there ’s the humour of it. Adieu. [Exit. 

Paye. The humour of it, quoth ’a ! here *s a 
fellow frights hiimour out of^his wits. 

Ford. I will seek out Falstaff 
Page. I never hcaid such a drawling, 
affecting rogue. 

Ford. If I do find i^ : — well. 

Page. I will not believe such a Catalan, 
though the priest o’ the town commended him 
for a true man. 

Ford. ’T was a good sensible fellow : well. 
Page. How now, Megl 
Mrs. Page. Whither go you, George? — 
Hark you. 

Mrs. Ford. How now, sweet Frank 1 why 
art thou melancholy ? 

Ford. I melancholy ! I am not melancholy. 
— Get you home, go. i.so 

Mrs. Ford. ’Faith, thou hast some crotchets 
in thy head now. — Will you go. Mistress Page ? 

Mrs. Page. Have with you. — You ’ll come 
to dinner, George] — [Aside to Mrs. Foki).] 
Look, who comes yonder : she shall be our 
me.ssenger to this paltry knight. 

Mrs. Ford. Trust me, I thought on her : 
she ’ll tit it. 

Enter Mistress Quickly. 

Mrs, Page. You are come to see my 
daughter Anne ? 

Quick. Ay, forsooth ; and, I pray, how 
does good Mistress Anne 1 iw 

Mrs. Par/e. Go in with us, and see; we 
have ajU hour’s talk with you. 

[E'xenni Mrs. Page, Mrs. Ford, and 

Mrs. Quickly. 

Page. How now, Master Ford ? 

Ford. You heard what this knave told me, 
did you not? 
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Page. Yes ; and you heard what the other 
told me. 

Ford. Do you think there is truth in them? 
Page. Hang ’em, slaves; 1 do not think 
the ^knight would offer it : but these tkat 
accuse him, in his intent towards our wives, 
are a yoke of his discarded men ; very rogues, 
now they be out of service. izi 

Ford. Were they his men ? 

Page. MaiTy, were they. 

Ford. I like it never the better for that. 
— Does ho lie at the Garter ? 

Pige. Ay, marry, does he. If he should 
intend tliis voyage towards' my wife, I would 
turn her loose to him; and what he gets 
more of her than sharp words, lot it lie on 
ray head. m 

Ford. I do not misdoubt my wife, but I 
would be loath to turn them together. A 
man may be too confident : I would have 
nothing lie on my head : I cannot be thus 
satisfied. 

Page. Look, whei'e my mnting host of tlie 
Garter comes. There is either liquor in his 
pate, or money in his purse, wlien he looks so 
merrily. — How now, mine ho.st ? 

Enter Host and Shallow. 

Host. How now, bnlly-rook ! thou ’rt a 
gentleman. — Cavalero-justice, I .say. 

Shal. I follow, mine host, I follow. — Good 
even, and twenty, good Master Page. 
Master Page, will you go with us ? we have 
sport in hand. iw 

Host. Tell him, cavalei'o-justice ; tell him, 
bully-rook. 

iSiml. Sir, there is a fray to be fought be- 
tween Sir Hugh, the Welch priest, and Gains, 
the French <loctor. 

Ford. Good mine host o’ the Garter, a 
word with you. 

Host. What sjiy’st tliou, my bully-rook ? i» 

[They go asids. 
SJml. [To Page.] Will you go with us to 
liehold it? My merry host hath had the 
measuring of their weapons, and, I think, 
hath appointed them contrary places; for, 
believe me, I hear, the parson is no jester. 
Hark, I will tell you what our sport shall 

t 

Host. Hast thou no suit against my knight, 
my guest-cavalier ? 

Ford. None, I protest : but 1 ’ll give you 
a pottle of burnt .sack to give me recourse to 
him, and tell him, my name is Brook, only 
for a jest. , 

Host. My hand, bully : thou shalt have - 
egress and regre.s.s; said I well? and thy name 
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shall be Brook, It is a merry kuight. Will 
you go, mynheere? 212 

8hal. Have with you, mine host. 

Page. I have heard, the Frenchman hath 
good skill in his rapier. 

Sh(d. Tut, sir ! I could have told you 
more : in these times you stand on distance, 
your passes, stoocadoes, and 1 know not what: 
’t is the heart, . Master Pagfj ; ’t is here, ’t is 
here. I have 'seen the time, with my long 
sword, 1 would have made you four tall 
'fellows skip like ruts. 221 

JIoHt. Here, boys, here, hero ! shall we wag? 
Page. Have with you. — I had rather hear 
them scold than tight, 

S^xt,unt Host, Shallow, and Page. 
Ford. Though Page be a secure fool, and 
stands so firmly on his wife’s frailty, yet I 
cannot put off my opinion so easily. She was 
in his company at Page’s house, and what 
they made tliei’O, I know not. Well, I will 
look further into ’t ; and I have a disguise to 
sound Falstaff. If I find her honest, I lose 
not my labour] if slie be otherwise, ’tis 
labour well bestowed. \Eant. 


Scene II. — A Room in the CJartcr Inn. 

Enter Falstaff and Pistol. 

Fal. I will not lend thee a penny. 

Pist. Why, then the world’s mine oyster, 
Wliich I with sword will open. 

Fal. Not a penny. I have been content, 
sir, you should lay my countenance to pawn ; 
I have grated upon my goo<l friends for 
three reprieves for you an<l your coach-fellow 
Nym j or else you had looked through the 
grate, like a geininy of baboons. 1 am 
damn(3d in hell for swearing to gentlemen, my 
friends, you were good sohliers, and tall fel- 
lows ; and when Mistress Bridget lost the 
handle of her fan, I took 't upon mine honour 
thou hadst it not. 12 

Pist. Didst thoix not share ? hadst thou 
not fifteen pence '? 

Fed. Reason, you I’ogue, I'cason : think’st 
thou, I ’ll endanger my soul gratis ? At a 
word, hang no more about me, J am no 
gibbet for you go : — a .short knife and a 
throng : — ^to your manor of i^^kt-hatch, go, — 
You *11 not bear a letter for nie, you rogue ! — 
you stand upon your honour ! — Why, tliou 
unconfinable baseness, it is as much as I can 
do, to keep the terms of my honour pi’ecise. 
I, I, I myself sometimes, leaving the fear of 
Heaven on the left hand, and hiding mine 


honour in my necessity, am fain to shuffle, 
to hedge, and to lurch •, and yet you, rogue, 
•jvill ensconce your rags, your cat-a-mountain 
looks, your red-lattine phrases, and your bold- 
beating oaths, under the shelter of your 
honour ! You will not do it, you ? 

Pist. I do relent : what would thou more 
of man 1 

Enter Robix. 

Jioh. Sir, hei*o’§ a woman wouhl s})eak with 
yon. 

Fed. Let her approach. 

Enter Mistress Quickly, 

Quick. Oive your woi'ship gootl morrow. 

Fed. Good morrow, good wife. 

Qriick. Not so, an ’t please your worship. 

Fal. Good maid, then. 

Quick. I '11 be sworn ; as my mother was, 
the first hour I was born. 

Fal. I do believe the sweai*er. What with 
me ? f 

Quick. Shall 1 vouchsafe your woiship a 
woi'd or two ! 

Fal. Two thousan4, fair woman ; and I ’ll 
vouchsafe thee the healing. c 

Quick. There is one Mistress Ford, sir : — I 
pray, come a little nearer this ways. — I my- 
self dwell with Master Doctor Caiua 

Fal. Well, on : Mistress Ford you say, — 

Qidck. Your worship says very true : — I 
pray your worship, come a little nearer thi.s 
ways. 

Fed. I waiTant thee, nobody hears : mine 
own jieople, mine own people. 

Quick. Are they so ? Heaven bless them, 
and make them his servants ! .'>1 

Fal. Well : Mistress Ford ; — what of her ? 

Quick. Why, sir, she ’s a g<x>d creaturoi 
Lord, Lord ! your worship ’s a wanton : well. 
Heaven forgive you, ami all of us, I pray ! 

Fal. Mistress Foril ; — come, Mistress 
Ford, — 

Quick. Marry, this is the shoit and the 
long of it. You have brought her into such 
a canaries, iis ’t is wonderful : the best 
courtier of them all, when the court lay at 
Windsor, could never have brought her to 
such a canary; yei there has been knights, 
and lords, and gentlemen, with their coaches ; 
1 waiTant you, coach jifter coach, letter aftei 
letter, gift after gift ; smelling so sweetly, al! 
musk, and so rushling, I WaiTant you, in silk 
and gold ; and in such alligant terms ; ami 
in such wine and sugar of the best, and the 
fairest, that would have won any woman's 
heart, and, I warrant you, they could never 
get an eye-wink of her. — I had myself twenty 
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angols given me thia morning ; but I defy all 
angels, (in such sort, as they say) but in the 
way of honesty ; — and, I warrant yoxi, tficy 
could never get her so :.iuch as sip on a cup 
with the pi’Oude.st of t'.em all ; and yet there 
has been earls, nay, which is more, pensioners ; 
but, I warrant you, all is one with her. 

Fal. But what says she to me ? be brief, 
my good she-Merctiry. 

Quick. Marry, she hath received your 
letter, for the which she thanks ^ you a tliou- 
sand times j and she give.s you to notify, that 
her husband will be absence from his house 
between ten and eleven. • 

Fal. Ten and eleven. 

Quick. Ay, forsooth ; and then you may 
come and see the picture, she says, that you 
wot of : Master For<l, her husband, will be 
from home. Alas ! the sweet woman loads 
an ill life with him ; he 's a very jealousy 
man ; .she leads a veiy frampold life with 
him, good heart. « 

Fal. Ten ai.d eleven. — Woman, commend 
me to her ; I Arill not fail hei-. 

Quick. Why, you sa^?^ well. But I have 
another messenger to your vforship : Misti’ess 
Page hath her hearty commendations to you 
too; — and let me tell you in your ear, she’s 
as fartuous a civil modest wife, and one (I 
tell you) that will not miss you morning nor 
evening prayer, as any is in Windsor, whoe’er 
be the other : and she bade me tell your 
worshij), that her husband is seldom from 
homo, but she hopes there will come a 
time. I never knew a woman so dote upon 
a man : surely, I think you hav'e charms, la ; 
yes, in truth. 

Fal. Not I, I Jissure thee ; setting the 
attraction of my good parts aside, I have no 
other charms. 

Quick. Blessing on your heart for ’t ! 

Fal. But, I pray thee, tell me this : has 
Ford’s wife, and Page’s wife, aetjuainted each 
other how they love mo 1 

Quick. That were a jest, indeed ! — they 
have not so little grace, T hope : — that were 
a trick, indeed ! But Misstreas Page would 
desire you to send her your little page, of all 
loves : her husband has a marvellous infection 
to the little {lage ; and, truly, Master Page 
is an honest man. Never a wife in Windsor 
leads a better life than she does ; do what 
she will, say what she will, take all, pay all, 
go to bed when she list, rise when she list, all 
is as she will ; and, truly, she deserves it, for 
if thei« be a kind woman in Windsor, she is 
one. You must send her your page ; no 
remedy. 


Fal. Why, 1 will. i» 

Quick. Nay, but do so, then : and, look 
you, he may come and go between you both ; 
and, in any case, have a naywoid, that you 
may, know one another’s mind, and the boy 
never need to understand anything : for ’t is 
not good that children should Imow any 
wickedness ; old folks, you know, have dis- 
ci*etion, as they say, and know the world. 

Fal. Fare thee well : command me to them 
j both. There ’s my purse ; 1 am yet thy 
debtor. — Boy, go along with this woman. 
[Exeiini Quickly and Robin.] This news 
distracts me. isi 

Fist. This punk is one of Cupid’s carriers. — 
Clap on more sails ; pm-sue, up with your 
fights : 

Give fire ! She is my prize, or ocean whelm 
i them all ! ’ [Exit. 

j Fal. Say’st thou so, old Jack! go tliy 
ways ; I ’ll make more of thy body than I 
have done. Will they yet look after thee? 
Wilt thou, after the expense of so much 
money, be now a gainer ? Good body, I 
thank thee : let them say, 't is gi’ossly done ; 
so it be fairly done, no matter. wo 

E liter Bardolph. 

j Bard. Sir John, there’s one Ma.stcr Brook 
j below would fain speak with you, and be 
j acquainted with you ; and hath sent your 
I worship a morning’s draught of sack. 

1 F(d. Brook is his name ? 

! Bard. Ay, sir. 

Fal. Call him in. [Evdt Bakdolph.] Such 
i Bi’ooks are welcome to me, that o’erflow such 
i liquor. Ah ! ha ! Mistress Ford and Mistress’ 
Page, have I encompassed you ? go to ; via ! 

lle-enter Bardolph, with Ford disguised. 

Ford. Bless you, sir. 

Fal. And you, sir: would you speak with me? 

Ford. I make bold to pre.ss with so little 
preparation upon you. 

P'al. Y ou ’re welcome. What ’s your will ? 
— Give us leave, drawer. [Exit Bardolph. 

Ford. Sir, I am a gentleman that Imve 
sjjent much : my name is Brook. 

Fal. Good Master Brook, I desire more 
ac(|uaintijance of you. i«o 

Ford. Good Sir J ohn, I sue for yours ; not 
to charge you ; for I must let you understand, 

I think myself .n better plight for a lender 
than yon are ; the which hath something em- 
bolden’d me to this unseason’d intrusion, for, 
they say, if money go before, all ways do lie 
open. 

Fed. Money is a good soldier, sir, and will on. 
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Ford. Troth, and I have a bag of money 
here troubles me : if you will help to bear it, 
Sir John, take all, or half, for easing me of 
the carriage. no 

^ Fal. Sh*, I know not how I may deserve 
to be your porter. 

Ford. I will tell you, sir, if you will give 
me the hearing. 

Fal. Si^eak, good Master Brook; I shall 
be glad to bo your servant. 

Ford. Sir, 1 hear you arc a scholar, — I 
will bo brief with you, — and you have been a 
man long known to me, though I had never 
so good means, as desire, to make myself ac- 
<{uaint(;d with you. I shall discover a thing 
to you, whci'ejn I must very much lay open 
mine own imjierfcction ; but, good Sir John, 
as you liave one eye upon my follies, as you 
hear them unfolded, turn another into the 
registcu* of your own, that I may pass with a 
repi'otif the easier, sith you yourself know, 
how easy it is to bo such an offender. 

Fal. Very well, sir ; proceed. 

Ford. There is a gentlewoman in this town, 
her husband’s name is Ford. 

Fed. Well, sir. loo 

Ford. I have long loved her, and, I protest 
to you, bestowed much on her ; followed her 
with a doting observance ; engi'ossed oppor- 
tunities to meet her ; fco’d every .slight occa- 
sion, that could but niggardly give mo sight 
of her ; not only bought many presents to 
give her, but have given lai'gely to many, 
to know what she would have given. Briefly, 

I have puraued hei*, tis love hath jjursued mo, 
wliich hath been, on the whig of all occasions : 
but whatsoever I have merited, either in my 
mind, or in n-y means, meed, I am sure, 1 
have received none, unless experience 1x3 a 
jewel ; that I have purchase<l at an infinite 
rate, and that hath taught me to say this : 

Love like a slmdoxo Jlies, when substance love 
pursues ; 

Pursuing that that Jlies^ and flying what 
purs'Ses. 

Fal. Have you received no promise of 
satisfaction at her hands 1 

Ford. Never. 

Fal. Have you importuned her to such a 
purpose ? 

Ford. Never. no 

Fal. Of what quality was your love then ? 

Ford. Like a fair house, built upon another 
man’s gi’ound ; so that I have lost my edifice, 
by mistaking the place where I erected it. 

Fal. To what purpose have yoii unfolded 
this to me ? 
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Ford. When I have told you that, I have 
told you all. Home say, that though she 
appear honest to me, yet in other places she 
enlargeth her mirth so far, that there is 
shrewd construction made of her. Now, Sir 
John, here is the luiart of my purpose : you 
are a gentleman of oxcollcnt breeding, ad- 
mirable discoui-se, ef gicat admittance, 
authentic in your place aiul pei’son, generally 
allowed for you» many war like, court-like, 
and learned preparations. 

Fal. O, sir ! 

Ford. Believe it, for you know it. — There 
is money ; spend it, s])e.ud it ; speml moi-e ; 
sjKiiid all I have, <udy give mo so much of 
your time in exchange of it, as to lay an 
amiable siege to the honesty of this Ford’s 
wife : use your art of wooing, win her to con- 
sent to you ; if any man may, you may as 
soon as any. za 

Fal. Would it apply well to the vchemency- 
of your aftection, that I should win what you 
would enjoy ? *Metliinks, you prescribe to. 
youi’self very j)rcposterously. 

Fo7'd. O ! \uider.stand my drift. She 
dwells so securely ori the excellency of her 
honour, that the folly of my soul dares not 
present itself ; she is too bright to be looked 
against. Now', could I come to her with any 
detection in my Inuid, my de.sires had instance 
and argument to commend themselvtfs ; I 
could drive her then from the ward of her 
purity, her reputation, her marriage- vow, and 
a thousiiud other her defences, which now are 
too too sti’ongly (unhattled against me. 
What say you to ’t, Sir John ? 

Fal. Master Brook, 1 will fiivst mak<j bold 
with your money ; next, give me your hsind ; 
ami last, as I am a gentlmnan, you shall, if 
you will, enjoy Ford’s wife. 

Ford. O good sir ! »3 ■ 

Fal. I say you shall. 

Foi’d. Want no money. Sir John ; you 
shall want none. 

Fal. Want no Mistress For<l, MastJsr 
Brook ; you shall want none. 1 shall bo with 
her (I may tell you) by her own aj)pointmcnt 
even as you came in to me, her assistant, or 
go-between, parted from me : I say, I shall 
be with her V>etween ten and eteyen ; for at 
tliat time the jealous Irascally kxta'^e, her 
husband, will be forth. Oon^ you to me at 
night ; you shall know how I sjpeidd, a® 

Firrd. I am blest in your acqtudutance. Do 
you know Fonl, sir ? 

Fal. Hang him, poor cuckoldly knave ! I 
know him not. — Yet I wrong him, to call him 
poor ; they say, the jealous wittolly knave 
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liatli masses of money, for the wliich his wife 
seems to be well-fa voui’od. I will use her as 
the key of the cuckoldly rogue’s coffer, and 
there ’s my h;ir\'e.st home. an 

Fvt'd. J wouhl you knew Ford, sir, that 
you might avoid him, if you saw him. 

FoL Mang him, mechanical salt-butter 
rogm? I I will stare him out of his wits ; 1 
will awe him with my cudgel : it shall hang 
like a meteor o’er the cuckoW’s horns. Mas- 
ter Brook, thou shalt know I will predomin.ate 
over the peasant, and thou shalt ‘lie with his 
wife. — Come to mo soon .at night. — Ford’s a 
knave, arid I will aggravate his stylo ; t^iou. 
Master Brook, shalt know him for.i knave and 
cuckold. — Come to me soon at night. \ExiL 
Ford. What a damned Epicurean r.ascal is 
this ! — My heart is ready to eriick with im- 
patience. — Who says, this is imj)rovi<leut 
jealousy 1 my wife hath sent to him, the hour 
is fixed, the match is made. Would any man 
liave thought thi.s? — See tlm^hell of having a 
false woman ! my bed shall be abu.sed, my, 
•coffers I'ansacked, my reputation gnawu at ; 
and I shall not only receive this villainous 
wrong, but stand unSor the adoption of 
abominable terms, and by him that does me 
this wrong. Terms ! names ! — Amaimon 
.sounds well ; Lucifer, well ; Barbason, wcl I ; yet 
they are devils’ additions, the names of fiends: 
but cuckold ! wittol-cuckold ! the devil him- 
self hath not such a name. P<age is an ass, 
a secure ass ; ho will trust his wife, he will 
not be jealous, I will rather trust a Fleming 
with my butter, Parson Hugh the Welchman 
with my cheese, an Iri.shmanwith myaqua-vitaj 
bottle, or a thief to walk my ambling gelding, 
than my wife with herself : then she plots, 
then she ruminates, then she devises : and 
what they think in their hearts they may effect, 
they will break their hearts, but they will 
effect. Heaven be praisetl for my jealousy ! — 
Eleven o’clock the hour : I will prevent this, 
detect my wife, be revenged on Falstaff, and 
laugh at Page, f will about it ; better three 
hoin-s too st)on, than a minute too late. Fie, 
he, tic ! cuckold ! cuckold ! cuckold ! [Exit. 


Scene HI. — Windsor Park. 

Enter Caius and RuGBY. | 

Caius. J ack Rugby ! 

Euff. Sir. 

Caius. Vat is de clock, Jack? 

’T is past the hour, sir, that Sir Hugh 
promised to meet. 

Caius. By gar, he 1ms save his soul, dat he 
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is no come : he lias pray liis Pible veil, dat he 
is no come. By gar. Jack Rugby, he is dead 
already, if he be come. 

E?f//. He is wise, sir; ho knew your wor- 
ship would kill him, if he came. u 

edius. By gar, de herring is no dead, so As 
I vill kill him. Take your rapier. Jack ; I vill 
tell you how J vill kill him. 

Etif/. Ala.s, sir ! I cannot fence. 

Calm. Villainy, take your rapier. 
liny. Forbear; here’s comp:iuy. 

Enter Host, Shallow, Slender, and Page. 

JfoHt. ’Bless tlnie, bully dpctoi*. 
t^UaL ’Siive you, Master Doctor Caivis. 

I*uye. Now, good nuLster doctor ! 

Flea. .Oiv'e you good morrow' sir. 

Calm. Vat be all you, one, two, ti:je, four, 
come fori 

Host. To see thee fight, to .see thee foin, to 
sec thee traverse, to see thee here, to see thee 
there; to see thee pass thy ])unto, thy stock, 
thy reverse, thy distance, thy montant. Is 
ho dead, niy Ethiopian ? is he dead, my Fran- 
cisco ? ha, bully ! What .sjiys my H^sculapius? 
my Galen? my heart of elder? ha! is he dead, 
bully-stale? is he dead ? so 

Caius. By gar, ho is de coward J ack priest 
of the vorld ; lie is not show Iiis face. 

Host. Thou art a Castilian, King Urinal: 
Hector of Greece, my boy. 

Cairn. I pray you, bear vitnc.ss that me 
have stay' six or .seven, two, tree houra for 
him, and ho is no come. 

*S7miZ. He is the wiser man, master doctor : 
he is a curer of souls, and you a cux’er of 
bodies ; if you should fight, y'^ou go against 
the hair of your ])rofessioiis. .Is it not true, 
Master Page ? 

Page. M.aster .Shallow, y’ou have yourself 
been a great fighter, though now a man of 
peace. 

FhaL Bodykins, Master Page, though I now 
bo old, and of the peace, if I see a sword out, 
my finger itches to make one. TJ|^ough we are 
justices, and doctors, and churchmen. Master 
P.agc, we bav<j some salt of our youth in us ; 
we are the sous of women, Master Page. 

Page. ’T is true, Msister Shallow. bo 

Shod. It will be found so, Master Page. « 
Muster ^Doctor Caius, I am come to fetch you 
home. I am sworn of the peace : you have 
showed yourself a wise physician, and Sir 
Hugh hath shown himself a wise and patient 
churchman. You must go with me, master 
doctor. 

Host. Pardon, guest-justice : — a word| 
Monsieur Mock-water. 
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Cairn. Mock-vater ! vat is dat ? 

Host. Mock- water in our English tongue is 
valoxir, bully. 

Caius. By gar, then I have as much mock- 
Vater as de Englishman. — Scurvy jack-dog 
priest ! by gar, mo vill cut his ears. 

Host. He will clapper-claw thee tightly, 
bully. 

Cains. Clapper-dc-claw ! at is dat? 

Host. That is, he will make thee amends. 

Cains. By gai*, me do look, he shall clappcr- 
de-claw me ; foi*, by gar, me vill hayp it. 

Host. And J will provoke him to % or let 
him wag. 

Canes. Me tank you for dat. 

Host. And liioreovei*, bidly, — but first, 
master guest, and Master Page, and eke 
Oavalero Slender, go you through the town 
to Frogmore. [ylsir/e to t/tem. 

Page. Sir Hugh is there, is he 1 

Host. is there : see what humour he is 
in, and I will bring the doctor about by the 
fields. Will it do well? 


Shtl. We will do it. 

Page^ Slud.^ and Slen. Adieu, good master 
doctor. 

[Pxeunt PAOii, Shallow, and Slendeu. 

Cains. By gar, me vill kill do piiest, 
for he speak for a Jack-an-ape to Anne 
Page. 83 

Host. Let him die. Slieatlic thy impatience .- 
throw cold wat^r on thy cholcr. Go about 
the fields with me through Frogmoi'c ; I will 
bring thee where Mistivss Anne Pago is, at a 
farmhouse a-feasting, and thou shalt woo her. 
Cried I aim? said I well? 

Canes. By gar, me tank you vor dat : by 
gar, I love you ; and I shall procure-a yt)U do 
good guest, <le earl, de knight, de lords, do 
gentlemen, my patients. w 

Host. For the which I will be thy adversary 
toward Anne Page : said I well ? 

Cains. By gar, ’t is good; veil .said. 

Host. Let us wag then. 

Cains. Comd at my heels. Jack Rugby. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT III. 


Scene I. — A Field near Frogmoro. 

Enter Eir Hugh Evans and Simple. 

Eva. I pray you now, good Msistcr Blender’s 
serving-man, and friend Simjde by your name, 
which way, have you looke<l for Master Caius, 
that calls himself doctor of physic ? 

Ehn. Marry, sir, the Pitty-wai*d, the park- 
ward, every way ; ol<l Windsor way, and 
eveiy way but the town way. 

Eva. I most feheinently desire you, you will 
also look that way. lo 

Sim. I will, sir. [lietiring. 

Eva, Pless my soul ! how full of cholem I 
am, and trempling of mind ! — I shall be glad, 
if ho have deceived me. — How melancholics 
t am ! — I will knog his urinals about his 
knave’s costard, when I have good opportu- 
nities for the ’ork ; — pless my soul ! [Sings. 

To shallow rivers, to whose falls 
Melod'iotis birds sing madrigals ; » 

There will we make our jeeds of roses, 
And a thousand fragrant posi(^. 

To shallow — 

Mei'cy on me 1 I have a great disposition to 
cry. 

Afelodious birds sing madrigals “ 
When as I sat in Palrylon , — • 

And a thovesand vpgram posies. 

To shallow-^ 


Sim. [Coming forward.'\ Yonder ho is 
coming, this way, Sir Hugh. so 

Eva. He ’s welcome. — 

To shallow rivers, to ivhose falls — 

Heaven prosper the right !- -Wliat weapons 
is he ? 

Sim. No weapons, sir. There comes my 
mastei', Ma.ster Shallow, and another gentle- 
man, from Frogmore, over the stile, this way. 

Eva. Pray you, give me my gown ; or else 
keep it in your arms. 

Elder Page, Shallow, aiul Slendeh. 

SImI. How now, master parson ? Good 
morrow, good Sir Hugh. Keep a gatnester 
from the <Uce, and a good student from his 
book, and it is wonderful. 

filen. Ah, sweet Anne Page ! 

Page. ’Save you, good Sir Hugh. 

Eva. ’Pless you from his mercy sake, all of 
you ! 

Shal. What ! the sword and tho word ? do 
you study them both, master parson ? 

Page. And j'outhful still, in your doublet 
and hose, this raw rheumatic day ! 

Eva. There is reasons and causes for it. 

Page. We are come to you to do a good 
office, master parsom 

Eva. Fery well t what is it ? 

Page. Yonder is a most reverend gentleman 
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who, bolike liaving received wi'ong by some 
person, is at most odtls with his own gravity 
and patience tluit ever you saw. 

Shnl. I have lived fourscore yoai’S, and 
upward ; 1 nevtu’ heard a man of his plae«'!, 
gravity, and hjarniiig, so wide of liis own 
i*csj)ect. 

Eva. What is lie ? «<> 

Page. I think you know him ; Master Doc- 
tor Cains, the renowned Frehch jiliysician. 

Eva. Cot’.H will, and liis passion yf my heart! 
I had }vs lief you would tell me of a mess of 
l>orridge. 

Page. Wh}' 1 ' *■ 

Eva. IFe has no more knowledge in Hibbo- 
crates and Calen, — aiul he is a knave besides; 
a cowardly knav(<, as you would desires to be 
acquaiutoil withal. 

Page. I warrant you, he ’s tlic man shouhl 
light with him. 

Slf’iK O, swetit Anne P.ige ! 

J t appears .so, by hi.s Aweapons. — Keep 
them asunder : — here comes Doctor Cains. 

Entfr J/o.-ft, Caics, and Rugby. 

# 

Page. Nay, good nnuster parson, keep in 
your weapon. 

Shal. So do you, good ma.ster doctor. 

Host. DLsartu them, and let them que.stion: 
let them keep their limbs whole, and hack 
our English. 

Gains. I pray you, let-a me speak a word vit 
your ear : verefore vill you not meet-a me 1 

Eva, Fray you, use your patience : in good 
time. SI 

Caiiat. By gar, you are de cowai’d, dc Jack 
dog, John ape. 

Eva. Pray you, lot us not be laughing- 
stogs to other men’s humours; I de.sirc you 
in friendshij), and I will one way or other 
make you amends. -I will knog your urinals 
about your knave’s cogseomb for missing your 
meetings and ajipointmeiits. hh 

Cains. Diabiji ! — Jack Rugby, — mine host 
de .larlierey have I not stay for him to kill 
him 1 have I not, at do place I did appoint 1 

Eva. As I am a Christians soul, now, look 
you, this is the place ap|>ointed. I’ll be 
judgment by mine host of the Garter. 

Host. Peace, I say ! Gallia and Guallia, 
French and Welch, soul-curer and body- 
curer. 

Cains. Ay, dat is veiy good : excellent. 

Host. Peace, I stiy ! hear mine host of the 
Garter. Am I politic 1 am I subtle ? am I a 
Machiavel 1 Shall I lose my doctor ? no ; he 
gives me the potions and the motions. Shall 
I lose my parson 1 my priest ? my Sir Hugh 1 


no; ho gives me the proverbs and the noverbs. 
— Give nle thy hand, terrestrial; so. — Give 
me thy hand, celestial ; so. — Jioys of art, I 
have deceived you both ; I have directed you 
to wrpug places : your hearts are mighty, yoitr 
.skins are whole, and let burnt sack be the 
is.sue. — Come, lay their swmrds to ]>awn. — 
Follow mo, lad of peace ; follow, follow, follow. 

tS/ial. Trust me, a niiul ho.st. — Follow, 
gentlemen, follow. no 

tSlen. O, sweet Anne Pago ! 

[Exeioit Shallow, Slender, Page, 

and Host. 

Cains. Ha ! do I percoivh dat ? have you 
inake-a de sot of us ? ha, ha ! 

Ei'a. This is well ; ho has 'madn us his 
vlouting-stog. — [ desire you, that we may be 
friends, and let us knog our prains together 
to be reveng<5 on this .same scafl, scui'vy, 
cogging companion, the host of the Gai'tcr, ns 

Cains. By gar, vit all my heai*t. He 
promised to bi’ing me \ ei’e is Anne I’ago : by 
gar, lie d(‘ceive me too. 

Eva. Well, I will smite his noddles. — Pray 
you, follow. \ExP,u'>}t. 

Scene If. — A Street in Wimlsor. 

Enter Afistres.s Pa(ie and, Robin. 

Mrs. Page. Nay, keep your way, little 
gallant : you were wont to l)e a follower, but 
now you are a leader. Whether had you 
rather lca<l mine eyes, or eye your master’s 
heels 1 

Hob. T had rather, fonsooth, go bi^foro you 
like a man, than follow him like a dwarf. 

Mrs. Page. G ! you are a fTatteriug boy : 
now, I .see, you ’ll be a courtier. 

Enter Foui). 

Ford. W<dl mot, Mistre.ss Page. Whither 
go you % 

Mrs, Page. Truly, sir, to see your wife : is 
she at home ? a 

Ford. Ay ; and as idle as she may hang 
together, for want of company. I think, if 
your huslmnds were dejul, you two would 
many. 

Mrs. l^age. Be sure of that, — two other 
hu.Hbands. 

Ford. Where had you this pretty weather- 
cock ? 

Mrs. Page. I cannot tell what the dickens 
his name is my hnsband had him of. — What 
do you call your knight’s name, sinah ? 

Hob. Sir John Falstaff. » 

Ford. Sir John Falstaff 1 
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Mra. Pttye. He, he ; I can never hit on ’a 
name. — TJiere ia such a league between iny 
good man and he ! Is your wife at home, 
indeed 1 

Ford. Indeed, she is. 

M'Tn- Faye. By your leave, sir : I am sick, 
till 1 see her. [ Eicemit Mvk. Page a'iid RoiiiN. 

Ford. Has Page any brains'? hath bo any 
eyes ? hath he any thinking 1 Sure, they 
^ sleep ; he hath no use of th^'nu Why, this 
boy will carry a letter twenty miles, as easy 
as a cannon will shoot point-blank twelve 
score. He ])ieces out his wife’s inclination ; 
he gives her folly motion and advkntage : 
and now she ’s going to my wife, and Falstaffs 
boy Avith her. A man may hear this shower 
sing in the wpid :ind Falstaff‘’s boy with 
her! — CJoo<l plots! — ^they are laid; and our 
revolted wives share damnation together. 
Well ; ] Avill take him, then torture my 
Avif(*, pluck the bovrowjMl A’-eil of modesty 
from the so seeming Mistress Page, divulge 
Pago himsidf for a secure and wilful Acta3on ; 
5111(1 to tli(\se violent procecMlings all my neigh- 
bours shall cry aim. [Clock sfriken.'^ The 
clock'give.s me my cue, and my assurance bids 
me search ; there I shall Hud Falstfiff. 1 
shall bo rather praised for this than mocked ; 
for it is as positive as the earth is tirin, that 
Falstalf is there : I Avill go. 

Fntcr Paoe, Siialloaa^ Slender, Host, Sir 
Hugh Ea'Ans, Caius, and. Ruonv. 

Fagcy ShaL, Sc. Well met, Mtister Ford. 

Ford. Trust me, a good knot. I ha\'c good 
cheer at home, and I pniy you all go Avith 
me. 

Shal. I must excuse my,s<.df, Master Ford, w 

Shm. A lid ‘SO must I, sir : we have ap- 
jxiinted to dine with Mistress Anne, and I 
would not break with her for more money 
than I ’ll s[)eak of. 

Shill. Wo have lingered about a match be- 
tween Anne Pago and my cousin Slender, 
and this day we shall huA^e our ausAver. 

Slen. I ho|)e, I have your good will, father 
Page. 

Faye. You have. Master Slender ; I stand 
wholly for you ; — but my wife, master doctor, 
is for you altogether. eo 

Caiint. Ay, by gar ; and do maid is love-a 
me : my nursh-a Quickly tell mo soQnush. 

Host. What say you to young Master 
Fenton 1 he capei's, he dances, he has eyes of 
youth, he writes verses, he speaks holiday, he 
smells April and May : he will c^irry ’t, he 
will carry ’t; 'tis in his buttoijs; he will 
carry ’t. 


Faye. Not by my consent, I promise you. 
The gentleman is of no havjng : he kept 
com}>any with the wild prince and Poins ; ho 
is of too high a region ; he knows too much. 
No, he shall not knit a knot in his fortunes 
with the finger of njy subshinco : if he take 
her, let him take her simply ; the wealth I 
have waits on my consent, and my consent 
goes not that Avay, 

Ford. I beseech yon, lu'artily, .some of you ' 
go home with m« to dinner ; besides your 
cheer, you .shall have sport ; 1 will show you 
a monster. — ^ISIiAstor doctor, you shall go : — 
so shall you, Msister Page, — and you. Sir 
Hugh. (M 

SJial. Well, fare you well. — We shall have 
the freer wooing at M sister Page’.s. 

[Exeunt Siialloav and Slender. 

Caiua. Go home, John Rugby ; T come 
anon. [EAt Keoby. 

■Host. FareAA'cll, my liearts. I will to my 
honest knight Falstalf, and drink canary Avith 
him. [Exit. 

Ford. [Aside^\ I think, I shall drink in 
jnpe-wine first Avith him; I’ll make him 
dance. Will you go, "cntles ? 

All. Hsxve with you, to seo this monster. 

[E.cennt. 


Scene III. — A Room in Ford’s House. 
Elder Mistress Ford and Mistress Pace. 

Mrs. Ford. What, J ohn ! Avhat, Robert ! 

Mrs. Faye. Quickly, (juickly. Is the buck- 
basket — 

Mrs. Ford. I AvaiTaut. — What, Robin, I 
say ! 

Enter Servants nnth a basket. 

Mrs. Faye. Como, come, come. 

Mrs. Ford. Here, set it down. 

Mrs. Faye. Give your men the charge ; we 
must be brief. 

Mrs. Ford. MaiTy, as I told you before, 
John, and Robert, be ready here hard by in 
the brew-house ; and when I suddenly call 
you, come forth, and (without any pause, or 
staggering) take this basket on your shoulders : 
that done, trudge with it in all haste, and 
cany it among the whitsters in Datchet- 
meod, and there empty it in the muddy ditch, 
close by the Thames side. 

Mrs. Faye. Yoxi will do it? 

Mrs. Foi'd. I Imve told them over and 
over ; they lack no direction. Be gone, and 
come when you are called. [Exeunt Servants. 

Mrs. Faye. Here comes little Robin. » 
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Enter RoBlif. 

Mrs. Fortt. How now, my eyas- musket 
wliat news with you ? 

Rob. My master, Sir John, is come in a1 
your back-dooi*, Mistress Ford, and I'equesti 
your company. 

Mrs. Page. You little Jack-a-Lent, hav< 
you been true to us ? 

‘ Jiob. Ay, I ’ll be sworn. My master knows 
hot of your being here ; an<.l hath threatened 
to put me into everlasting liberty, if 1 tell 
you of it, for he swears he ’ll turn me away. 

Mrs. Page. Thou ’rt a good boy ; this 
secrecy of thine shall be a biilor to thee„ and 
shall m!iko thee a new doublet and hose. — 
I ’ll go hide me. 

Mrs. Ford. Do so. — Go tell thy master, I 
am alone. [Exit Robin.] — Mistress Page, 
remember you your cue. 

Mrs. Page. I waiTant thee : if I do not act 
it, hiss me. [Exit. 

Mrs. Fm'd. Go to then : we ’ll use this un- 
wholesome humidity, this* gross watery, 
pumpion ; — we. ’ll teacli him to know turtles 
from jays. 

Enter FiLSTAPF. 

Fal. Have I caught my heavenly jewel ? ' 
Why, now lot me die, for I have lived long 
enough : this is the period of my ambition. 

0 this blessed hour ! 

Mrs. Ford. O .sweet Sir John ! 

Fal. Mistress Foi’d, I cannot cog, I cannot 
prate, Mistre.s8 Foi’d. Now shall I sin in 
my wish : I would thy husband were dead. 

1 ’ll speak it before the best lortl, 1 would 
make thee my lady. 

Mrs. Ford. I your lady, Sir John 1 alas, 

I should be a pitiful lady. so 

Fal. Let the court of France show me 
such another. I see how thine eye would 
emulate the diamond : thou hast the right 
arched beauty of the brow, that becomes the 
ship-tire, the tire-valiant, or any tire of Vene- 
tian admittance. 

Mrs. Ford. A plain kerchief. Sir John : 
my brows become nothing else; nor that 
well neither. 

Fal. By the Lord, thou art a tyrant to say 
BO : thou wouldst make an absolute courtier ; 
and the firm fixture of thy foot would give 
an excellent motion to thy gait, in a semi- 
circled farthingale. I see what thou wert, if 
Fortune thy foe were not. Nature thy friend : 
come, thou canst not hide it. 

Mrs. Ford. Believe me, there ’s no such 
thing in me. 

F^ What made me love theel let that 


persuade thee, there ’s something ex^ra* 
ordinary in thee. Come ; I cannot cog, and 
say thou art this and that, like a many of 
these lisping hawthom-buds, that come like 
women in men’s api>ai’el, and smell like 
Buoklersbury in simple time : I cannot ; Rut 
I love thee, none but thee, and thou deservest 
it. 

2frs. Ford. Do not betray me, sir. I fear, 
you love Mistress Page. » 

Fal. Thou mightst as well say, I love to 
walk by the Counter-gate, which is as hate- 
ful to xne as the I’cek of a lime-kiln. 

Mrs. Ford. Well, Heaven knows, how I 
love you ; and you shall one day find it. 

Fal. Keep in that mind ; I ’ll deserve it. *a 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I must tell you, so you 
do, or else I could not be in that mind. 

Rob. [Within.^ Mistress Fox’d | Misti’e.ss 
Ford ! here ’s Mistress Page at the door, 
sweating, and blowiixg, anti looking wildly, 
and would needs speak with you presently. 

Fal. She shall not sec me. I will ensconce 
me behind the anus. 

Mrs. Ford. Pray you, do so : she ’s a very 
tattling woman. — [Falstaff hides hiniself 

Re-enter Mistress Page and Robin. 

What ’.s the matter 1 how now ! ox 

Mrs. Page. O Mistress Ford ! what have 
you done ? You ’I’e shamed, you are over- 
thrown, you ’re undone for evei’. 

Mrs. Ford. What ’s the matter, good Mis- 
tress Page ? 

Mrs. Page. O well-a-day. Mistress Ford ! 
iiaving an hoxiest man to your husband, to 
give him such cause of suspicion ! 

Mrs. Ford. What cause of suspicion ] loo 

Mrs. Page. Wlnit cause of su.spicion 1 — Out 
upon you ! how am I mistook iix yoxi ! 

Mrs. Ford. Why, alas ! what ’s the matter ? 

Mrs. Page. Your husband’s coming hither, 
woman, with all the oificers in Windsor, to 
search for a gentleman, that, he says, is here 
row in the house, by your consent, to take 
,n ill advantage of his absence. You aro un- 
done. 

Mrs. Ford. ’T is not so, I hope. m 

Mrs. Page. Pray Heaven it be not so, that 
^oxi have such a man here ; but ’t is most 
icii:ain jrour husband’s coming, with half 
Wind.sor at his heels, to search for such a 
>ne : I come before to tell you. If you 
know yourself clear, why, I am glad of it : 
)ut if yoix have a friend here, convey him 
lut. Be not amazed ; call all your senses to 
•ou : defeitd your reputation, or bid farewell 
to your good life for §ver. 
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Falstaff . I would make thee my ladv. 
Mrs. Ford. I your lady," Sir John ! alas. 
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Mrs. Ford. What shall 1 do? — Thei^ is a 
gentleman, niy dear friend ; and I fear n6t 
mine own shame so much as las peril : I had 
rather than a thousand pound he were out of 
4he house. m 

Mvh. Page. For shame ! never stand “ you 
had lutlior,” and “ you had leather:” your 
husband ’s here at hand ; bethink you of some 
conveyance : in tho house you cannot hide 
him.- — O, how have you deceived me ! — Look,-, 
here is a basket ; if he be of any reasonable 
stature, ho may creep in hero ; and throw foul 
lintm upon him, us if it were going to’bftcking : 
or, it is whiting-timo, send him by your two 
men to Datcliot-mead. iao 

Mrs. Ford. Hci ’s too big to go in there. 
What shall I do? 

Jte-enter Fai.staff.. 

Fid. Ltit me s(.*<^ ’t, let me see ’t ! O, let mo 
see ’t ! I. ’ll in, I’ll in. — Follow j'our friend’s 
counsel. — I ’ll in. 

Mrs. What! Sir John Falstaff? Arc* 

these vour lettcr.s, knight 1 

Fal. J love thee : help me away ; lot mo 
creep in here ; J ’ll never — 

\lle gets into the basket : they covet' him 

with fold Htien. 
Mrs. Page. Help to cover your mastei*, 
boy. Call your men. Mistress Ford. — You 
dissembling knight ! « 

Mrs. Ford. What, .John ! Robert ! .John ! i4i 

[jE.dt Robin. 

Re-enter Servants. \ 

Go take up these clothes here, quickly ; 
where ’s the cowl-stalf? look, how you <lrum- 
blo : carry them to the laundress in Datchet- 
meatl ; quickly, come. I 

Enter Fobd, Page, Oaius, and Sir Hugh 
Evans. 

Ford. Pray you, come near : if I susi>ect 
without cause, why, then make sport at me, 
thbn let me be your jest ; I deserve it, — How 
now % whither bear yoti this ? 

Serv. To the laundress, forsooth. no 

Mrs. Ford. Why, what have you to do 
whither they bear it? You were best 
meddle with buck-washing. 

Ford. Buck ? I would I could wash my- 
self of the buck ! Buck, buck, buck ? Ay, 
buck ; -I warrant you, buck, and of tlie season 
tot"), it shall appear. [Exeunt Servants with 
the basket.^ Gentlemen, I have droametl to- 
night ; I '11 tell you my dream. ,Here, here, 
here be my keys : ascend my chambers, 
search, seek, find ouf t I ’ll warrant, we '11 


unkennel the fox. — me stop this -way 
first -so, now uncapo. 

Page. Good Master Pol’d, be contented ; 
you wrong yourself too much. joi 

Ford. True, Master Page. — Up, gentle- 
men ; you shall see .sport anon : follow me, 
gentlemen. ’ [Exit, 

Eva. This is fery fantastical humours, and 
jealousies. 

Cains. By giK-, ’tis no d(5 fashion of France : 
it is not jealous in France. 

Page. Nay, follow him, gentlemen : see the 
issue of his search. 

[Exeunt Page, CAit;s, and Evans. 

xWrs. Page. Is there not a double excellency 
in this ? 

Mrs. Ford. I know not which pleases me 
bettei’, that my hirsband is tlcceived, or !Sir 
John, ni 

Mrs. Page. What a taking was he in, when 
your husband asked who was in the basket ! 

Mrs. Ford. ^ am half afraid he will havo* 
need of washing ; so, throwing him into tho 
water will do him a lauiefit. 

Mrs. Page. Haiig^^him, di.shonest rascal ! 
I would all of the .same strain were in ^ the 
same distress. 

Mrs. Ford. I think, myhu.sband hath some 
s|)ecial suspicion of Falstaff’s being here ; foi* 
1 never saw him so gross in his jealousy till 
now. wt 

Mrs. Page. I will lay a plot to try that ; 
and wo will yet have more tricks with Fal- 
stalF : his dissolute disoa.se will scarce obey 
this medicine. 

Mrs. Ford. Shall wo send that foolish car- 
I’ion, Mistress Quickly, to him, and excuse his 
throwing into the water ; and give him 
another hojje, to betray him to another pun- 
ishment ? 

Mrs. Page. We ’ll do it : let him be .sent 
for to-morrow eight o’clock, to have amends. 

Re-enter Ford, Page, Oaius, and Sir Hugh 
Ev-\jis. 

Fo 7 'd. I caiinot fiixd him : may be, tho 
knave bragged of that ho conhl not compass. 

Mrs. Page. Heard you that ? 

Mrs. Ford. You use me well, Master Ford, 
do you ? 

Ford. Ay, I do so. 

Mrs. Ford. Heaven make you better than 
your thoughts ! 

Ford. Amen. 

Mrs. Page. You do yourself mighty wrong, 
Master Ford. wo 

Ford. Ay, ay ; I must bear it. 

Eva. If there be anypody in the house, and 
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in tlie chambei'S, and in the coffers, and in th 
presses, Heaven forgive my sins at the day o; 
judgment ! 

Gaiiis. By gar, nor I too, dero is no Ijodiea 

Page. Fie, iic. Master Ford ! are you no' 
ashamed ? What spirit, what devil suggest) 
this imagination I I would not have youi 
distemper in this kind for tlic wealth ol 
Windsor Castle. 

Ford. ’T is my fault, Master Page : I sxiffer 
for it. . 21 

Eva. You suffer for a pa«l conscience : your 
wife is as honest a’ onians as I will desires 
among five thousand, and live hundred too. 

Cains. By gar, I see ’t is an honest woman, 

F<yrd. Well ; I promised yoxi a dinner. — 
Come, come, walk in the park : I pray you, 
pardon mo ; I will hereafter make known t< 
you, wliy I have done this. — Come, wife j — 
come. Mistress Page : I pray you pardon mo; 
pray heartily, pardon me. 

Page. Let 's go in, gentlemen ; but, trust 
me, we ’ll mock him. I do invito you to- 
morrow morning to my house to breakfast ; 
after, we ’ll a-birding tsgethcr ; I have a fine 
hawk for the bush. Shall it be so % 

Ford. Any tiling. 

Eva. If there is one, I shall make two in 
the company. 

Cains. If there be one or two, I shall make 
a detixrd. 

Ford. Pray yon, go. Master Page. 

Eva. I pray you now, remembrance to- 
morrow on the lousy knave, mine host. sso 

Cains. Dat is good ; by gar, vit all my 
heart. 

Eva, A lousy knavo 1 to have his gibe.s, 
and his mockeries ! [Exeunt. 


Scene IV— -A Room in Page’s House. 

Enter Fenton and Anne Page. | 

Fent. I see, I cannot get thy father’s love ; 
Therefore, no more turn me to him, sweet 
Nan. 

Anne. Alas ! how then ? 

Fent. Why, thou must be thyself. 

He doth object, I am too great of birth, 

And that tuy state being gall’d with ray ex- 
j)ense, 

I seek to heal it only by his wealth. 

Besides these, other bars he lays befoi'e me, — ' 
My riots past, my wild societies ; 

And tells me, ’t is a thing impossible 
I should love thee, but as a property. to 

Anne. May be, he tells you true. 


Fent. No, Heaven so speed me in my time 
to come ! 

Albeit, I will confess, thy father s wealth 
Was the first motive that I woo’d thee, Amxo: 
Yet, V. ooing thee, I found thee of more value 
Than stamps in gold, or sums in sealed bags ; 
And ’t is the voiy riches of thyself 
'riiat now I aim at. 

Anne. Gentle Master Fenton, 

Yet seek my father’s love ; still seek it, sir : 
If opjMjrtunity and humblest suit 20 

Cannot attain it, why, tlien, — hark you 
Ixither. converse apart. 


Enter Shallow, Slender, ami Mistress 
Quickly. 

nival. Break their talk, Mistre.ss Quickly : 
my kinsman shall speak for himself. 

Blen. I ’ll make a shaft or a bolt on ’t. 
’Slitl, ’t is but venturing. 

ISiml. Be not dismay’d. 

Slen. No, slie shall not dismay me : I caro 
not for that, — but that I am afeard. 

Quick. Hark ye ; Master Slender would 
speak a word with you. ao 

Anne. 1 come to him. — This is my fathers 
choice. 

O ! what a world of vile ill-fa vour’d faults 
Looks handsome in three hundi'cd pounds a 
year ! 

Quick. And how does good Master Fenton? 
Pray you, a woid with you. 

Shal. She ’s coming ; to her, coz. O boy I 
thou hadst a father ! 

Slen. I liad a father. Mistress Anne : my 
rnclc can tell you good jests of him. — Pray 
you, uncle, tell Mistress Anne the jest, how 
my father stole two geese out ctf a pen, good 
uncle. 41 

Slud. Mistress Anne, my cousin loves you. 

Slen. Ay, that I do ; as well as I love any 
woman in Glostershire. 

Shal. He will maintain you like a gentle- 
woman. 

Slen. Ay, that I will, come cut and long- 
tail, under the degree of a squire. 

Shal. He will make you a hundred and 
fifty pounds jointiu*e. 

Anne. Good Master Shallow, let him woo 
for hiim^lf. 

Shal. *Marry, I thank you for it ; I thank 
ou for that good comfort. She calls you, 
50Z : I ’ll leave you. 

Anne. Now, Master Slender. 

Slen. Now, good Mistress Anne. 

Anne. What is your will ? 

SUn, My will ? od’s heartlings ! that *s a 
pretty jest, indeed.' I ne’er made my wiJJ 
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yet, I thank Heaven ; I am not such a sickly 
creature, I give Heaven praise. 

Anne. I mean, Master Slender, what would 
you with mo ? w 

Slen. Truly, for mine own part, I vould 
little or nothing with yon. Your father, and 
my uncle, have made motion.s : if it be my 
luck, so ; if not, happy man bo his dole ! 
They can tell you how thingr go better than I 
can : you may ask your father ; here ho comes. 

Knter Page atui Mistress Page. 

Page. Now, Mjistcr Slender ! — Love him, 
daughter 'Anne. — 

Why, how now? what does Master Fenton 
here ? 

You wrong mo, sir, thus still to haunt my 
house : 

I told you, sir, my daugliter is dispos’d of. 

Fent. Nay, Master Page, bo. not impatient. 
Mrs. Page. Goo<l Master Fenton, come not 
to mv child. 7 a 

Page. She is no match for you. 

Fent. Sir, will you hoar nn; % 

Page. No, good Master Fenton. — 

Come, Master Shallow ; come, .son Slender, 
in. — 

Knowing my mind, you wrong mo. Master 
Fenton. 

\Exeuiit Page, Shallow, and Slender. 
Quick. Speak to Mistress Pago. 

Fent. Goo<l Mistress Pag(?, for that I love 
your daughter 

In such a righteous fashion as I do. 

Perforce, against all checks, rebukes, and 
manners, 

I must advance the colouns of my love, si 
And not I’etire : lot me have your good will. 
Anna. Goo<l mother, do not marry mo to 
yond foot. 

Mrs. Page. I mean it not ; I seek you a 
better husband. 

Quick. That ’s my master, master doctor. 

A fine. Alas ! I had rather bo .set quick i’ 
the earth, 

And bowl’d to death with turnips. 

Mrs. Page. Come, trouble not yourself. — 
Good Master Fenton, 

I will not be your friend, nor enemy ; w 
My daughter will I question how she loves 
you. 

And as I find her, so am I affected. 

Till then, farewell, sir: she must needs go in ; 
Her father will be angry. 

[Feeunt Mrs. Page and Anne. 
Fent, Farewell, gentle mistress. — Farewell, 
Nan. 

Quick. This is my doing, now. — Nay, said 
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I, will you cast away your child on a fool, and 
a physician? look on Master Fenton. — This 
is my doing. 

FerU. I thank thee ; and I pray thee, once 
to-night 

Give my sweet Nan this ring. Thei*o ’s for 
thy pain.s. [Fjdf. 

Quick. Now, Heaven scud thee good for« 
tune ! A kind heart he hath : a woman 
would nm through fire and wjitcr for such a 
kind heart. But yet I would my master hail 
Mistress Anno; or I wrould Master Slender 
had her ; or, in .sooth, I would Mastci' Fenton 
had her. I will «lo what I can for them all 
three, for so I have promised, and J ’ll bo as 
good as my word ; but speciously for Master 
Fenton. Well, 1 must of another errand to 
Sir John Falsbifi’ fx*om my two mistrcs.ses : 
what a beast 1 am to slack it ! \Fxit. 


Scene V. — A Room in the Gai’ter Inn. 

Enter Falstafp and Bardolph. 

Fal. Bai-dolph, I say, — 

Bard. Here, sir. 

Fal. Go fetch mo a quart of sack; put a 
toast in ’t. \Exit Bardolpjl] ILave I liveil 
to be can'ied in a basket, like a bairow of 
butcher’s oftal, and to be thrown in the 
Thames? Well, if I be served such another 
trick, I ’ll have my brains ta’en out, and but- 
tered, and give them to a dog for a new year's 
gift. The rogues slighted me into the river 
with as little remomii as they would havo 
ilrowned a blind bitch’.s ] nippies, fifteen i’ the 
litter ; and you may know liy my size, that I 
luive a kind of alacrity in sinking : if the 
bottom were as tleep as hell, I should down, 
I hail been drowned, but that this shore was 
shi'lvy and shallow ; a death that I abhor, for 
the water swells a man, and what a thing 
should T have been, when I had been swelled 1 
I sliould have been a mountain of mummy. 

Re-enter Bardolph uiith the wine. 

Bard. Hero’s Mistre.s8 Quickly, sir, to 
speak with you. *0 

Fal. Come, let mo pour in some sack to the 
Thames water, for my belly 's as cold, as if I 
had swallowed snowballs for jxills to cool the 
reins. Call her in. 

Bard. Como in, w^oman. 

Enter Mistress Quickly. 

Quick. By your leave. — I cry you mercy; 
give your worship good morrow. 



Act III. 


THE MERRY WIVES OP WINDSOR 


Scene Y. 


FaL Take away these chalices. Go, hrew 
me a pottle of sack finely. 

Bard. With eggs, sir 1 

Fal. Simple of itself ; I ’ll no pullct-spern 
in my hrewage. [jErii BAiiDOLrH.] XIow 
now 1 

Quick. Marry, sir, I come to your worshii; 
from Mistress Ford. 

Fal. Mistress Ford 1 I ^ have had fore 
enougli : 1 was thrown into tlie ford ; I have 
my belly full of ford. 

Quick. Alas the day ! good heart, that was 
not her fault : she does so take on with, her 
men ; they mistook their erection. 

Fal. So did I mine, to build upon a foolish 
woman’s promise. 

Quick. Well, she laments, sir, for it, that 
it would yearn your heart to see it. Her 
husband goes this morning a-birding ; she 
desires you onco more to come to her btitween 
eight and nine. I must carry her wowl 
quickly : slio ’ll make you arfiends, 1 warrant 
you. 

Fal. Well, I will visit her: tell her so; 
apd bid her think, whift a man is : let her con 
sider his fmilty, and then judge of my meiut. 

Quick. I will tell her. 

Fal. Do so. Between nine and ten, .say’st 
thou ? iio 

Quick. Eight and nine, sir. 

Fal. Well, be gone : 1 will not mLss her. 

Quick. Peace be with you, sir. \J‘lrit. 

Fal. I marvel, I hear not of !\laster 
Bi'ook : he sent mo word to stay within. I 
like Ills money well. O ! here he comes. 

Enter Ford. 

Ford. Blffss you, sir. 

Fal. Now, Master Brook ; you come to 
know what hath pa.s.sed between me and 
Ford’s wife ? 

Ford. That, indeed, Sir John, is my busi- 
ness. «> 

Fal. Ma.ster Brook, I will not lie to you. 

I was at her house the ht)ur she appointed me. 

Ford, And sped you, su* ? 

Fid. Very ill-favoui*edly, Master Brook. 

Ford. How so, sir? Did she change her 
determination ? 

Fal. No, Master Brook ; but the peaking 
Cornuto her husband. Master Brook, dwelling 
in a continual ’larurn of jealousy, comes me 
in the instant of our encounter, after we had 
embraced, kissed, protested, and, as it wci’e, 
spoke the prologue of our comedy ; and at his 
heels a rabble of his com])anions, thither pro- 
voked and instigatetl by his distemper, and, 
forsooth, to search his house for his wife’s love. 


Ford. What, while you were there ? 

Fal. While I was there. 

Ford. And did he search for you, and could, 
not find you 1 n 

Fat. You shall hear. As good luck would 
have it, comes in one Mistress Page; gives; 
intelligence of Ford’s approach; and in her 
invention and Ford’s wife’s distraction, they 
conveyed me into a buck-basket. 

Ford. A buck-basket ! 

Fal. By the Lord, a buck-basket : rammed 
me in with foul shirts and smocks, socks, foul 
stockings, and greasy napkins ; that. Master 
Brook, there was the rankest compound of 
villainous smell, that ever ofiended no.sti'il. 
Ford. And how long lay you there ? «>■ 

Fal. l^ay, you shall hear. Master Brook, 
what I have suflered, to bi-ing this woman to- 
evil for your good. Being thus crammed in 
the basket, a couple of Ford’s knaves, his 
himls, were called forth by their nustress, to- 
carry me in the name of foul clothes to- 
Datchet Lane : they took me on their shoul- 
ders ; met the jealous knave their master iir 
the door, who asked them once or twice what 
they ha(i in their basket. 1 ({uaked for fear, 
lest the lunatic knave would have searched 
it; but fate, ordaining he should be a cuckold, 
held his hand. Well ; on went he for a 
search, and away went I for foul elothos- 
But mark the sequel, IMaster Brook : I suf- 
fered the pangs of three several deaths : lii’st, 
an intolerable fright, to be detected Avith a 
jealous rotten l)eli-wether ; next, to be com- 
passed, like a good bilbo, in the eircumfereiice 
?f a peck, hilt to point, he;;! to head ; and 
then, to be stopjx'd in, like a.str^mg distillation 
with stinking clothes that fretted in their own 
grea.se : think of that, — a man of my kidney, 
-think of that ; that am as subject to hcat- 
as butter ; a man of continual dissohition and 
thaw : it was a miracle, to escape suflbeation. 
And in the height of this Iwith, when I waa 
more than half stewed in grease, like a Dutch 
lish, to 1)6 thrown into the Thames, and cooled, 
glowing hot, in that singe, like a horse-shoe ; 
think of that, — hissing hot, — think of that. 
Master Brook. 

Ford. In good sadness, sir, I am sorry 
ihat foi^ my sake you have suffered all this. 
My suit then is desperate ; you ’ll undertake 
her no more ? , wo- 

Fal. Master Brook, T will be thrown into 
^tna, as I have been into Thames, ei’o I will 
eave her thus. Her hu.sband is this morning 
gone a-bifding : I have received from her 
another embassy of m.eeting ; ’twixt eight and 
nine is the hour. Master Brook. 
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Scene L 


Ford. ’Tis past eight already, sir. 

Fal. Is it ? I will then address me to my 
appointment. Come to me at your convenient 
leisure, and you shall know how I speed, and 
the conclusion shall be crowned with your 
enjoying her : adieu. Yotx shall have her. 
Master Brook ; Master Brook, you shall 
cuckold For<l. 

' Ford. Hum : ha ! is this a vision 1 is this 
n dream 1 do 1 .sl<!e)) ? Master Ford, awake ! 
awake, Master h'oixl ! there 's a hole made in 
^mur best coat, Master Ford. This ’tis to be 


married : this ’t is to have linen, anti buck- 
baskets. — Well, I will proclaim myself what 
I am ; I will now take the lecher ; he is at 
my house : he canhot ’scape me ; ’t is impos- 
sible he should : he cannot creep into a half- 
penny pume, nor into a pejxper-box ; but, lest 
the devil that guides him shouhl aid him, I 
will search impossible jxlaces. Tliough whab 
I am I camiot avoid, yet to be what 1 would 
not, shall not make me tame : if I have horns 
to make one mad, let the proverb go with me, 
— I ’ll be horn-mad. [Exit. 


ACT 

Scene I. — The Street. 

Enter Mistress Faok, Mistress Quickly, and 
William. 

Mrs. Page. Is he at Master Ford’s already, 
think’st tlu)u I 

Quick. Sure, he is by this, or will be pre- 
sently ; but truly, he is very cour-ageous mad 
about his tluwving into the water. Mistress 
Ford desires you to come suddenly. 

Mrs. Page. I ’ll bo with her by-.and-by : 

I ’ll but bring my young man heiv to school. 
Look, whei’C his ma.ster comes ; 't is a play- 
ing-day, I see. u 

Enter Sir Huch Evans, 

How now’, Sir Hugh 1 no scliool to-day ? 

Eva. No; Master Slender is let the boys 
leave to play. 

Quick. Blessing of hi.s heart ! 

3frs. Page. Sm' Hugh, my hu.sband says, 
my son proiits nothing in the world at his 
book ; I pray you, ask liim some questions in 
his accidence. 

Eva. Come hither, William ; hold up your 
head ; come. so 

3fr8. Page. Come on, sirrah ; hold up your 
head ; answer youi* master, be not afraid. 

Eva. William, how many numbers is in 
nouns 1 
mu. Two. 

Quick. Truly, I thought there liad been one 
number more, because they say, Od’s nouns. 

Eva. Peace your tattlings ! — What is fair. 
William? 

Will. Pulch'r. 

Quick. Polecats ! thei’e are fairer things 
than polecats, sure. .■» 

Eva. You are a very simplicity ’oman : I 
pray you, ja^ace. — What is la^ns^ William? 
WUl. A .stone. 

, Eva. And w’hat is a stone, William ? 


IV. 

Wm. A pebble. 

Eva. No, it is Ia 2 )i 8 : I pray you ramember 
in your prain. 

Will. Lapis. 

Eva. That is good, William. Wliat is he, 
William, that does lend articles ? ♦) 

Will. Articles are borrowed of the pro- 
noun ; and be thus ^.edined, Singular iter , 
nominvUivo, hie, haec, Ivoc. 

Eva. Nominativo, hig, hag, hogj — pray you, 
mark : genitivo, hvjus. Well, what is your 
accusative case ? 

Will. Aecnsativo, hinc. 

Eva. I ])ray you, have your remembrance, 
child : accusatiro, hung, hang, hog. 

Quick. Hang-hog is Latin for bacon, I 
warrant you. 

Eva. Ixsave your ])rabbles, ’oman.- — What 
is the focative case, 'William ? 

Will. O — vocativo, O. 

Eva. llemember, "William ; focative i.s, 
caret. 

Quick. And that ’s a good root. 

Eva. ’Cinan, forbear. 

Airs. Page. Peace ! 

Eva. What is your genitive case plural, 
William? 

Will. Genitive case ? 

Eva. Ay. 

WUl. Genitive,- — koruvi, harum, horum. flo 

Quick. Vengeance of Jenny’s case ! fie on 
her ! — Never name her, child, if she lie a 
whore. 

Eva. For shame, ’oman ! 

Qtiick. You do ill to teach the child such 
words. — He teaches him to hick and to hack, 
which they ’ll do fast enough of themsclve.s ; 
and to call whorum, — fie upon you ! 

Eva. ’Oman, ai*t tliou lunatics? hast thou 
no understanding for thy case.s, and the 
numbers of the genders ? 'Thou art as foolish 
Christian creatures as I would desires. n 
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Scene 11 . 


Mrs. Page. Pr’ythee, hold thy peace. 

Evfi. Show me now, William, some declen 
sions of your jn onouiis. 

Wiil. Forsooth, I have forgot. 

Pea. It is gni, qme, qwd ; if you forget 
your quies, your qiues, and your quods, yoi 
must be proeches. Go your Avays, and play 

go- . . “ 

A/rs. Page. He is a better scholar than I 
thought he was. . «< 

Eva. He is a good sprag meinoi*y. Fai’e- 
well, Mistress Page. 

Airs. Paqe. Adieu, gootl Sir Hugh. [Exit 
Sir Hl^Gll.] Get you home, boy. — Come, Ave 
stay too long. \E.eetiHt. 


Scene TI. — A Room in Ford’s House. 

Eulor Falstaff and Mistress Ford. 

Fal. ]Mi.stres.s Ford, your soiTOW hath 
eaten up my .sufi’eraiice. I see, you are ob- 
sequious in your love, ancl I profasa requital 
to a hair’.s- breadth ; ifot only, Mi.stre.s.s Ford, 
in the simple oilice of love, but in all the 
accoutrement, complement, and cei-emony of 
it. But are you sure of youi- husband now ? 

Mrs. Ford. Ho ’s a-birding, sweet Sir John. 

Mrs. Peuje. [Within.^ What ho! gossip 
Ford! what ho ! 

Mrs. Ford. Step into the chamber. Sir 
John. [Exit Falstaff. 

Enter Alistress Page. 

Mrs. Page. How now, .sweetheart 1 who ’s 
at home besides youi-self i 

Mrs. Ford. Why, none but mine OAvn 
jAeoplc. 

Airs. Page.. Indeed t 

Mrs. Ford. No, certainly. — [Aside.'] Sjjeak 
louder. 

Mrs. Page. Truly, I am so glad you have 
nobotly here. 

Airs. Ford. Why ? in 

Airs. Page. Why, woman, your husband is 
in his old lunes again : he so takes on yonder 
with my husband ; so rails against all man-ied 
mankind ; so curse.s all Eve’s daughters, of 
what complexion soever ; and so bufiets him- 
self on the forehead, crying, “ Peer o\it, peer 
out ! ” that any madness I ever yet Ixdield 
seemeil but tameness, civility, and patience, to 
this his distc.mper he is in noAv. I am glad 
the fat knight is not here. 

Mrs. Ford. Why, docs he talk of him? w 

Mrs. Page. Of none but him ; and swears, 
he was carried out, the last time he searched 
for him, in a basket ; 2>Totest8 to my husband 
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he is noAV hei-e, and hath drawn him and the 
rest of their company from their s^iort, to 
make another exjKU’iment of his suspicion. 
But' I am glad the knight is not here \ uoav 
he shall see his own foolery. 

Airs. Ford. How near is he, Mistreas Page? 
Airs. Page. Hai'd by ; at street end : he 
will be here anon. t 

Airs, i'ord. 1 am undone ! the knight is 
here. sb 

Airs. Page. Why, then you are utterly 
shamed, and he’s but a dead man. What a 
woman are you ! — Away with him, away 
with him ; better shame than murder. ^ 
Airs. Ford. Which way should he go? how 
.should I bestow him t (Shall 1 j)ut him into 
the basket again ‘t 

Re-enter Falstaff. 

Fal. No, 1 ’ll come no more i’ the basket. 
May 1 not go out, ere he come ( 

Mrs. Page. Alas, thrive of Master Ford’s 
brothei-s Avatch the door with pistols, that 
none shall issue out; otherwise you 'might 
slip away ere he came. But Avhat make you 
here ? 

Fal. What shall I do 1 — I 11 creep up into 
the chimney. 

Airs. Ford. Tliere they ahvays use to dis- 
charge their birding-jiieces. 

AIr.s. Page. Ci’cop into the kiln-hole, 

Fal. Wiiere is it ? 

Airs. Ford. He will seek there, on my 
word. Neither i^ress, cofter, chest, trunk, 
well, A'ault, 'out he hath an abstract for the 
remembrance of such places^; and goe.s to 
them by hi.s note : there i.s no hiding you in 
the house. ea 

Fal. I ’ll go out them 
Airs. Page. If you go out in your own 
semblance, you die, Sir Johm Unless you 
go out disguised, — 

Mrs. Ford. IIoav might we di.sgui.so him? 
Airs. Page. Alas the day ! 1 know not. 
There is no woman’s gown big enough for 
him ; otherwise he might put on a hat, a 
muffler, and a kerchief, and so escape. to 
Fal. Good hearts, devise something : any 
extremity, rather than a mischief. 

Mrs. Ford. My maid’s aunt, the fat woman 
of Brentford, has a gown above. 

Mrs. Page. On my word, it will serve 
lim ; she ’s as big as he is, and there ’s her 
tlirummed hat, and her muffler too. — Run up, 
Sir John.* 

Airs. Ford. Go, go, sweet (Sir John : Mis- 
tress Page and I will look some linen for your 
liead. w 
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Scene IT. 


Mrs. Page, Quick, quick : we ’ll come clre.<« 
you straight ; put on the gown the while. 

[^Exit Falstaff. 

Mrs. Ford. I would, my husband would 
meet hiin in this shape : he cannot abide the 
old woman of Brentford ; lie aw(jai‘«, she ’s a 
witch ; forbade h<u- my Iiouse, and hath 
threatened to beat her. 

Mrs. P(uje. Heaven guide him to thy 
husband’s cudgel, and the devil guide his 
cudgel afterwards ! 

Mrs. Font. But is my husband coming? 

Mrs. Page. Ay, in good sadnes.'s, is he; 
and talks of the basket too, howsoever he 
hath had iutelligencf!. «•'» 

Mrs. Ford. We’ll try that; for I’ll 
appoint my men to cari-y the basket again, 
to meet him at the door with it, as they did 
last time. 

Mrs. Page. Nay, but he ’ll be here pre- 
sently : let ’s go dress him likti the witch of 
Brentford. 

Mrs. Ford. I ’ll first dir<M;l. my men, whi\t 
they shall do with the basket. (Jo uj), I ’ll 
b.’ing linen for him straight. \Ejdt. 

Afrs. Page. Hang him, dishonest varlet ! 
we cannot misuse him enough. ko 

We’ll leave a proof, by that which we will 


do. 

Wives may be merry, and yet honest too : 
We do not act, that often jest and laugh ; 
’T is ohl but true, “ Still swine eat all the 
dratt'.” 


Re-enter Mistress Ford with two Servants. 

Mrs. Ford. Go, sirs, take the basket again 
on your shouhlers ; your master is hard at 
door; if he bid you set it down, obey him. 
Quickly ; despatch. [Exit. 

1 Serv. Come, come, take it up. 

2 Serv. Pray Heaven, it be not full of 

knight again. 

1 Serv. I hope not ; I had as lief bear so 
much lead. uo 

Enter Ford, Page, Shallow, Caius, arui Sir 
Hugh Evans. 

Ford. Ay, but if it prove true. Master Page, 
have you any way then to unfold me again ? 
— Set down the basket, villuinsi — Somelx)dy 
call my wife. — Youth in a basket ! — O you 
panderly rascals ! there ’s a knot, a ging, a 
pack, a conspiracy against me : now shall the 
devil be shamed. — What, wife, I say ! — Come, 
come forth. — Behold what honest clothes you 
send forth to bleaching. 

Page. Why, this passes! Master Ford, you ! 


arc not to go loose any longer ; you must be 
pinioned. jaj 

Eva. Why, thi.s is lunatic.s ; this is matl a.s 
a mad dog. 

Stud. Indeed, INIastor Ford, this is not well ; 
indeed. 

Ford. So say T too, sir. 

I Re-enter M istress Ford. 

Como hither, Mistress Ford ; ^listress Ford, 
the honest woman, tlio modc.st wife, the vir- 
tuous cre.iture, that hath tla* jealous fool to 
her husband ! — 1 suspect without cause, mis- 
t*‘ess, do I ? 

Mrs. Ford. Heaven be my witness, you do, 
if you suspect mo in any dishonesty. lai 

Ford. Well .said, brazen-face ; hold it out. 
— Como fortl), siri'ah. 

[I^ulfs the clothes out of the fkisket. 

Page. Thi.s jmssos ! 

Mrs. Ford. Are you not ashamed ? let the 
clothes alone. 

Ford. I shall find you anon. 

Eva. ’T is unreasonable. Will you talte up 
your wife’s clothes? Como away. 

Ford. Empty tho basket, I say. 

Mrs. Ford. Why, man, why,- — no 

Ford. Master Page, as I am a nnin, theio 
wa.s one conveyed out of my house yesterday 
in thi.s basket : why may not Im bo there 
again? In my hottsc? I am sure he is : my in- 
telligence Is true ; my jealou.sy is reasonable. 
— Pluck me out all tlu* linen. 

Mrs. Ford. If you find a man there, he 
shall die a Hea’.s <lt;atli. 

Page. Hero ’s no man. 

Shal. By my fhldity, thi.s Is not well. 
Master Foi'd ; this wrongs you. iso 

Eva. Master Ford, you must pray, and not 
follow tlio im.iginations of your own heart : 
this is jealousies. 

Ford. Well, ho ’s not here I se<*k for. 

Page. No, nor nowhere else, but in your 
brain. 

Ford. Help to seandi my house this one 
time : if I find not what 1 seek, show no colouv 
for my exti’emity ; let me for ever be your 
table-spoi*t ; let tluuu say of me, “ As jealous 
as Ford, that searched a hollow walnut for his 
wife’s leman.” friatisfy me once more ; once 
more search with me. io<> 

Mrs, Fo-rd. What ho! Mistress Pugid come 
you and the old woman down ; my husband 
will come into the chamber. 

Ford. Old woman ! What old woman’s 
that ? 

Mrs. Ford. Why, it is my maid’s aunt of 
Brentford. 
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Ford. A witch, a quean, an old cozening 
quean ! ir<-i\'o I not forbid her iny house 1 
She comes of erraiids, does she ? We are 
simple men ; we do not know what ’s brought 
to pass under tlie profession of fortune-telling. 
She v/orks )>y charms, by spells, by the figure, 
and such daubery as this is, beyond our ele- 
ment : we know nothing. — Come down, you 
witch, you hag you ; come down, I say. i7;i 

Mrs. Fcn'd. Nay, good, sw<jet husband. - 
Good gentlemen, let him not strike the old 
woman. 

Re-enter Falstafp in woman's clothes, led 
by Mistress Paoe. 

Mrs. Pa^e. Come, Mother Prat ; come, give 
Mte your hand. 

Ford. I ’ll pnit her. — Out of my door, you 
witchf /ri/n] you hag, you baggage, you 

polecat, you ronyon ; out ! out ! I ’ll conjure 
you, I ’ll fortune-tell you. \Exit Falstaff. 

Mrs. Paye. Are you not ashamed? I think, 
you have killed the poor woraaiif ihs 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, he will do it. — ’T is a 
goodly credit for you. 

Ford. Hang her, witch^ 

Eva. By yea and no, I think, the ’oman is a 
witch indee<l : I like not when a ’oman has a 
great peaiil ; I spy a great peard under her 
ntufller. if» 

Ford. Will you follow, gcmtlemen 1 I be- 
seech you, follow : .see Imt the issue of my 
jealou.sy. If I cry out thus upon no trail, 
never trust me when I open again. 

Page. Let ’s obey his humour a little further. 
Come, gentlemen. 

\ExeriinJt Ford, Page, Shallow, and Evans. 

Mrs. Page. Trust mo, ho boat him most 
pitifully. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, by the mass, tliat he did 
not; he beat him most unpitifully, methought. 

Mrs. Page. I '11 have the cudgel hallowed, 
and hung o’er the altar : it hath done meri- 
torious service. 

Mrs. Ford. W^hat think you? May wo, 
with the warrant of woinanhooil, and the wit- 
ness of a good conscience, pursue him with any 
further I’ovensre ? a» 

Mrs. Page. The spirit of wantonness is, 
sure, scannl out of him: if the devil have him 
not in fee-simple, with fine and recovciy, ho 
will never, I think, in the way of waste, 
attempt us again. 

Mrs. Ford. Shall we tell our husbands how 
we have served him ? »>« 

Mrs. Page. Yes, by all means ; if it be but 
to scrape the figures out of your husband’s 
brains. If they can find in thcii' hearts the 
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|)oor unvirtuous fat knight shall be any further 
afflicted we two will still be the ministers. 

Mrs. Ford. I ’ll warrant, they ’ll have him 
publicly shamed, and, metliinks, there would 
be no |wriod to the Jest, should he not be, 
publicly shamed. 

Mrs. Page. Come, to the forge with it then; 
.shaixs it : I would not have things cool. 

\Ex&wni,. 

Scene. III. — A Room in the Garter Inn, . 

I* 

Enter Host and Bardolph. 

« 

Bard. Sir, the Germans de.sire to have three 
of your honses : the duke himself will be to- 
morrow at court, and they are going to meet 
him. 

Host. "What (hike should that be, comes 
so secretly ? I hear not of him in the court. 
Let me speak with the gentlemen ; they speak 
English ? 

. Bard. Ay, sir ; I ’ll call them to you. 

Host, They shall have ray hoi'ses, but I ’ll . 
make them j)ay ; I ’ll sauce them : tliey hai'e 
had my house a week at command ; I have 
turned away my other guests : they must tKime 
off ; I ’ll sauce them. Come. \Exeunt. 


Scene IV. — A Room in Ford’s House. 

Enter Page, Ford, Mistress Page, Mistress 
Ford, a)id Bir Hugh Evans. 

Etm. ’Tis one of the pest discretions of a 
’oman as ev(!v I did look upon. 

Page. A.nd did he send you both these 
lettei's at an instant ? 

Mrs. Page. Within a quartei' of an hoiir. 
Ford. Pardon me, wife. Henceforth do 
what thou wilt ; 

I rather will suspect the sun with cold 
Tlian thee with wantonness : now doth thy 
honour stand, 

In him that was of late an heretic. 

As firm as faith. 

Page. ’T is well, ’t is well ; no more. 

Be not as extreme in submission u 

As in offence ; 

But let our ylot go forwaitl : let our wives 
Yet once again, to make us public spoi’t, 
A]qx)int a meeting with this old fat fellow ; 
Where we may take him, and disgrace him 
for it. 

Ford. There is no better way than that 
they spoke of. 

Page. How? to send him word they ’ll meet 



Act IV. 


THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 


Scene V. 


him in the park at midnight) * Fie, fie ! he’ll 
never come. w 

Evo,. You say, he has been thrown in the 
rivers, and has been grievously peaten, as an 
©old ’oman : inethinka, there should be terrors 
in him, that he should not come ; methinks, 
his flesh is punished, he shall have no 
desires. 

Page. So think "Ftoo, . 

Mrs. Ford. Devise but how you ’ll use him 
when he comes. 

And let us two devise to bring him thither. 
Mrs. Page. There is an old tale goes, that 
Hei'ne the hunter, 

Sometime a keeper here in Windsor Forest. 
Doth all the wintei*-timo, at still midnight, ao 
Walk round about an oak, with great ragg’d 
honis ; 

And there ho blasts the tree, and takes the 
cattle ; 

And makes milch-kine yield blood, and shakes 
a chain 

In a jnost hideous and dreadful manner : 

You have heaixl of such a spirit ; and well 
'' yo\i know. 

The supei’stitious idle-headed ehl 
Received, and did <leliver to onr age, 

This tale of Herne the hunter for a truth. 
Page. Why, yet there want not many, that 
do fear 3» 

In <leep of niglib to walk by this Herne's oak. 
Hut what of this ) 

Mrs. Ford. Marry, this is our device; 
That Falstaft' at that oak shall meet with us, 
Disguis’d like Herne, with huge horns on his 
head. 

P(uje. Well, lot it not be doubted but he’ll 
come ; 

And in this shape when you liave brought him 
thither. 

What shall be done with him? Avhat is your 
plot 1 

Mrs. Page. That likewise have we thought 
upon, and thus : 

Nan Page my daughter, and ray little son. 
And three or four more of tlieir growth, we ’ll 
dress 

Like urchins, ouphes, and fairies, green an<l 
white, so 

With I’ounds of waxen tajMirs on their heads. 
And rattles in their hands. Upbn .a sudden, 
As FalstaflT, she, and T, are newly met. 

Let them from forth a sawpit rush at once 
With some difliised song : upon their sight, 
We two in great amazedness will fly : 

Then let them all encii'cle him,about, 

Aiid, fairy-like, to-pinch the unclean knight ; 
And ask him, why, 'that hour of fairy revel. 


In their so sacred 'paths he dares to tread, «o 
In shape profane. 

Mrs. Ford. And till he tell the truth, 
Let the supposed fairies pinch him sound. 

And burn him with their tapera 

Mrs. Page. The truth being known. 

We’ll all present ourselves, dis-horn the 
spirit, 

And mock him home to Windsor. 

Ford. < The childi’en must 

Be j)ractised well to this, or they’ll ne’er 
do*t. 

Eva. I will teach the children their be- 
haviours ; I will be like a jack-an-aj)e8 also, 
to burn the knight with my tuber. 

Ford. That will be excellent. 1 ’ll go buy 
tliem vizai’ds. w 

Mrs. Page. My Nan shall be the queen of 
all the fairies, * 

Finely attiml in a robe of white. 

Page. That silk will I go buy ; — [aside] 
and in that tire 

Shall Master ’Slender steal my Nan away, 
And marry Inn- at Eton. — Go send to Falstafl' 
straight. 

Ford. Nay, I ’11^ him again in name of 
Brook ; 

He’ll tell me all his purpose. Sure, he’ll 
come. 

Mrs. Page. Fear not you that. Go, get us 
propertie.s. 

And tricking for our fairies. 

Eva. Let us about it : it is adinirable plea- 
sui'es, and fery honest knaveries. si 

\E.cennt Page, Fujid, ami Evans, 

Mrs. Page. Go, Mistress Ford, 

Send Quickly to Sir John, to know his inincL 

\Eiclt Mrs. Fokd. 

I ’ll to the doctor: ho hath my gooil will. 

And none but he, to marry witJi Nan Page. 
That Slondei', though well lamled, is an idiot; 
And he my husband best of all atfects : 

The doctor is well money’d, and his friends 
Potent at court : ho, none but he, shall have 
her. 

Though twenty thousand worthier come to 
crave her. \Exit, 


Scene V. — A Room in the Garter Inn. 

Eater Host and Simple. 

Host. What wouldst thou have, boor? what, 
thickskin? speak, breathe, discuss ; brief, shori, 
quick, snap. 

Sim. Marry, sir, I come to speak with Sir 
John Falstaft' from Master Slender. 
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Host. There’s his chamber, his house, his 
castle, his staiidiiig-bed, and truckle-bctl : 't is 
painted about with the story of the Pro«ligaI, 
fresh and new. Go, knock and call : he '11 
speak like an Anthropophaginian unto the(( : 
knock, I say. 

Sim. There ’s an old woman, a fat woman, 
gone up into his chamber : I ’ll be so bold fis 
stay, sir, till she come down ; I come to speak 
with her, indeed. • 

Host. Ha ! a fat woman ? the knight may 
be robbed ; I ’ll call. — Bully knight ! Bully 
Sir John ! speak from thy lungs military : art 
thou there ? it is thine host, thine Ephesian, 
calls. 

Fal. \A.hove.^ How 7iow, mine host ! 

Host. Here ’s a Bohemian-Tartar tarries the 
coming down of thy fat woman. Let her 
descend, bully, let her d(!scend ; my chambers 
are honourable : tie ! privacy 1 fie ! 22 

Enter Falst.vfk. 

Fal. There was, mine host, an old fat woman 
even now with me, but she ’s gone. 

Sim. Pray you, sir, wtis ’t not the wise 
woman of Brentford ? * 

Fal. Ay, marry, was it, muscle-shell : what 
would you with her? 

Sim. My master, sir, Master Slender, sent 
to her, seeing her go through the streets, 
to know, sir, whether one Nym, sir, that 
beguiled him of a chain, had the chain, 
or no. 33 

Fal. I spake with the old woman about it. 
Sim. And what .says she, I pray, .sir ? 

Fal. Marry, .she .says, that the very same 
man, that beguiled Master Slender of his chain, 
cozened him of it. 

Sim. I would, I could have spoken with 
the woman henself : I had other things to have 
spoken with her too, from him. «> 

Fal. What are they 1 let us know. 

Host. Ay, come ; quick, 

Sim. I may not conceal them, .sir. 

Host. Conceal them, or thou diest. 

Sitn. Why, sir, they were nothing but 
about Mistress Anne Page ; to know, if 
it were my master’s fortune to have her, 
or no. 

Fal. ’T is, ’t is his fortune. 

Sim. What, sir? 

Fal. To have her, — or no. Go ; say, the 
woman told me so. « 

Sim. May I be bold to say so, sir 1 
Fal. Ay, sir : like who more bold. 

Sim. I thank your worship. I shall make 
my master glad with these tidings. [Exit. 
Host. Tliou art clerkly, thou art clerkly. 


Sir John. Was there a wise woman , with 
thee ? ’ 

Fal. Ay, that there was, mine host ; one, 
that hath taught me more wit than ever I 
learned, before in my life : and I paidnotliing* 
for it neither, but was paid for my learning. 

1 Enter Bardolpu. 

Bard. Out, alas, sir ! cozenage; mere cozen- 
age! 

Host. Where be my honses ? speak well of 
them, varletto. ’ 

Bard. ' Run away with the cozenei’s ; for so 
.soon as I came beyond Eton, they threw me 
off from behind one of them in a skmgh of 
mire ; and set spurs, and away,* like three 
German devils, three Doctor Faustuses. 

Host. They are gone but to meet the duke, 
villain. Do not say, they bo fled : G<n*mans 
are honest men. 71 

Enter Sir Hugh Evans. 

Era. Wh(;re is mine host ? 

Host. What is the matter, sir? 

I Eva. Have a care of your (uitertainmenfs : 

' there is a friend of mine come bj town, t<dls 
mo, there is three cousin-germans, that has 
cozened all the hosts of Readings, of Maiden- 
head, of Colebrook, of horses and money. I 
tell you for good will, look you : you ai'cj wise, 
and full of gibes and vlouting-.stogs, and ’tis 
not convenient you should be cozened. Fare 
you well. ’ [Exit. 

Enter Doctor Caius. 

Cairn. Verc is mine host de Jartiere? 

Host. Here, master doctor, in perplexity, , 
and doubtful dilemma. ' 

Cams. I caimot tell vat is dat ; but it is 
tell-a me, dat you make grand jn*ei)aration for 
a duke de Jarmany : by my trot, dere is no 
duke, dat de court is know to come. T tell 
you for good vill : mlieu. [Exit. 

Host. Hue and cry, villain ! go. — As.sist 
me, knight ; I am undone. — Fly, run, hue and 
cry, villain ! I am undone ! 
t [Exetint Host and Bardolph. 

Fal. I would all the world might be coz- 
ened, for I have been cozened, and beaten too. 
If it should come to the car of the court how 
T have beerf transformed, and how my trans- 
formation hath been washed and cudgelled, 
they would melt me out of my fat, drop by 
drop, and liquor hshermen’s boots with me : 

I warrant, they would whij> me with their 
fine wits, till I were as crest-fallen as a dried 
pear. I never prospered since I forswore my- 
self at primero. Well, if my wind were but 
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long enough to say my prayers, I wouh 
rejient. 

Enter Mistress Quickly. 

Now, whence come you 1 

Quick. From the two parties^ forsooth. 

Fal. Tho devil take one party, and his dara 
the other, and so they shall be both l>ostowed. 
1 have suffered more for their sakcs, more 
than the villainous inconstancy of man’s dis- 
position is able to bear. 

Qttick. And have not thej suffered 1 Yes, 
I warrant ; Hpeciou.sly one of them : Mistress 
Ford, good heart, is beaten black and blue, 
that you cannot see a white spot about 
her. Ill 

Fill. What" tell’st thou me of black and 
blue '? I was beaten myself into all the colours 
of the Kiialiow; and I was like to be apjire- 
hended for the witch of Brentford : but that 
my admirable dexterity of wit, my counter- 
feiting the action of an old woman, deliver’d 
me, the knave constable had set me i’ the 
stocks, i’ the common stocks, for a witch, ns 
Qifick. Sir, let me speak with you in your 
chamber ; you shall hear how things go, and, 
J, warmnt, to your content. Here is a letter 
will say somewhat. Good hearts ! what ado 
here is to bring you together! Sure, one of 
you does not serve Heaven well, that you are 
so cro.ssed. 

Fal. Come up into my chamber. \Exeunt. 


Scene VI, — Another Room in the Crarter 
^ Inn. 

Enter Fenton and Host. 

Host. Miuster Fenton, talk not to me : my 
mind is heavy; I will give over all. 

Fent. Yet hear me speak. Assist me in my 
purpose. 

And, as I am a gentleman, I ’ll give thee 
A hundred pound in gold more than your 
lo.ss. 

Host. I will hoar you. Master Fenton; and 
I will, at the least, keep your counsel, 

Fent. From time to time I have ac(piaiated 
you 

With tho dear love I bear to fair Anne 
Page ; » 

Who, mutually, hath answer’d my affection. 
So far forth as herself might be her chooser, 
Even to ray wish . I have a letter from her 
Of such contents ns you^will wondpr at ; 

The mirth whereof so larded with my matter. 
That neither singly can be manifo8t<^, 


Without the show of both; — wherein fat Pal- 
staff 

Hath a great scene : the image of the jest 
I ’ll show you hero at large. Hark, good mine 
host : 

To-night at Herne’s oak, just ’twixt twelve 
and one, i* 

Must my sweet Nan present the fairy queen;. 
The purjxise why, is here ; in which disguise, 
While other jests are something rank on 
foot. 

Her father hath commanded her to slip 
A way with Slcmler, and with him at Eton 
Immediately to marry : she hath con.sented. 
Now, sir, 

1 Her mother, even strong against that match, 

■ And firm for Doctor Cains, hath ajipoiuted 
That he shall likewise shufllo her away, 

While other sports are tasking of their 
minds, 39 

Ami at the deanery, where a ])riest attends. 
Straight marry ^ her : to this her mother’s 
plot 

She, seemingly obedient, likewise hath 
Made pi-orui.se to the doctor. — Now, thus it 
lests : 

Her father means she shall be all in white : 
And in that habit, when Slender sees his 
time 

To take her by the liand, and bid her go,' 

She shall go with him : — lier mother hath in- 
tended, 

The better to denote her to the doctor, 

(F’or they must all be mask’d and vizarded) m 
’J'hat quaint in green .she shall be loo.se enrob’d, 
With idbands jiendeut, flai-ing ’iKmt her head ; 
And when the doctor spies his vantage ripe, 
To pinch her by the hand ; .and on that token 
The maid hath given consent to go with 
him. 

Host. Which meaiis she to deceive ? father 
or mother ’{ 

Fent. Both, my good host, to go along with 
me ; 

And here it rests, — that you ’ll procure the 
vicar 

To .stay for me at church ’twixt twelve and 
one. 

And, in the lawful name of mai-rj'ing, so 
To give our hearts unit.ed ceremony. 

Host. Well, husband your device: I’ll to 
the vicar. 

Bring you the maid, you shall not lack a 
priest. 

FetU. So shall I evermore be bound to 
thee ; 

Besides, I ’ll make a present recomiicnse. 

\Exeitnt. 
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Scene I. — A Room in the Garter Inn. 

Enter Falstafe and Mistress Quickly. 

Fal. Pr’ythee, no more prattlinf,' ; — go : — 

I ’ll hokl. This is the third time ; I hope, 
good luck lies in Odd numbers. Away, go. 
They say, there is divinity* in (xld numbers, 
either in nativity, chance, or death. — Away. 

Quick. I ’ll if-rovide you a chain, and I ’ll 
do what I can to get you a pair of horns. 

Fal. Away, I say ; time wears : hold up 
your head, and mince. 

[Exit Mrs. Quickly. 

Eater Ford. 

How now, Master Brook 1 Master Brook, 
the matter will be known to-night, or never. 
Bo you in the park about mi«lniglit, at Herne’s 
oak, an<l you sliall see wonde/’s. 

Ford. Went you not to her yesterday, sir, 
as you told mo you had appointed 1 * 

Fal. I went to her,JVraster Brook, as you 
seo, like a ])oor old man ; but I came from her, 
Master Brook, like a poor old woman. That 
sanui knave Ford, her husband, hath the 
tiuest mad devil of jealousy in him. Master 
Brook, that ever governed frenzy. I will tell 
you : — he beat me grievously, in the shape of 
a woman ; for in the sha[)0 of man, .Master 
Brook, I fear not (xoliah with a weaver’s beam, 
becaiLse I know also, life is a shuttle. I am 
in haste : go along with ni<' ; I 'll tell you all, 

M a.ster Brook. fSinco I plucked geese, played 
truant, and whipped top, I knew not what it 
was to be be.aten, till lately. Follow me : I ’ll 
tell you strange things of this knave Ford, on 
whom to-night I will be revenged, and I will 
deliver his wife into your hand. — Follow. 
Strange things in hand, Master Brook ; fol- 
low. [FxemU. 

Scene II. — Windsor Park. 

Enter Raof., Shallow, and Slender. 

Page. Come, come : we ’ll couch i’ the castle 
ditch, till we see the light of our fairies. — 
Remember, son Slender, my daughter. 

Slea. .\y, forsooth ; I have spoke ^vith her, 
and we havcj a nay-word, how to know one 
another. I come to her in white, and cry, 
“mum;” she crie.s, “budget;” and by that we 
know one another. 

Shal. That ’s gooil too : but what needs 
either your “ mum,” or her “ budget ? ” the 

SM 


white will decipher her well enough. — It hath 
struck ten o’clock. » la 

Page. The night is dark ; light and spirits 
will ^corne it well. Heaven prosper our 
sport ! No man means evil but the devil, 
and we shall know him by liis horns. Let ’s , 
away ; follow me. [Exetmt. 

Scene III. — The Street in Windsor. 

Enter Mistress Page, Mistrefts Ford, and 
Doctor Caius. 

Mrs. Page. Master Doctor, my daughter is 
in green : when you see your time, t>«ke her 
by the hand, away with her to the deanery, 
juid tlispatch it cpiickly. Go before into the 
pai-k : we two must go together. 

Cains. I know vat I have to do. Adieu. 

Mrs. Page.. Fare you well, sir. [Exit 
Caius. ] My husbaml will not rejoice so much 
at the abuse of Falstaff, as lie will chafe at the 
doctor's inanying my daughter : hut ’t is no 
matter ; better a little chiding, than a great 
deal of heart--break. »<► 

Mrs. Ford. Where is Nau now, and her 
troo]) of fairies 'i and the Welch devil, Hugh? 

J//V. Page. They are all couched in a pit 
liard by Herne’s oak, with obscured lights ; 
which, at tlie vc'ry inshiiit of Falstalf’s and 
our meeting, they will at once display to tho 
night. 

Mrs. Ford. That cannot chop.se but nuiiiEe 
liim. 

Mrs. Page. If ho be not amazcsl, he will be 
mocked ; if he be amazed, he will every way 
be mocked. 

Mrs. Ford. VVo’ll betray him linely'. 20 

Mrs. Page. Against such lewdsters, and 
their lechery. 

Those that betray them do no treaeheiy, 

Mrs. Fend. The hour draws on; to the 
oak, to the oak ! [Eoceunt. 


‘Scene IV.— Windsor Park. 

Enter Sir Hugh Evans, and Fairks. 

Eva. Trib, trib, fairies : come : and re- 
member your parts. Be pold, I jtray you ; 
follow me ••into the pit, and when I give the 
watch-’ords, do as I pid you. Come, come : 
trib, trib. [EnoeunU 
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Scene Y. — Another Part of the Park. 

Enter Falstafp disguised, vnlh a buck's 
head on. 

^Eal. The Windsor bell hath struck twelve; 
the miniite draws on. Now, the hot-blooded 
gods as.si.st me ! — Remember, Jove, thou wast 
a bull for thy Europa ; love set on thy horns. 
— O imwerfnl love ! that, in some resi>ects, 
makes a beast a man ; in some other, a man a 
beast. — You were also, Jupi.' n-, a swan, for 
the love of Leda ; — O, ouinipotejit love ! how 
near the gotl drew to the complexion of a 
goose ! — A fault done fir.st in the form of a 
Ijeast ; — O Jove, a bejvstly fault! and then 
another fault in the semblance of a fowl : 
think on ’t, Jove; afoul fault. — When gods 
have hot back.s, what shall poor men dol For 
me, 1 jvm here a Windsor stag; and the fattest, 
I think, i’ the foi’ost : send me a cool rut-timo, 
Jove, or who can blaTiie mo to piss my tallow? 
Who comes here '!■ my doe 1 

Enter Mistress Foud and Mistress Pa(JE. 


M'> s. Ford. Sir John ? art thou there, my 
deer? my male doer ? is 

Fal. iVIy doe with the black scut ? — liCt the 
sky rain potatoes ; let it thunder to the tune 
of “Green Sleeves;'' hail kissing-comfits, and 
snow cringoes ; let there come a tempest of 
provocation, 1 will shelter nu>. hei*e. 

[Emhrachtg her. 

Mrs. Ford. Mistress Page is come with me, 
.sweet-heart. 

Fid. Divide me iike a bribed buck, each a 
haunch : I will keep my sides to myself, my 
shoulders for the fellow of this walk, and my 
homa 1 becpieatli your husbantls. Am I a 
woodman ? ha ! Speak T like Herne the 
hunter ? — Why, now is Cupid a child of 
conscience ; ho makes restitution. A.s J .am 
a true spint, welcome. | Foise vuthin. 

Mrs. Page. Alas ! wdiat noise ? sj 

Mrs. Ford. Heaven forgive our sins ! 

Fed. What should this bo ? 

Mrs. Ford. ) * , 

Mn Far. } ’ 

\Tlmy run off. 

Fal. I think, the devil Avill not have me 
damned, lest the oil that is in me should set 
hell on lire; he would never else ci'oss f.ie thus. 


Enter Sir Huaii Evans, like a Satyr : Anne 
Page, as the Fairy Queen, attended by her 
Brother ami others, dressed like Fairies, 
■ ^oith waxen tapers on their heads, 

Anne. Fairies, black, grey, green, and white, 
You moonshine revellers,' and shades of night, 


You orphan heirs of fixed destiny, 

Attend your olfice, and your quality. — 

Ci'ier Hobgoblin, make the fairy oyes. 

Hobgoblin. Elves, list your names: silence, 
you aiiy toys 1 

Cricket, to Windsor chimneys shalt thou 
leap : 

Where fires thou fiud’sl unrak’d, and hearths 
unswept, . 

There pinch the mtuds as blue as billxn ry : 
Our radiant queen hates sluts, and slutteiy. 
FaL They are fairies ; he that sj)eaks to 
them shall die : 

I ’ll wink and couch. No man their wt)rks 
must eye. \^TAe,s down upon his j'nc.e. 
Eva. Where ’s Bead ? — Go you, and where 
you find a maid, * si 

That, ere she sleep, has thrice her prayers 
said, 

Rai.se up the organs of her fantasy, 

Sleep she as sound as carehws infancy ; 

But those as .sleej) and think not on tlieir sins, 
Pinch them, ai’i\i.s, legs, back.s, shoulders, sides, 
and .shins. 

Amie. About, abouk! 

Seai’ch Windsor (’astle, elves, within and out : 
Strew good luck, ouphes, on every .sacred 
room, 

That it may stand till the perpetual doom, «» 
In state as w'holesome, as in state ’t is fit. 
Worthy the owner, and the owner it. 

The several chairs of order look you scour 
With juice of balm, .'ind every jireciou.s flower: 
Each fair instalment, coat, and several cre.st. 
With loyal blazon, over more be blest ! 

And nightly, meadow-fairies, look, you sing. 
Like to the Gartm-’s compass, in a ring : 

The expressure that it bears, green h't it be, 
More fertile fresh than all the field to see ; to 
And Honi soit qui mnl y pense, write 
In emerald tufts, flowers purple, blue, and 
white : 

Like sapphire, pearl, and rich cmbroiihuy. 
Buckled below fair knighthood’s bending 
knee : 

Fairies use flowoi’s for tlunr charactery. 

Away ! disperse ! But, till ’t is one o'clock. 
Our dance of custom, round about the oak 
Of Herne the hunter, let us not forgot. 

Eva. Pray you, lock hand in hand : your- 
selves in order .set ; 

And twenty glow-worms shall our lanterns 
, ' be 

To guide our measure round about the ti'oe. 
But, stay ! 1 smell a man of middlc-f>arth. 

Fal. Heavens defend me from that Welch 
fairy, lest ho transform me to a piece of 
cheese 1 
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JlobgohUn. V'^ile worm, thou wast o’erlook’d 
jven in thy birth. 

Amip. With trial-fire touch me his fiiiger- 
en<l : 

If ho be chaste, the flame will back (lesceiiil. 
And tui’u him to no pain ; b\it if he start. 

It is the flesh of a corrupted lioart. 

Hobgoblin. A trial ! come. 

Kvd. Come, will this wooil take fire 1 

[y/ieg burn him with t/wir twpers. 
Fal. Oh, oh, oh ! ’ 

Anne. Corrupt, corruj)!, and tainted in 
desire ! ^ 

About him, fairies, sing a scornful rhyme ; 
And, as you trip, still pinch him to your time. 

* Song. 

jFVe 071 sinful fanUtsy 1 
Fie on lust and Jnxnry I 
Lust is but ti bloody fire, 

Kindled vnth unchaste desire, 

Fe.d in heart ; ndiose Jlanies uspire. 

As thoughts do blow tlwm higher and higher. 
Finch him, fairies, mutually ; loi 

Finch him for his vilUiiny ; 

Finch him, and burn him, and turn him (d)oat, 
TUI candles, ami star-light, and moonshine be 
oat. 

[During this so9ig, the Fairies 2 >inch Kalstaff, 
Doctor Caics comes one way, and steals away 
a Fairy in green: Slendf.R another way, 
and takes off a Fairy in while ; and Fenton 
comes, ami steals away A^ne Page. A noise 
of Imnting is made within. A ll the Fairies 
ran nvaiy. Falstaff indls off his buck's 
head, and rises.^ 

Enter Page, Ford, Mistress Page, and Mis- 
tress Ford. They lay hold on him. 

Fage. Na}', do not fly : I think, we have 
watch’d you now. 

Will none but Herne the hunter servo your 
turn 1 • ^ 

Afrs. Fage. I pray you, come ; hold up the 
jest no higher. — 

Now, good Sir John, how like you Windsor 
wives ? 

See you these, husband 1 do not these fair 
yokes 

Become the forest better thftn the town 1 no 
Ford. Now, .sir, who’s a cuckold now? — 
Master Brook, Falstaff’s a knave, a cuckoldly 
knave ; hero are his horns, Master BriX)k : 
and, Miister Brook, ho hath enjoyed nothing 
of Ford’s but his buck-basket, his cudgel, and | 
twenty pounds of money, which must be paid 
to Master Brook : his horses are arrested for 
it. Master Brook. 


Mrs. Ford. Sir John, we have had ill luck; 
we could never meet. 1 will never take you 
for my love again, but I will always count you 
my deer. la* 

Fal. I do bf^gin to perceive, that I am made 
an ass. 

Ford. Ay, and an ox too ; both the pi’oofs 
are extant. 

Fal. And these are not fairi<^s ? I was three' 
or four times iu the thought, they were not 
failles ; and yet the guiltiness of my mind,, 
tlie sudden surjulsc of my powers, cli’ove 
tlie grossne.s.s of tlie foppery into a received 
belief, in des{)itc of the teeth of all rhyme and 
reiuson, that they were fairies. See now, how 
wit maybe made a Jack-a-Eent, when ’t is 
u])on ill enijdoymeut ! iso 

Eva. Sir John Falstaff, serve Got; and leave 
your desires, and fairies will not pins j you. 
Ford. Well said, fairy Hugh. 

Eva, And leave you your jealousies too, 1 
pray you. 

Ford. 1 will never inistru.st my wife again, 
till thou art able to woo her iu good Fijglish. 

F(d. Have I laiil my brain in the sun, and 
dried it, that it wants matter to prevent so 
gi'oss o’cr-reaching sis this 1 Am I ridden with 
I 31 Welch goat too ? shall 1 hsive si coxcomb of 
frize ? ’T is time T were choked with a piece 
of toasted cheese. m 

Eva. Seese is not good to give putter : your 
pelly is sill putter. 

Fal. Seese and putter ! have I lived to 
.stsind at the tsiunt of one thsit makes fritters 
of English ? This is enougli to bo the decay 
of lu.st, and late-walking through the realm. 

Mrs. Page. Why, Sir John, 'do you think, 
though we would have thrust virtue out of 
our hearts by the head and shoulders, and 
liave given ourselves without scruple to hell, 
that ever the devil could have made you our 
delight ? iM 

Ford. What, a hodge-pudding 1 a bag of 
flsix 1 

Mrs. Fage. A puffed nian ? 

Fage, Old, cold, withered, and of intoler- 
sible entrails % 

Ford. And one that is as slanderous as 
Satan % 

Fage.t,An(\ as poor as Job ] 

Ford. And as wicked as his wife ? 

Eim. And given to fornications, and to 
taverns, and sack, and wine, and metlieglins, 
and to drinkings, and swearings, and starings, 
►rihbles and prabbles ? 

FcU. W'ell, I am your thonie : you have 
the start of me ; I am dejected ; I am not 
able to answer the Welch flannel. IguoiWce 
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itself is a plummet o’er me : use mo as you 
will. 

Ford. Marry, sir, we ’ll bring you to 
, Windsor, to one Master Brook, that you have 
cozened of money, to whom you sliould have 
been a pander : over and a>x>ve that you have 
suffered, I think, to repay that money will be 
a biting affliction. ui 

Fage. Yet be cheerful, knight : thou shalt 
eat a po.s.s<;t to-night at » y house; where I 
.vill desire thee to laugh at my wife, that now 
laughs at tliee, 'I’eH hoi*, Master blender hath 
mari’ied her daughtci*. 

Mrs. P<((jr. [.l.s-tV/c.] Doctors doubt that: 
if Anne Pago b<i my daughter, she i.s, by this, 
Doctor Cains’ wife. 

Enter Slender. 

Slcn. Whoo, ho ! ho ! fatlu*r Page ! ’ho 

Page, Son, how now ? how now, son 1 
have you despalelied ? 

Sle)i. De.spatched ! — 1 ’ll make the best In 
Glostershire know on ’t ; would I were 
hanged, la, 

/*(ige. Of what, son ? 

Sle-n. I came yonder at Eton to marry 
Mi.stress Anne Page, and she ’.s a great 
lubberly boy : if it had not been i’ the church, 
I wouhl have swinged him, or he should have 
swinged mo. If I did not think it had been 
Anno Page, would I might never stir, and 
’tis a postmaster’s boy. m 

P<ige. Upon my life, then, you took the 
M'roTig. 

fiHen. What need you tell me that ? I think 
so, when I took a boy for a girl : if I had 
been married to him, for all ho was in 
woman’s apjiarel, 1 would not have had him. 

Page. Why, this is your own folly. Did 
not I tell you, how you should know my 
daughter by her garments 1 *-*<« 

Slen. I went to h<*r in white, and cried, 

“ mum,” and she cried, “ budget,” as Anne 
and I had appointed ; and yet it was not 
Anne, but a postmaster’s boy. 

Mrs. Page. Goo<l George, be not angry : I 
knew of your purpose ; turned my daughter 
into green ; and indeed, she is now with the 
doctor at the deanery, and there married, sob 

Filter Doctor Caius. | 

Cains. Vere is Mistress Page? By gar, I 
am cozcn(?d ; I ha’ married vn gar^'on, a Imy; 
un jyaysaUy by gar, a boy : it is not Anne 
Page ; by gar, I am cozened. . 


Mrs. Page. Wliy, did you take her in green'll 
Caius. Ay, by gar, and ’t is a boy : by gar,‘ 
I’ll mise all Windsor. [Exit. 

Ford. This is strange. Who hath got the 
right Anne ? 

Page. My lieart misgives me. Here comes 
Master Fenton. ^ 

Enter I'enton and Anne Page. 

How now, Master Fenton ? 

Anne. Pardon, good father ! good my 
mother, pardon ! 

Page. Now, mistress ; how chance you 
went not with Master Slender 1 

Mrs. Page. Why went you not with ma.sler 
doctor, maid ? 

Fent. You ilo amaze her : hear the truth 
of it. 

You wouhl Lave married her most shame- 
fnlly, 

Wh<;re there was no projiortion hehl in love. 
The truth is, she and I, long since contracted. 
Are now so sure, tliat nothing can dissolve 
us. 

Tlie olfence is holy that she hath committed. 
Ami this deceit loses tJie nam«i of craft, 

Gf disobedicTice, or unduteous title. 

Since therein slu^ doth evitato and shun 
A thousand irreligious cunsed hours, 

Which forced marriage would have brought 
upon luT. 

Ford. Stand not amaz’d : hei*e is no 
remedy.-^ 

In love, the heavens themselves do guide the 
state : 

Money buys lands, and wives are sold by fate. 

Fal. 1 am glad, though you have ta’en a 
special stand to sli-ike at me, that your arrow 
h.ath glanced. 

J\ige. Well, what remedy ? Fenton, 
Heaven give thee joy. 

What cannot be eschew’d, must be embrac’d. 
Fal. When night-dogs run, all sorts of deer 
are chas’d. 

Mrs. Page. Well, I will muse no further. 
MiLster Fenton, 

Heaven give you many, many raeiry tlays. — 
Good husband, let us every one go home, 

And laugh thi.s sport o’er by a country fire ; 
Sir John and all. 

Ford. Let it be so. — Sir John, 

To Master Brook yoix yet shall hold your 
word ; 

For ho, to-night, shall lie with Mistress Ford. 

\Exeunt. 
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THE PHCENIX AND TURTLE. 


Lot the bird of loudest lay,* 

On the sole Arabian tre(*, 

Herald sad and tnnn[)et be, 

To whose sound chaste wings obey. 

But thou slirieking harbinger, 

Foul precurrer of the fiend, 

Augur of the fever’s end, 

To this troop come thou not near. 

From this session intonlict 
Every fowl of tyrant wing. 

Save tho eagle, feather’d kin^ : 

Keep the obsequy so strict. 

Let the priest in surplice white, 

Tliat defunctivo music*can, 

Bo tho doath-divining swan, 

Lest the reqviem lack his right. 

And thou, ti'eble-dated crow. 

That thy sable gender inak’st 

With the breath thou giv’st and tak’st, 

'Mongst our mourners shalt thou go. 

t 

Here the anthem doth commence : 
Love and constancy is dead ; 

Phoenix and the turtle fled 
In a mutual flame from hence. 

So they lov’d, as love in twain 
Had the essence but in one ; 

Two distincts, division none : 

Number there in love Wiis slain. 

Hearts remote, yet not asunder ; 
Distance, and no space was seen 
’Twixt tho turtle and his queen : 

But in them it wore a wonder. 

So between them love did shine, 

That the turtle saw his right 
Flaming in the phoenix’ sight : 

Either was the other’s mine. , 


Property was thus appall’d. 

That the self was not the same; 
Single nature’s double name 
Neither tw'o nor one was call’d. 

r 

Keason, in itself confounded, 

Saw division grow together ; 

To themselves yet either neither, 
Simple were so well compounded. 

That it cried, how tnxe a twain 
Seemeth this concordant one 
Love hath reason, reason none. 

If what parts can so remain. 

Whereupon it made this threne 
To the jdimnix and the dove, 
Co-.siiprernes, and stars of love, 

As chorus to their tnigic scene. 

I THRENOS. 

I Beauty, truth, and rarity, 

Grace in all simplicity. 

Here inclos’d in cinders lie. 

Death is now the phoenix’ nest/ 
And the turtle’s loyal breast 
To eternity doth rest. 

Leaving no posterity : 

'T was not their infirmity, 

I It was married chastity. 

Tmth may seem, but cannot bo ; 
BeaTity brag, but ’t is not she ; 
Tmth and beauty buried be. 

To this urn let those rejmir 
Tliat are either true or fair ; 

For these dead birds sigh a prayer. 
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* TWELFTH-NIGHT: OH, WHAT YOU WILL. 


I DRAMATIS PERSOK.K 

Oesino, Duke of Illyria. 


Sebastian, lirother to Viola. 

Ajitonio, a Sen Captain, Friend toSehastimi. 
A Sea Captain^ Friend to Viola. 

Valentine, ) Centlenien attenidiny on the 

Curio, ) Duke. 

Sir Toby B4:lch, Uncle to Olivia, 

Sir Andrew Ague-oheek. 

MalvoLio, Steward to Olivia. 


I Fabian, ) gervante to Olivia. 

Clown, ) . 

Olivia, a rich Countess. 

Viola, in love with the Duke. 

Maria, Olivia's Woman. 

Lords, Priests, Sailors, Officers, Musidaiis, 
and other Attendnnis. 


SCENE, — A City in Illyria ; and the Sea-coast near it. 


ACT 

Scene I. — An Apartment in the Duke’s 
Palace. 

Enter Duke, CuRfO. Lards; Musicians 
atteiuliny. 

Dakp. If music bo the food of love, play 
on : 

Give me excess of it, that, smfoitiiig, 

Th(‘ a])petit(* may sicken, and so die. — 

That strain aj'ain ! it liad a dyins? fUl : 

0 ! it eaiiK' o’er my ear lik(i th(' sweet sound 
That bi’eathes upon a bank of vif)lets. 

Stealing and giving odour.- Kiiough! no 
mor<p : 

’T is not so sweet now, as it was before. 

0|spirit of love ! how rpiick and fresh art thou, 
That, notwithstanding thy capacity m 

lleceiveth as the sea, nought entei*s there, 

Of what validity and pitch soe’er, 

But falls into abatement and low ])i’i<!C, 

Even in a minute ! so full of shajKJS is fincy, 
'Diat it alone is high-fantiistical. 

Cur. Will you go hunt, my lord 1 
Duke. What, Curio ? 

Cur. The hart. 

Duke. Why, so I do, the noblest that I 
have. 

0 ! when mine eyes did see Olivia first, 
(Methought she purg’d the air of pestilence) 
That instant was I turn’d into a hart, 

And my desires, like fell and cruel hounds, 
E’er since pursue me. — 

* 

Enter Valentine. 

It 

* How now ? what news from her 1 


I. 

Val. So please my lord, I might not be ad- 
mitted, 

But from her handmaid do return this 
answer : — 

The element itself, till se.vtMi years’ heat, 

Shall not behold her fiice at ample view ; 

But, like a cloistress, she will vtdled walk, 
And water once a day her chain b(‘r round 
With cye-otiVmliiig brine : all tbi.s, to season 
A brother’s dead love, which she would keep 
fresh »' 

And lasting in her sad remembrance. 

Duke. O! slu* that hath a lieavr. of that fine 
frame, 

To pay this debt of love but to a brother, 
JIow will she love, when the rich golden 
• sliaft 

Hath kill’d the Hock of all afi'ections else 
That live in her : when liver, hrain, and heart, 
These sovereign thrones, ari^ all .supplied, and 
filled 

(Her sweet perfections) with one self king.- — 
Away, before mo to sweet beds of flowers ; 
Love-thoughts lie licli, when canopied with 
bowers. \^Exeuvd, 


Scene 1 1. — The Sea-coast. 

Enter V iola, Captain, and Sadoi's. 

Vio. What country, friends, is this ? 

Cap. Tliis is Illyria, lady. 

Vio. And what should I do in Illyria 1 
My brother he is in Elysium. 
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Scene III. 


Perchance, ho is not drown’d : — what think 
yon sailors 1 

Cap. It is i)erchau(;e that yon yourself wore 
sav’d. 

Vto. O my poor brother ! and so, per- 
chance, may he be. 

Cap. True, madam : and, to comfort yon 
with chance. 

Assure yourself, after your shij) did si)lit, 
'when yoti, and those poor niRiibur saved witl 
yon. 

Hung on onr driving boat, 1 saw yotir brother, 
Most ju’ovident in peril, biiul himself 
(Courage and lioj)e both teaching him tdie 
practice) 

•I’o a strong niiist, that livetl upon the sea ; 
Where, like Arion on the tlolphin's back, 

I sjiw him hold acquaintance with the waves 
So long as I could see. 

Via. For saying .so there 's gold. 

Mine own escape unfoldoth to my hope, 
Whereto thy speech servcfs for authority, 

The like of him, Know’st thou this countryl 
Cap. Ay, madam, well ; for I was bred and 
born I 

Not three hours’ travel fi-oni this very place. 
Fio. Who governs here 
Cap. A noble diiko, in nature as in name. 
Fio. What is his name ? 

Cap. Orsino. 

Fw. Orsino ! I have heax'd my father name 
him : 

He was a btichelor then. 

CajK And so Ls now, or was so very late; 
For but a mouth ago 1 went fi"om hence. 

And then ’t was fre.sh in innrmnr (as, you 
know. 

What great ones do, the less will prattle of), 
That ho did .seek the love of fair Olivia. si 
Fio, What's she? 

Cap. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a 
count 

That died some twelvemonth since ; then 
leaving her 

In the protection of hi.s .son, her brother. 

Who shortly also died : for who.se dear 
love, 

They say, sho hath abjur’d the company 
And sight of men. 

Fio. O ! that I seiw’d that lady. 

And might ixot bo deliver’d to the world, 

Till I had xuade mine own occasion mellow, 4 o 
What my estate is. 

Gap. That wci’o hard to compass, 

“Because she will admit no kind of suit. 

No, not the duke’.s. 

Fio. There is a fair behaviour in thee, 
captain ; 


And though that nature with a beauteous 
wall 

Doth oft close in pollution, yet of thee 
I will believe, thou hast a nxixxd that .suits 
With this thy fair and outward character. , 
I pr’ythco (and I ’ll pay thee bounteously). 
Conceal me what I am, and bo my aid ao 
For such disguLso as haply shall become 
The form of my intent. I’ll servo this duke;, 
Thou shalt pi'esent me as an eunuch to him- 
It may be worth thy pains ; for 1 can sing, 
And speak to him in many sorts of music, . 
That will 'allow me veiy worth his seiwice. 
What else may hap to time I will commit; 
Only, sha})c thou thy silence to ixiy wit. 

Cap. Bo you his eunuch, an<(, your mute 
I ’ll be : 

When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes 
not SCO. 80 

Fio. I thaxdc thee. Lead mo on. \ExewnJt. 


Scene HI. — A Room in OniviA’s House. 

Enter Sir Toby Belch and M.vkia. 

Sir To. What a plague means my niece, to 
take the death of her brother thus 'I I am 
sui’e care ’s tin enemy to life. 

Jlar. By my troth, Sir Toby, you must 
come in eaidicr o’ nights : your cousin, my 
lady, takes gi'eat exccjxtious to your ill houi’s. 

Sir To. Why, let her except befoi’o ex- 
ceixted. 

Mar. Ay, but you must confine yourself 
within the modest limits of order. » 

Sir To. Confine 1 1 ’ll confine ixxyself no 

finer than I am. These clotht^ ai*e good 
enough to dxnnk in, ami so be these boots too; 
an they be not, let them hang ihomsolves in 
their own .straps. 

Mar. That quaffing and di'inking will undo 
you : I heard my lady talk of it yestei*day, aJid 
of a foolish knight, that you brought in one 
night hero, to bo lier wooer. 

Sir To. Who 1 Sir Andrew Ague-cheek 1 

Mar. Ay, he. 

Sir To. He ’s as tall a man as any ’s in 
Illyria. » 

Mar. What ’s that to the puipose ? 

Sir To. Why, he has three thousand ducats 
a yeai*. 

Mar. Ay, but he ’ll have but a year in all 
bhese ducats : he ’s a very fool, and a prodigal. 

Sir To. Fie, that you ’ll .say so ! he plays o’ 
he viol-de-gamboys, and speaks three or four 
languages woi’d for woi'd without book, and 
lath ail the good gifts of nature. as 
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Mar. He hath, indeed, — almost natural ; 
for, besides that he ’s a fool, he ’s a great quar- 
reller; and, but that he hath the gift of a 
coward to allay the gust he hath in quarrelling, 
’tis thought among the j)rudent he would 
quickly have the gift of a grave. 

8ir To. By this hand, they are scoundtels, 
and substractoi's, that say so of him. Who 
are they? 

Mar. They that add, moreover, he ’s drunk 
nightly in your company. 

Wir To. With drinking healths to^my niece. 

I ’ll drink to her a.s long as there is a pa.s.sage 
in iny throat, and drink in Jllyriju He’s a 
coward, and a coystiil, that will not drink to 
my niece, till his brains turn o’ the toe like a 
parLsh-top. What, wench ! Castiliauovulgo; 
for here comes Sir Andrew Ague-face. 4s 

Enter Sir Andrew Ague-cheek. 

Sir Awl. Sir Toby Belch ! how now, Su* 
Toby Belch 1 

Sir To. Sweet Sir Andrew. 

Sir And. Bless you, fair shrew. 

Mar. And you too, sir. 

Sir To. Accost, 8ir Andrew, accost. 

Sir And. What’s that? w> 

Sir To. My nictse’s chamberinaul. 

Sir A'nd. (Jood Mistress Accost, I desire 
l)etter acquaintiince, 

Alar. My name is Maiy, sir. 

Sir And. Good Mistress Mary Accost, — 

Sir To. You misbike, knight : accost is 
front her, board her, woo her, assail her. 

Sir And. By my troth, 1 wouhl not under- 
take her in this company. Is that the 
meaning of jicco.st ? 

Afar. Fai'e you well, gentlemen. eo 

Sir To. An thou let part so, Sir Andrew, 
’would thou mightst never diniw sword again I 
Sir And. An you part so, misti’ess, I would 
I might never draw sword again. Fair lady, 
do you think you have fools in hand ? 

Afar. Sir, I have not you by the hand. 

Sir And. MaiTy, but you shall have ; and 
here ’s my hand. 

Afar. Now, .sir, thought is free: I pray you, 
bring your hand to the buttery -bar, and let it 
drink. ro 

Sir Awl. Wherefore, sweet-heart ? what ’s 
your metaphor ? * 

Mar. It ’s diy, sir. 

Sir And. Why, I think so : I am not such 
an a.ss, but I can keep my hand dry. But 
what ’s your jest ? 

Mar. A dry jest, sir. • 

Sir And. Are you full of them? 

•Mar. Ay, sii* ; I Have them at my fingers’ 
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ends : marry, now I let go your hand, I am 
barren. [Exit Maria. 

Sir To. O knight ! thou lack’st a cup of 
canary. When (lid I see thee so put down ? 

Sir And. Never in your life, I think ; un- 
less 3 mu see canary put mo down. Methinks 
sometimes I have no mori; wit than a Chris- 
tian, or any ordinary man has ; but I am a 
great eater of beef, and, 1 Ijelicve, that does 
harm to my wit.* 

Sir To. No c]ue.stion. 

Sir And. An I thought that, 1 ’d forswear 
it. I ’ll ride home to-mon-ow, Sir Toby. 

Sir 2'o. Pourqnoi, ray dear knight? oo 

Sir Awl. What in poarquoi? do or not do? 
I would I had bestowed that time in the 
tongues, that I have in fencing, dancing, and 
bear-baiting, f), had I but followed tluj arts ! 

Sir 'To. 'Then hadst thou had an excellent 
* head of hair ! 

Sir And. Why, would that have mended 
my hair? , 

Sir 2h. Past question ; for thou seest it 
will not curl by nature. oo 

Sir And. But it becomes me well enough, 
does ’t not ? 

Sir 'I'o. Excellent : it hangs like flax on a 
distaff, and I hope to see a housewife take 
thee between her legs, and. spin it ofl*. 

Sir And. ’Faith, I’ll home to-morrow. Sir 
Toby : your niece will not be .seen ; or, if she 
be, it ’s four to one she ’ll none of me. The 
count himself, here hard by, woos her. 

Sir 'To. She’ll none o’ the count; she’ll 
not match above her degree, neither in estate, 
years, nor wit ; 1 have heard her swear it. 
Tut, there ’s life in 't, ma:i. 

Sir And. I ’ll stay a month longer, I am 
a fellow o’ the strangest mind i’ the world ; 
1 delight in ma.s(jucs and revels sometimes 
altogether. ns 

Sir 'To. Art thou good at these kick-.shaws, 
knight ? 

Sir And. As any man in Illyria, whatso- 
ever he be, under the ih^gree of my betters : 
and yet I will not compare with an old man. 

Sir To. What is thy excellence in a galliard, 
knight ? 

Sir And. ’Faith, I can cut a caper. 

Sir To. And I can cut the mutton to ’t. 120 

Sir Awl. And, I think, I have the Iwick- 
trick, simply as strong as any man in Illyria. 

Sir To. Wherefore are these things liid? 
wherefore have these gifts a curtain before 
them ? are they like to take dust, like Mis- 
tress Mali’s picture? why dost thou not go 
to church in a galliard, and come home in a 
coranto ? My very w^k should be a jig : I 
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would not so much as make water, but in a 
sink-a-2iaco. What dost thou mean? is it a 
world to liido virtues in ? I did think, by the 
excellent constitution of thy leg, it was 
formed under the star of a galliard. isi 

*S'jV a nd. Ay, ’t is strong, and it does rn- 
diilbrent well in a damask-coloured stock. 
Shall wo set ulmnt some revels ? 

/S'tV To. What .shall we do else ? were wo 
not born under Taurus ? ■' 

,SVr And. Taurus ? that ’s sides and heai*t. 
Sir To. No, .sir, it is legs and tliighs. Let 
me see the cajier. Ha ! higher : ha, ha ! — 
excellent ! \Exe,'Mit. 


Scene IV. — A Room in the Duke’s Palace. 

Enter Valentine, and V iola in ninn’a attire. 

Val. If the duke continue these favours 
towards you, Cosai*i(», you are like to be much 
advanced : he hath known 'you but three 
days, and already you ai’c no stranger. 

Vio. You cither fear his humour, or my 
negligence, that you call in question the con- 
tinuance of his love. I.s ho incomtont, sir, 
in his favours ? 

Vat. No, believe me. 

Vio. I thank you. Hero comes the count. 

Enter Duke, Curio, and Attendants. 

Dnke. Who saw Oe.sario, ho ? lo 

Vio. On your attendance, my lord ; here. 
Duke. Stand you awhile aloof. — Cesario, 
Thou know’st no less but all : I have im- 
clasp’d 

To thee the book even of my secret soul ; 
Therefore, good youth, a<ldress thy gait unto 
her : 

Be not denied access, stand at her doors. 

And tell them, there thy fixed foot shall 
grow, 

Till thou have audience. 

Vio. Sure, my noble lord. 

If she be so abandon’d to her sorrow. 

As it is spoke, she never will admit me. 20 
Duke. Be clamorous, and leaj) all civil 
bounds. 

Rather than make unprofited return. 

Vio. Hay, [ do speak with her, my lord ; 
what then % 

Duke. O ! then unfold the passion of my 
love ; 

Sutprise her with discourse of my dear 
faith : 

It shall become thee well to act my woes ) 

She will attend it better in thy youth, 


Than in a nuncio of more grave aspect. 

Vio. I think not so my lord. 

Duke. Dear lad, lielieve it ; 

For they shall yet belie thy hajqiy years, nn 
That ^ay thou art a man : Diana’s lij) 

Is not more smooth and I’ubious : thy small' 
l)ipe 

T.S as the maiden’s organ, shrill and sound. 
And all is .semblative a woman’.s jiart. 

I know, thy constellation is right apt 
For this alfair, — Some four, or five, attend 
him ; 

All, if you Avill ; for I myself am best, 

When least in company. — Prosiior well in 
this. 

And thou shalt live as freely as thy lord, 

To call Ills fortunes thine. 

Vio. I ’ll do my best, 40 

To woo your lady : \_aiiids\ yet, a barful 
strife ! 

Whoe’er I woo, myself would be his wife. 

\Exeunt. 


Scene V. — A Room in Olivia’s House. 

Enter Maria and Cloum. 

Mar. Nay, either tell me whei*e thou hast 
been, or I will not open my lips so wide as a 
bristle may entei', in way of thy excusa My 
lady will hang thee for thy absence. 

Clo. Let her hang mo : he that is well 
hanged in this world needs to fear no 
colouiu 

Mar. Make that good. 

Clo. He .shall see none to fear. 

Mar. A good lenten answer. I can tell 
thee where that saying was bom, of, I fear 
no coloui*s. 10 

Clo. Where, good Mistress Mary? 

Afar. In the Wat's ; and that may you bo 
bold to say in your foolery. 

Clo. Well, God give them wisdom that 
have it ; and tho.se that are fools, let them 
use their talents. 

Afar. Yet you will be hanged, for being so 
long absent ; or, to be turned away, — is not 
that so good as a hanging to you ? 

Clo. Many a good hanging prevents a bad 
marriage ^ and for turning away, let summer 
boar it out. ao 

Afar. You are resolute then ? 

Clo. Not so neither ; but I am resolved on 
two ^loints. 

Mar. That, if one break, the other will 
hold ; or, if both break, your gaskins fall. 

Ch. Apt, in good faith ; very apt Well, 
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Act L 


TWELFTH-NIGHT: OE, WHAT YOU WILH 


ScENR V. 


go thy way : if Sir Toby would leave drink- 
ing, thou wei*t as witty a piece of Eve’s flesh 
as any in Illyria. 

Mar. Peace, you rogue, no more o* that. 
Here comes my lady; make your excuse 
wisely, you were best. ^ \Emt. 

Clo. Wit, an 't be thy will, put me into 
good fooling ! Those wits that think they 
have thee, do very oft. prove fools; and I, 
that am sure I lack thee, may ptiss for a wise 
man : for what says Quinapalus ? Better a 
witty fool, than a foolish w . 

Enter Olivia and Malvolio. 

God bless thee, lady ! 

OH. Take the fool away. 

Clo. Do j ou not hear, fellows ? Take away 
the lady. 

OH. Uo to, you ’re a diy fool ; I ’ll no more 
of you ; bcsules, you grow dishonest. at 

Olo. Two faults, madonna, that drink imd 
good counsel will amend : for give tho dry fool 
drink, then is tho fool not dry ; bid the dis- 
honest man mend himself ; if he mend, he is 
no longer ‘ dishonest ; if he cannot, let the 
botcher mend liim. Anything that ’s mended 
is but patched ; virtue that transgi'esses is 
but patched with sin ; and sin that amends 
is but patched with virtue. If that this 
simple syllogism will serve, so ; if it will not, 
what remedy “I As there is no true cuckold 
but caliuuity, .so beauty ’s a flower. — The lady 
bade feike away the fool; therefore, I say 
again, take her away. m 

OH. Sir, I bade them take away you. 

Glx). Misprision in the highest degree ! — 
Lady, cucnlHis nmifacil monachum ; that ’s 
as much to say as, J w’ear not motley in my 
brain. Good madomia, give me leave to 
prove you a fool. 

OH, Gan you do it ? 

Olo. Dexteriously, good madonna. 
on. Make your proof. 

Clo. I^must catechise you for it, madonna. 
Good my mouse of virtue, answer me. ei 
OH. Well, sir, for want of other idleness, 
I ’ll bide your proof. 

Clo. Good madonna, why mourn’st thou 1 
OH. Gooil fool, for my brother’s death. 

Ch. I think his soxil is in hell, ma- 
donna. , « 

OH. I know his soul is. in heaven, fool. 

Clo. The more fool, madonna, to mourn for 
your brother’s soul being in heaven. — Take 
away the fool, gentlemen. n 

OH. What think you of this fool, Malvolio ? 
doth he not mend ? 

Mai. Yes ; and shall do, till the pangs of 


death shake him : infirmity, that decays the 
wise, doth ever make the better fool. 

Clo. God send you, sir, a speedy infirmity, 
for tho bettor increasing your folly ! Sir 
Toby will be sjjkorn that I am no fox, but he 
will not pass hi.s word for twopence that youslil' 
are no fool. 

OH. How say you to that, Malvolio 1 » 

Mnl. I marvel your la(ly.ship takes delight 
in such a barren rascal ; 1 saw him put down 
tlie other day with an ordinary fool, that has 
no more brain than a stone. Look you now, 
he ’s out of his guard already ; unless you 
laugh and minister occasion to him, he is 
gagged. I protest, I take these wise men, 
that crow so at these set kind of fools, no 
better than tho fools’ zanie.s. 

OH. 0 ! you arc sick of self-love, Malvolio, 
and taste with a distempered appetite. To be 
generous, giultless, and of free disposition, is 
to take those things for bird-bolts, that you 
deem cannon-bullets. There is no slander in 
an allowetl fool, though he do nothing but 
rail ; nor no railing in a known discreet man, 
though he do nothing but reprove. 

CU). Now, Mcrcuiy endue thee with leas- 
ing, for thou speakest well of fools ! 

Jie-cnter Maria. 

Mar. Madam, there is at the gate a young 
gentleman much desires to sjxjak with you. 

OH. From the Count Oi’sino, is it ? 

Mar. I know not, madam : ’tis a fair 
young man, and well attended. loi 

OH. Who of my peoj)le hold him in delay 1 

Mar. Sir Toby, madam, your kinsman. 

OH. Fetch him oil’, I jmiy you : ho sjKjaks 
nothing but madman. Kie on him ! [Exit 
Maria.] Go you, IVIaivolio : if it bo a suit 
from the count, I am sick, or not at home ; 
what you will, to dismi.s.s it. [E-oit Mal- 
volio.] Now you see, sir, how your 
fooling grows old, and people dislike it. log 

Clo. Thou hast .sj)oke for us, madonna, as 
if thy eldest son should be a fool, whose skull 
Jove cram with bxnins ; for hero he comes, 
one of thy kin, has a most weak pia mater. 

Enter Hir Tonv Bklch. 

OH. By mine honour, half drunk. — What 
is ho at the gate, comsin 1 

Sir To. A gentleman. 

Oli. A gentleman ! what gentleman ? 

Sir To. ’T is a gentleman here — a plaguo 
o’ these pickle-hen’ing ! — How now, sot 1 

Clo. Good Sir Toby ! 

Oli. Cousin, cousin, how have you come so 
early by this lethargy ? 



Act I. 


TWELFTH-NIGHT : OR, WHAT YOU WILL. 


Scene V.' 


iSVV To. Lechery ! I defy lechery. There ’s 
one at tlie gate. 

Oli. Ay, marry ; what is he ] 

»S'm* To. Let him bo the devil, an he will, 1 
cai'e not: give me faith, say|I. Well, it’s 
, all one. \^Exit. 

OIL What’s a drunken man like, fool'l 
Glo. Like a drown’d man, a fool, and a 
madman : one draught above heat makes 

him a fool, the second mad.s him, and a third 
drowns him. isi 

Oli. Go thou and seek the coron,er, and let 
him sit o’ my coz ; for he ’s in the third 
degree of drink, he ’s drown’d : go, look after 
him. 

Clo. He is but mad yet, madonna; and 
the fool shall look to the madman. [^Exit. 

lle-entex Mai.volio. 

Mill. Madam, yond young fellow sweat’s he 
will sp(*ak with you, I told him you were 
sick : he takes on him to understand so 
much, and tlun’efore comes ^to speak with 
you, I told him you were asleep : he seems 
to have a foreknowledge of that too, and 
therefore comes to speak with yoti. What is 
to be said to him, lady 1 he ’s fortified sigainst 
any denial. ns 

OIL Tell him, he shall not speak with mo. 
J/al, 11a ’s beeit told so ; and he says, he ’ll 
stand at yotir tloor like a .sherill'’s jtost, and 
be the supporter to a bench, but he ’ll speak 
with you. 

Oli. W^liat kind o’ man is he 1 
Mai. Why, of mankind. 

Oli. What manner of man? ao 

Mai. Of vei-y ill manner : he ’ll sjjeak with 
you, will you, or no. 

Oli. Of what jKJisonage and years is he ? 
Mai. Not yet old enough ft>r a man, nor 
young enough for a boy ; as a squash is be- 
fore ’tis a ]>ea.scod, or a codling when ’tis al- 
most an apple : ’t is with him in standing 
water, betwetm boy and man. Ho is vei’y 
well-favoured, and lie s^waks very shrewishly : 
one would tliink, his mother’s milk were 
scarce out of him. 

Oli. Let him approach. Call in my gentle- 
woman. 

Mai. Gentlewoman, my lady calls. 

Ti [Exit. 

Re-enter Mama. '■ 

Oli. Give me my veil : come, throw it o'er 

my face. Wo ’ll once more hear Omino’s em- 

Enter Viola. 

Vio. The honourable lady of the house, 

which is she ? 



Oli. Speak to mo ; I shall answer for her. 
Your will ? 

Vio. Most radiant, exquisite, and unmatch- 
able beauty. — I pray you, tell me, if this bo 
the lady of tho house, for I never saw her : 
I would be loath to cast away my speech ; 
for, besides that it is excellently well penned, 
I have taken great pains to con it. Good 
beauties, let me sustain no scorn ; I am very 
comptible even to the letist sinister usage, ua 

Oli. Whence came you, sir ? 

Vio. I can say little more than I have 
studied, and that que.stion’s out of my part! 
Good gentle one, give me mode.st {issumnee 
if you be the lady of tho houSo, that I may 
proceed in my speech. 

Oli. Are you a comedian ? 

Vio. No, my ])rofound heart; and yet, by 
the very fangs of malice I swear, I am not 
that I play. Ai’e you the lady of the 
hou.se ? INS 

Oli. If I do not usurp myself, I am. 

Vio. Most certain, if you are she, you do 
usurp youi’self ; for what is yours to bestow, 
is not youi’s to reserve. But this is from my 
commission. 1 will on with my speech in 
your praise, and them show you tho heart of 
my message. 

OH. Come to what is important in ’t : I 
forgive you the j>raise. 19 » 

Vio. Alas ! I took great pains to .study it, 
ami ’t is jioetical. 

Oli. It is the moi’e like to bo feigned : I 
pray you, keep it in. 1 heard, you were 
saucy at my gates, and allowed your a})proach, 
rather to wonder at you than to hear you. 
If you bo not mail, be gone; if you have 
reason, be brief : ’t is not that time of moon 
with me to make one in so skipping a 
dialogue. 

Mar. Will you hoist .sail, sir? hei’O lies 
your way. 

Vio. No, good swabber ; I am to hull here 
a little longer. — Some molliiication for your 
giant, sweet lady. 

Oli. Tell mo your mind. aoa 

Vto. I am a messenger. 

Oli. Sure, you have some hideous matter to 
deliver, when the courte.sy of it is so fearful. 
Speak your office. 

Vio. It alone concerns your ear. I bring 
no overtifre of war, no ttixation of homage. 
I hold the olive in my hand : my words ai’e 
as full of peace as matter. 

Oli. Yet you began rudely. What are 
you ? what would you ? sn 

Vio. The rudeness that hath appear’d in 
me, have I leaiVd from my entertainment. 
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VIOLA AND OLIVIA. 


Olivia : We will draw the curtain, and show you the picture. Look you, 

sir, such a one 1 was this present : Is’t no# well done ? {unveiling). 
Viola : Excellently done. 


Act T. 


TWELFTH-NIGHT: OR, WHAT YOU WILL. 


Scene V. 


What I am, and what I would, are as secret 
as maidcnheivd : to your ears, divinity; to any 
other’s, profanation. 

Oli. Give us the place alone. We will 
liear this divinity. [Emt Maria.] Now, 
sir; what is yiifel* text ? ' 

Vio. Most sweet lady, — 

Oli. A comfortable doctrine, and much 
may be said of it. Where lies your text 1 2a> 
Vio. In Oi'sino’s bosom. • 

Oli. In his bo.som ! In what chapter of 
his bosom? 

Vio. To answer by the method, in. the first 
of his heart. 

Oli. O ! I have read it : it is heresy. 
Have yon no more to say ? 

Vio. Good madam, let me see your face. 
Oli. Have you any commission from your 
lord to negotiate witli my face ? you are now 
out of your text : but we will draw the 
curtain, and sliow you the picture. Look 
you, sir ; such a one I was this present : is ’t 
.not well done ? \^l' uveilhiff. 

Vio. Excellently done, if God did all. 2"i 
Oli. ’T is in grain, sir : ’t will endure wind 
and Veather. 

Vio. 'Tis beauty truly blent, whoso icd 
and white 

Nature’s own sweet and cunning hand laid 
on. 

T^ady, you are the cruel I’st she alive, 

If you will lead these graces to the grave. 
And leave the woi’ld no copy. 340 

Oli. O ! sir, I will not Imj so hai'd-hearted. 
I will give out divers schedules of my beauty; 
it shall be inventoried, and every particle, 
and utensil, labelled to my will ; as, item, 
two lips indifferent red ; item, two grey eyes 
with lids to them ; item, one neck, one chin, 
and so forth. Were you sent hither to praise 
me? 

Vio. I see you, what you are ; you are too 
proud ; 

But, if you were the devil, you are fair. 

My lord and master loves you : O ! such love 
Could bo but rccompeiis'd, though you were 
crown’d 251 

The nonpareil of beauty 1 

Oli. How does he love mo ? 

Vio. With adorations, with fertile tears. 
With groans that thunder love, with sighs of 
fire. * 

Oli. Your lord does know my mind ; I 
caimot love him . 

Yet I suppose him virtuous, know him noble, 
Of great estate, of fresh and stainless youth ; 
In voices well divulg’d, free, learn’d, and 
valiant; 


And in dimension, and the shaj»e of nature, 

A gracious person ; but yet 1 cannot love 
him. 30(1 

Ho might have took his answer long ago. 

Vio. If I did love you in my master’s 
fiame. 

With such a suffei-ing, such a deailly life. 

In your denial 1 would find no sense : 

I would not understand it. 

Oli. ^ Why, what would you ? 

Vio. Make me a willow cabin at your gate. 
And call uppn my soul within the house ; 
Write loyal cantons of contemned lov(‘, 

And sing them loud oven in the dead of 
night : 

Holla your name to the reverberate hills, -.-to 
A nd make the babbling gossip of the air 
Chy out, Olivia ! O ! you should not rest 
Uetween the elements of air and earth. 

But you should pity me, 

Oli. You might do much. What is your 
jiarentage ? 

Vio. Above »py fortunes, yet my state is 
well ; 

am a gentleman. 

Oli. Get .you to your lord ; 

I I cannot love him. Let him send no more, 

I Unless, perchance, you come to me again. 

To tell me how he takes it. Fare you well : 
I thank you for your pains.. Spend this for 
me. 281 

Vio. I am no fee’d post, lady ; keep your 
purse : 

My master, not myself, lacks recompense. 
Love make his heart of flint that you shall 
love, 

And let your fervour, like my master’s, be 
Plac’d in contempt ! Farewell, fair cruelty. 

[Exit. 

Oli. “ What is your parentjige ? ” 

“ Al.K)ve my fortmies, yet my state is well : 

I <un a gentleman.” — I ’ll be sworn thou 
art : 

Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, actions, and 
spirit, 1*0 

Do give thee five- fold blazon. — Not too fast i 
— soft ! soft ! 

Unless the master were the man. — How nowl 
Even so quickly may one catch the plague ? 
Methinks, I feel this youtli’s perfections 
With an invisible and subtle stealth 
To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be. — 
What, ho ! Malvolio. — 

Re-enter Malvolio. 

Mai. Here, madam, at your service. 

Oli. Run after that same peevish mes- 
senger, 
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Act II. 


TWELFTH-NIGHT : OR, WHAT YOU WILL. 


Scene II. 


The county’s man : ho left this ring behind 
lum, 

Would I, or not : tell him, I ’ll none of it. aoo 
Dc.sire him not to flatter with his lord, 

Nor hold him u]) with hopes : I am not for him. 
If that the youth will come this way to- 
morrow, 

I ’ll give him reasons for % Hie thee, 
Malvolio. 


Mai. Madam, I will. \Exil. 

OH. I do 1 know not what, and fear to 
find 

Mine eye too great a flatterer for my 
• mind. ^ 

Fate, show thy foi'ce ; oui-selves we do not 
owe ; 

What is decreed must- bo, and be this so ! 

\E3At. 


^CT II. 


Scene I. — The Sea-coast. 

Enter Antonio and Sebastian. 

Ant. Will you stay no longer 1 nor will 
you not that I go with you ? 

lieb. liy your ])atience, no. My stars shine 
darkly ovoi- me : the malignancy of my fate 
might, j)erhups, distemper yours ; therefore, I 
shall crave of you your leave, that I may bear 
rny evils alone. It were a bad recompense 
for your love, to lay any of them on you. 

A nt. Let me yet know of you, whither you 
are lx>und. n 

Sd>. No, ’sooth, sir. My determinate 
voyage is m^re extravagancy. But I per- 
ceive in you so excellent a touch of modesty, 
that you will not extort from me what I am 
willing to keep in : therefore, it charges me 
in manners the rather to express myself. You 
must know of me then, Antonio, my name is 
Sebastian, which I calletl' Rodorigo. My 
father was that Sebastian of Messaline, whom, 
1 know, you have heard of : he left behind 
him myself and a sister, both born in an hour. 
If the heavens Iiad been pleasetl, ’would we 
hatl so ended ! but you, sir, altered that ; for 
some hour before you took me from the breach 
of the sea was my sister drowne<l. |j 

Ant. Ala.s the day ! 

Seb. A la<ly, sir, though it was said she 
much resembled me, wius yet of many ac- 
counted bea\itiful ; but, though I could not 
with such estimable wonder overfar believe 
that, yet thus far I will boldly publish her, — 
she bore a mind that envy could not but call 
fair. She is drowned already, sir, with salt 
water, though I seem to drown her remem- 
brance again with more. 33 

Ant. Pardon me, sir, your bad entertain- 
ment. . 

Seb. O good Antonio ! foi^ive me your 
trouble. 

A7it. If you will not murder me for my 
love, let me be your servant. 


Eeb. If you will not undo what you have 
I done, that is, kill him whom you have re- 
I covered,- desire it not. Fare ye well at once : 
my bosom is full of kindness ; and J am yet 
so near the manners of my mother, that, upon 
the least occasion more, mine eyes -will tell 
tales of me. I am Ixumd to the Count 
Orsino’s court : farewell. [Eant. 

Ant. The gentleness of all the gods go with 
thee ! 

I have many enemies in Orsino’s court, ^ 

Else would I veiy shortly see thee there j 
But, come w-hat may, I do adore thee so. 

That danger shall seem sport, and I will go. 

[Aant. 

Scene IT. — A Street. 

Enter V iola ; Malvolio following. 

Mai. Were not you even now with the 
Countess Olivia 'I 

Vio. Even now, sir : on a moderate pace I 
have since ax-rived bxit hither. 

JIal. Sheretm-ns this I’ing tdyou, sir: you 
might have saved me my pains, to have taken 
it away yourself. She adds, moreovei-, that 
you should put your lord into a desperate 
assui’ance she will none of him. And one 
thing more : that you be never so hardy to 
come again in his aflairs, tinless it be to 
report your lord’s taking of this. Receive it 
so. 11 

Vio. She took the ring of mo; — I ’ll none of 
it. 

Mai. Come, sir ; you peevishly threw it to 
her, and her will is, it should be so returned: 
if it be Svorth stooping for, there it lies in 
your eye ; if not, be it his that flnds it. 

[Exit. 

Vio. I left no ring with her ; what means 
this lady t 

Fortune forbid my outside have not charm’d 
her ! 

She made good view of me ; indeed, so much; 
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Act it. 


TWELFTH-NIGHT : OR. WHAT YOU WILL. Scene HI. 


That, methought, her eyes had lost her 
tongue, 

For she did speak in starts distmctodly. 

She loves me, sure ; the cuifning of her 
passion 

Invites me in this churlish messenger. 

None of my lord’s ring I why, he sent her 
none. 

I am the man : — if it he so, as ’t is. 

Poor lady, she were better lo\ e a dream. 
Disguise, I see, thou art a ’"ickednesa, 
.Wherein the pregnant enemy docs much. 
How csnjy is it for the pi’oper-false 

In women’s waxen hearts to set their forms ! 
Alas ! our frailty is the cause, not w'e, 31 
For such as we ai*e made of, such we be. 

How will this fadge ? JMy master loves her 
learly ,* 

And I, poor moiLstcr, fond as much on him ; 
And she, mistaken, s»!Cins to dote on me. 
What will bocom^ of thisi As I am man, 
•My state is desperate for my master’s love ; 
As I am woman, —now alas the day ! — 
What thriftless sighs shall poor Olivia 
» breathe ! 

O Time ! thou must untangle this, not I ; 

II is too hard a knot for me t’ untie. \_Exit. 


Scene III. — A Room in Olivia’s House. 

Euter Sir Tonv Belch and Sir Andbew 
Aoiie-cheek. 

Sir To. Approach, Sir Andrew : not to be 
arbed after midnight is to be up betimes j and 
dilvxulo surgare, thou knoVst, — 

Sir And. Nay, by my ti’oth, I know not ; 
but I know, to be up late, is to be up late. 

Sir To. A false conclusion : I hat<‘ it jis an 
unfilled can. To Ije up aftei* midnight, and 
to go to betl then, is early ; so that, to go to 
betl after midnight, is to go to bed betimes. 
Does not our life consist of the four elomcuts'J 
Sir And. ’Faith, so they say; but I think, 
it rather consists of eating and drinking. is 
Sir To. Thou art a scholar ; let us there- 
fore eat and drink. — Marian, I say I — a stooji 
of wine ! 

Enter Clown. 

♦ 

Sir And. Hei-e comes the fool, i’ faith. 

Clo. How now, my hearts ? Did you never 
see the picture of we thi*ee ? 

S’i/r To. Welcome, ass. Now let’s have a 
catch. u 

Syr And. By my troth, the fool has an 
excellent breast. I ^had rather than forty 

see 


shilAngs 1 ha<l such a leg, and so sweet a 
breath to sing, as the fool has. In sooth, thou 
wast in very gracious fooling last night, wlien 
thou sixikest of I’igi'ogromitus, of the Vapians 
passing the eipiiuociial of Queubus : ’twas 
very good, i ’faith. 1 sent tlice sixpence for 
tliy leman : liadst it '{ 

Clo. I did impeticos thy gratillity, for Mal- 
volio’s nose is no whipstock ; my lady has a 
white hand, and the Myrmidons are no bottle- 
ale liouses. 

Sir And. Excellent! Wdiy, this is the best 
fooling, wlien all is done. Now, a song. ao 

Sir To. Come on: there is .sixjicuce for 
you ; let ’s have a song. 

Sir And. There ’s a te,stril of me too : if 
one knight give a — 

Clo. Would you have a love song, or a song 
of good life 1 

Sir To. A love-song, a love-song. 

Sir And. Ay, ay ; I cai'e not for good life. 

. Song. 

Clo. 0 mistress mine ! where are you roam- 
ing ? 

0! stag and hear; your true, love's 
co7ning, 

That can sing both high arid low. 
Tri2> no further., jyretty sweeting ; 
Journeys end in lovers meeting. 

Every vuse nian's son doth know. 

Sir Aiid. Excellent good, i’ faith. 

Sir To. Good, good. 

Clo. What is love I ’t is not hen'eafter; 

Present mirth hath jyresent laughter ; 

Wlait 's to co-ine is still unsnt'e : 
loi delay tlwre lies 710 i>le7ity ! sc 

Then eoitu> kiss -me, s7veet-ti7td-ttoentyy 

Yo7sth 's a stuff will 7 wt endure. 

Sir A 7 id. A mellifluous voice, as I am true 
knight. 

Sir To. A contagious breath. 

SvrAixd. Very sweet and contagious, i’faith. 

Sir To. To hear by the nose, it is dulcet in 
contagion. But shall we make the welkint 
dance indeed 1 Shall we rouse the night-owl 
in a catch, that will draw three souls out pf 
one weaver 1 shall wo <lo that 1 *> 

Sir And. An you love me, let’s do ’t: I 
am dog at a catch. 

Clo. By 'r lady, sir, and some dogs w'ill 
catch well. 

Sir Aoid. Most certain. Let our catch be, 
"Thou knave.” 

Clo. " Hold thy peace, thou knave,” 
knight 1 I shall be constrain’d in ’t to call 
thee knave, knight. 



Act It. 


TWELFTH-NIGHT : OR, WTHAT YOU WILL. 


Scene III. 


Sir And. 'T is not the first time I have 
constrain’d one to call me knave. Begin, fool 
it begins, “ Hold thy jieace.” 7 

Clo. I shall never begin, if I hold my ])eaco. 

Sir And. Good, i’ faitli. Como, begin. 

\They sing (i catch. 

Enter Maria. 

Mar. WThat a caterwauling do you keef 
here ! If my lady have riot called up her 
steward Malvolio and bid him turn you out 
of doom, never tnist me. 

Sir To. My lady ’s a Catalan ; we are poli- 
ticians ; Malvolio ’s a Peg-a- Ramsey, Rnd 
“ Three merry men be we.” Am not I con- 
sanguineous 1 am I not of her blood 1 Tilly- 
vally, huly! “There dwelt a man in 

Babylon, lady, lady ! ” , «» 

Clo. BeshrtiW me, the knight ’s in admirable 
fooling. 

Sir And. Ay, he does well enough, if he 1x5 
disposed, and so <Io I too : he does it with a 
better grace, but 1 do it mord natuml. 

Sir To. [>SVrtf/s.] “ O ! the twelfth day of 
December,” — 

Mar. For the love 6’ God, peace ! 

Enter Malvolio. 

Mai. My masters, are you mad 1 or what 
are you 1 Have you no wit, manners, nor 
honesty, but to gabble like tinkei-s at this 
time of night ? Do ye make an ale-hou.se of 
my lady’s house, that ye squeak out your 
coziers’ catches without any mitigation or re- 
morse of voice 1 Is there no respect of place, 
persons, nor time, in you 1 0 $ 

Sir To. We did keep time, sh, in our 
catehes. Sneck up ! 

Mai. Sir Toby, I must be round with you. 
My lady bade me tell you, tliat, though she 
harbours you as her kinsman, she ’s nothing 
allied to your disorders. If you can separate 
yourself and your misdemeanours, you are 
welcome to the house ; if not, an it would 
please you to take leave of her, she is very 
willing to bid you farewell. lus 

Sir To. “ Farewell, dear heart, since I must 
needs be gone.” 

Mar. Nay, good Sir Toby, 

Clo. “His eyes do show, his days are almost 
done.” 

Mai. Is ’t even so ? 

Sir To. “ But I will never die.” 

Clo. Sir Toby, there you lie. 

Mai. This is much credit to you. ,uo 

Sir To. “ Shall I bid him go 1 ” 

Clo. What an if you do 1 ” 

Sir To. Shall I bid him go, and spare not?” 


Clo. “ O ! no, no, no, no, you dare not” 
Sir To. Out o’ time ? Sir, ye lie. Art any 
more than a steward? D6st thou think, be- 
cause thou art virtuous, there shall be no more 
cakes .and ale ? 

Clo. Yes, by Saint Anne ; and ginger shall 
I be hot i’ the mouth too. 

Sir To. Thou ’rt i’ the right. — Go, sir, rub 
your chain with crumbs. — A stoop of wine, 
Maina ! m 

Alai. Mistre.ss Mary, if you prized my lady’s 
favour at anything more than contempt, you . 
would not give means for this uncivil rule: 
she shall know of it, by this hand. \Exit. 
Alar. Go shake your esvrs. 

Sir And. ’T were as good deed as to 
drink when a man 's a-hungry,to challenge him 
to the held, and then to bieak promise with 
him, and make a fool of him. iso 

Sir To. Do ’t, knight : I ’ll write thee .a 
challenge, or I ’ll deliver fliy indignation to 
him by word of mouth. 

Mar. Sweet Sii’ Toby, be 'patient for to- 
night. Since the youth of the count’s was 
to-day with my lady, she is much out of quiet. 
For Monsieur Malvolio, let me alone with 
him : if I do not gull him into a nay-word, 
and make him a common i*eci*eation, do not 
think I have wit enough to lie straight in my 
bed. I know, I can do it. 

Sir To. Possess us, possess us : tell us 
something of him. m 

Alar. Marry, sir, sometimes he is a kind 
of Puritan. 

Sir And. O ! if I thought that, I ’d beat 
him like a dog. 

Sir To. What, for being a Puritan ? thy 
(xquLsite reason, dear knight ? 

Sir And. I have no exejuisite reason for ’t, 
but I have reason good enough. 

Alar. The devil a Puritan that he is, or 
any thing constantly but a timo-pleaser; an 
xfTectioned ass, that cons state without book, 
and utters it by great swartlis : the best per- 
suaded of himself \ so crammed, as he thinks^ 
with excellences, that it is his ground of faith, 
•hat all that look on him love him ; and on 
.hat vice in him will my revenge find notable 
5ause to work. 

Sir To. What wilt thou do ? 

Mar. I will drop in his way some obscui’o 
epistles of love ; wherein, by the colour of his 
the shape of his leg, the manner of bis 
gait, il^e expressure of his eye, foreh^d, and 
coriipiBxion, he shall find himself most fioel- 
ingly.jpersoqated. I can write' very like my 
lady^iyour niece ; on a forgotten matter we 
can J^lfirdly midce disti&etion of our hands. i«r 



Act II. 


TWELFTH-NIGHT : OR, WHAT YOU WILL. 


SCE^E IV. 


Sir To, Excellent ! I smell a device. 

Sir And. I have ’t in my nose too. 

Sir To. He shall think, by the letters that 
thou wilt drop, that they come from my niece, 
and that she is in love with him 1 

Mar. My puri> 08 e is, indeed, a horse of that 
colour. 

Sir And. And your horse, now, would make 
him an asa m 

Mar. Ass, I doubt not. 

Sir And. O ! ’t will be ad -nirable. 

J^ar. Sport royal, I waiTant you : I know, 
my jdiysic will work with him. I will plant 
you two, and let the fool make a third, where 
he shall find the letter : observe his construc- 
tion of it. For this night, to bed and dream 
on the event. Farewell. 

Sir To. Good night, Penthesilea. 

[JSxit Maria. 

Sir And. Before me, she ’s a good wench. 

Sir To. She ’s a beagle, true-bred, and one 
that adores me : what o’ that 1 lea 

Sir And. I was adored once too. 

Sir To. Let ’s to bed, knight. — Thou hadst 
need send for more money. 

Sir And. If I aiunot recover your niece, I 
am a foul way out. 

Sir To. Send for money, knight : if thou 
hast her not i’ the end, call me cut. 

Sir A nd. If I do not, never trust mo ; 
take it how you will. isi 

Sir To. Come, come : I ’ll go bum some 
sack, ’t is too late to go to bed now. Come, 
knight; come, knight. [Eoceunt. 


ScEKE IV. — A Room in the Duke’s Palace. 


Come hither, boy : if ever thou shalt love. 

In the sweet pangs of it remember me ; 

For such as I am all true lovers are : 

Unstaid and skittish in all motions else. 

Save in the constant image of the creature 
That is belov’d. — How dost thou like this 
tune ? 20 

Vio. It gives a very echo to the scat 
Where love is thron’d. 

Duke. t Tliou dost speak masterly. 

My life upon ’t, young though thou art, thine- 
eye 

Hath stay’d ujwn some favour that it loves ; 
Ha^h it not, boy ? 

Vio. A little, by your favour.. 

Duke. What kind of woman is ’t 1 
Vio. Of your complexion. 

Duke. She is not worth thee then. What, 
vears, i’ faith? 

Vio. About your years, my lord. 

Duke. Too old, by Heaven. Let still the- 
woman bike 

An elder than herself ; so wears slie to 
him, 30 

So sways she level in her husband’s heart : 
For, lx)y, however we do praise otirselves. 

Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm. 

More longing, wavering, sooner lost and worn, 
Than women’s are. 

Vio. I think it well, my lord.. 

Duke. Then, let thy love be younger than, 
thyself, 

Or thy affection cannot hold the bent ; 

For women are as roses, whose fair flower. 
Being once display’d, doth fall that very 
hour. 

Vio. And so they are : alas, that they are- 
so ; m. 

To die, even when they to perfection grow 1 


Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and otkera. 


Duke. Give me some music. — Now, good 
morrow, friends. — 

Now, good Cesario, but that piece of song. 
That old and antupie song, we heanl last 
night; 

Methought it <lid relieve my passion much. 
More tlian light airs, and recollected terms. 
Of these most brisk and giddy-j>aced times : 
Come ; but one vei*sc. 

Cur. He is not here, so please yourJordship, 
that should sing it. 

Duke. Who was it ? to 


Cur. Feste, the jester, my lord; a fool, 
that the lady Olivia’s father took much delight 
in. H6 is about the house. 


Duke. Seek him out, and play the tune the 
whjle. \Eait Oti^to. — Muaio. 



Re-enter Curio and Clovm. 


Duke. O fellow ! come, the song we had last 
night. — 

Mark it, Cestirio ; it is old, and plain ; 

The B])insters and the knitters in the sun, 
And the free maids, that weave their thread 
with bones. 

Do use to chant it ; it is silly sooth. 

And dallies with the innocence of love. 

Like the old afre. 


Clo. Are you ready, sir ? 
Duke. Ay ; pr’ythee, sing. 

Song. 


30 

[Mtisic. 


Clo. Come aivcoj, come away, death. 
And in sad cypress lei me he laid ; 

Fly a>ray,jly aivay, breath ; 

I am slain by a fair cruel maid. 


33 



SOENB V. 


Act *IL TWELFTH-NIGHT : OK, WHAT YOU WILL. 


My shroud of vAite, stuck all vnth yew, 

0 / prepare it : 

My part of death, tw one so true 
Did share it. 

Not a Jiower, not a flower svmt. 

On my hlxick coflvn let there he strown; «o 
Not a friend, 'not a friend yreet 
My poor corse, where my hoiws sfudl he 
th/rovm : 

A ikousatid tfumsnnd sighs to save. 

Lay me, 0 ! where 
Sad true lover ■mr>er fn.d my grave, 

To weep there. 

Duke. There ’s for thy pains. 

Clo. No pains, air : I take pleasure in 
singing, air. 

Duke. I ’ll pay thy pleasure then. 

Clo. Truly, sir, ami pleasure will be paid, 
one time or iinother. 71 

Duke. Give me now leave to leave thee. 
Clo. Now, the mel-aneholy god protect thee, 
and the tailor mak<^ thy doflblet of <ihangeable 
taffeta, for thy mind i.s a veryo[)al! — I would 
have men of sucli constancy put to sea, that 
their busines.s mighifbe everything, and their 
intent everywhere ; for that’s it, that always 
makes a good voyage of nothmg. — Farewell. 

[Exit. 

Duke. Let all the rest give place. — 

[Exeunt Curio and Attendants. 

Once more, Cesario, 
Get thee to yond .same so\ eroign cruelty : «o 
Tell her, my love, more nol.>le than the world, 
Prize.s not quantity of dirty land.s : 

Tlie parts that foi*tune hath l)estow’d upon 
her. 

Tell her, I hold as giddily as fortune ; 

But ’t is that miracle and queen of gems, 

That nature pranks her in, attracts my souL 
Vio. But. if .she cannot love you, sir? 

Duke. 1 cannot be so answer’d. 

Fio. 'Sooth, but you must. 

Say, that .some lady, as pei'haps there is. 

Hath for your love as great a pang of heart so 
As you have for Olivia : you cannot love her; 
You tell her so ; must she not then be 
answer'd ? 

Duke. There is no woman’s sides 
Can bide the beating of .so strong a paasion 
As love doth give my heart ; no woman’s 
heart 

So big to hold so much : they lack retention. 
Alas I their love may bfj call’d appetite, — 

No motion of the liver, but the palate,— 

’I’hat suffer surfeit, clojunent, and revolt ; 

But mine is all as hungry as the sea, 100 
And can dige.'^t as much. Make no comj)are 


Between that love a woman can bear me. 

And that I owe Olivia. 

Fto. Ay, but I know — 

Duke. What dost thou know ? 

Vdo. Too well what love women to men may 
owe : 

In faith, they are as true of heart as we. 

My fatlier had a daughter lov’d a man, 

As it might be, perhaps, were I a woman, 

I should your lordship. ’ 

Duke. And what ’s her histoiy ? 

Fio. A blank, my lord. She never told 
‘her love, — no 

But let concealment, like a, .worm i’ the bud. 
Feed on her damask cheek : she pin’d in 
thought : 

And, with a green and yellow’ melancholy, 

She sat like Patience on a monument. 

Smiling at grief. Was not thit love in- 
deed ? 

We men may say more, swear more ; but, in- 
<leed. 

Our shows are more than will, for still we 
prove 

Much in our vows, hut little in our loye. 

Duke. But died thy sister of her love, my 
l)oy ? 

Fio. I am all the daughtere of my father’s 
house, jao 

And all the brothei-s too; and yet I. know 
not. — 

Sir, shall I to this lady ? 

Duke. Ay, that ’s the theme. 

To her in htuste : givt^ her this jewel ; say. 

My love can give no place, bide no denay. 

[Exetmt. 


Scene V. — Olivia’s Garden. 

Enter Sir Tobv Belch, Sir Andrew Ague-- 
CHEEK, and Fabian. 

Sir To. Como thy w.iys, Sigiiior Fabian. 

Fab. Nay, I ’ll come : if I U)Se a scruple of 
this sport, let me be boiled to death with 
melancholy. 

Sir To. Wouldst thou not be glad to have 
the niggardly, rascally sheep-biter come by 
some notable shame ? 

Fcdi, I would exult, man : you know, he 
brought mo out o’ favour with my lady about 
a bear-baiting here. 0 

Sir To. To anger him we ’ll have the bear 
again; and we will £(x>l him black and blue ; 
— ^shall we not, Sir Andrew ? 

Sir And. An we do not, it is pity of our 
lives. 



Act it. 


TWELFTH-NIGHT : OR, WHAT YOU WILL. 


Scene V. 


Enter Maria. 

Sir To, Here comes the little villain. — 
How now, my metal of Lidia 1 

Mar, Get ye all three into the box tree. 
Ilalvolio’s coming down this walk : ho has 
been yonder i’ the sun, practising behaviour 
to his own shadow, this half-hour. Observe 
him, for the love of mockery ; for, I know, this 
letter will make a contemplative idiot of him. 
Close, in the name of jesting ! [T/ie tmn hide 
themselves^ Lie thou theio \tkrow8 domi a 
letter~\ ; for hei'e comes the trout that must be 
caught with tickling. [Exit. 

Enter Malvolio. 

Mai. ’T is but fortune ; all is fortune. 
Maria once told me, she did affect 'mo ; and 
I have heard herself come thus near, that, 
should she fancy, it should be one of my com- 
plexion. Besides, .she use.s me with a more 
exalted respect than any one else that follows 
her. What .shoidd I think on ’f? 31 

Sir To. Here’s an overweening rogue ! 
Fah. O, jieace ! Contemplation makes a 
i*are' turkey-cock of him ; how he jets under 
his advjinced plumes ! 

Sir And. ’{Slight, I could so boat the 
rogue. — 

Sir To. Pc'tiee ! I say. 

Mai. To be Count ISlalvolio ; — 

Sir To. Ah, r<)gue ! 

Sir And. Pistol him, pistol him. <0 

Sir To. Peace ! Peace ! 

Mai. There is example for’t: the lady of 
the Sti’achy married the yeoman of the ward- 
robe. 

Sir And. Fie on him, Jezebel ! 

Fah. O, pC.icc ! now he’s deeply in; look 
how imagination blows him. 

Mai. Having been three months mairied 
to her, sitting in my state, — 

Sir To. O, for a stone bow, to hit him in 
the eye ! ^ 

Med. Calling my officei’s about me, in my 
branchetl velvet gown ; liaving come from a 
<lay-bed, where I have left Olivia sleeping : — 
Sir To. Fire and briuistone ! as 

Fab. O, peace ! iieace ! 

Alai. And then to have the humour of 
state : and after a demure travel of regard, — 
telling them, I know my place, as* I would 
they should do theirs, — to ask for my kins- 
man Toby. — 

Sir To. Bolts and shackles ! 

Fah. O, i)eace, peace, peace ! now, nov. «o 
Mod. Seven of my people, with an obedient 
start, make out for him. I frown the while; 
and,, perchance, wind dp my watch, or play 


with some rich jewel. Toby approaches ; 
court’sies there to me. 

I Sir To. Shall this fellow live 1 

Fab. Though our .silence be drawn from us 
with cara, yet peace ! 

Mol. I extend my Inmd to him thus, 
quenching my familiar smile with an austere 
regard of control, — 

Sir I'o. And does not Toby take you a blow 
o’ the lips then 1 n 

Mai. Saying, “ Cousin Toby, my fortunes, 
having cast me on your niece, give me this 
prewgative of sjjeech,” — 

Sir To. What, what? 

Mai. “ You must amend your drunken- 
ness.” 

Sir To. Out, scab ! 

Fab. Nay, patience, or we break the sinews 
of our plot. 

Alai. “ Besides, vou waste the treasure of 
your time with a foolish knight,” — 01 

Sir A»d. Thiit’s me, I warrant you. 

Afal. “ One Sir Andrew,” — 

Sir And. I knew ’t was I ; for many do 
call mo fw>l. , 

Alai. [Seeing the letter.^ What employment 
have we here ? 

Fab. Now is the woodcock near the gin. 
Sir To. O, peace ! and the spirit of humours 
intimate reading aloutl to him ! pf 

AJal. [Talchaj njt the letter.'\ By my life, this 
is my lady's hand ! these V)e her very Us, her 
r’.s, and her 7”s ; and thus makes she her 
great Fs. It i.s, in contempt of (juestion, her 
hand. 

Sir And. Her C% her and her T’s : 
why that 1 

Alai. “ To the unknown beloved, 

thi.s, and my good wishes lar very phrases! 
— By your leave, wax. — Soft ! — and the im- 
pres.snre h('r Lucrece, with whi<;h she uses to 
seal : ’t is my lady. To whom should this 
be ? 

Fah. This win.s him, liver and all. 

Mai. “Jove knows, I love; 

But who ?' 

Lips, do not move : 

No man must know.” 

No man must know.” — What follows? the 
numbei’s altered ! — “ No man must know : ” 
if this should be thee, Malvolio? 

Sir To. Many, hang thee, brock ! 

Alai. [Reoils-I “ I may command, where 1 
adore ; 

But silence, like a Lucrece’ knif<*. 

With bloodless stroke my heart <loth goye: 

M, 0, A, I, doth sway my life.” 

Fab. A fustian riddle. 



Act II. 
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Scene V. 


Sir To, Excellent wench, say I. 

M(d. “ J/, 0, A, I, doth sway iny life.”- 
Nay, but first, let me see, — let me see. 

Fah. Whivt a dish of poison has she dressed 
him ! 

Sir To. And with what wind the stannye 
checks at it ! 

Mai. “ I may commantl, where I adore.” 
Wliy, she may command me : T serve her ; 
she is my lady. Why, thi.s is evident to any 
formal capacity. There is no obstruction in 
this. — And the end, — what sliould that 
alphabeticiil |)osition ])ortend1 if I could make 
that resemble something in me, — Softly ! — 
M, 0 , A, /,— 

Sir To. O ! ay, make up that. He is now 
at a cold scent. 

Fab. Sowter wdll cry mion ’t, for all this, 
though it be a.s rank us a Ibx. la 

Mai. M, — Malvolio : — J/, — why, that 
begins my name. 

Fah. Hid not I say, he woi^d work it out ? 
the cur is excellent at faults. 

Mai. M, — but then tlane is no consonancy 
in the seepiel ; that suiters under probation : 
A should follow, but 0 does. 

Fab. And 0 shall end, I ho]>e. 

Sir To, Ay, or I ’ll cudgel him, and make 
him cry 0 ! 

Alai. And then /comes behind. no 

Fah. Ay, an you luul an eye behind you, 
you might see more detraction at your heels, 
than fortunes before you. 

Mol. M,0, A, I : — this simulation is not as 
the former ; — and yet, to crush this a little, it 
would bow to me, for eveiy one of these 
letters ai’e . in my name. Soft ! here follows 
prose. — [Reads.^ “ If this fiill into thy hand, 
revolve. In my stars I am above thee ; but 
be not afraid of greatness : some are born 
great, some achieve greatness, and some have 
greatness thrust upon them. Thy Fates open 
their hands ; let thy blood and spirit embrace 
them. And, to inure thyself to what thou 
art like to be, cast thy humble slough, and 
apjjear fresh. Be opi>osite with a kinsman, 
surly with seiwants ; let thy tongue tang 
arguments of state; put thyself into the trick 
of singularity. She thus advises thee, that 
aighs for thee. Remember who commended 
thy yellow stockings, and wished to see thee 
over cross-gartered : I say, remember. Go 
to, thou art made, if thou desirest to be so ; 
if not, let me see thee a steward still, the 
fellow of servants, and not worthy to touch 
Fortune's fingera. F.irewell, She that would 
alter services with thee. 

The Fortunate-Unhappy.” 


Daylight and champain discovers not more : 
this is open. I will be proud, I will read 
politic authors, I will baffle Sir Toby, I will 
wa.sh oil' gross acquaintance, I will be point- 
device rthe very man. I do not now foojj 
myself, to let imagination jade me, for every 
rea.son excites to this, that my lady loves me. 
She did commend my yellow stockings of 
late ; she did jn'aise my leg being cross-gar- 
tered ; and in this she manifests hereelf to my 
love, and with a kind of injunction drives me 
to these habits of her liking. I thank my 
.stars, I am happy. I will bo strange, stout, 
in yellow stockings, and cross^gartered, even 
with the swiftness of putting on. Jove and 
my stars be prai.sed ! — Here is, yet a po.st- 
script. [^Readsl] “ Thou canst nert choose but 
know who I am. If thou entertainest my 
lo\'e, let it appear in thy smiling : thy smiles 
become thee well ; therefore in my presence 
.still .smile, dear my sweet, I pr’ythee.”- — Jove, 
1 thank thee. — 1 will .smile : I will do every- 
'thing that thou wilt have me. [Exit. 

Fab. I will not give my part of this sport 
fora pension of thousands to be j)aid fronvthe 
Sojdiy. 

Sir To. I could marry this wench for this 
device. 

Sir Atid. So cotild I too. 

Sir To. And ask no other dowry with her, 
but such another jest. i»i 

Sir And. Nor I neither. 

Fab. Here comes my noble gull-catcher. 

Re-enter Maria. 

Sir To. Wilt thou set thy foot o’ my neck ? 

Sir A ltd. Or o’ mine either % 

Sir To. Shall I play my freedom at tray- 
trip, and become thy bond-slave 1 

Sir A nd. I’ faith, or I either ? 

Sir To. Why, thou hast put him in such a 
dream, that when the image of it leaves him, 
he must run mad. 201 

Mar. Nay, but say true ; does it work 
upon him 1 

Sir To. Like aqua-vite with a midwife. 

Mar. If you will then see the fruits of the 
jport, mark his first approach before my lady : 
lie will come to her in yellow stockings, and 
t is a colour she abhors ; and cross-gartered, a 
fashion skedetests; and he will smile upon her, 
which will now be so unsuitable to her dis- 
position, being addicted to a melancholy as slie 
is, that it cannot but turn him into a notable 
contempt. If you will see it, follow me. »u 

Sir To. To the gates of Tartar, thou most 
ixcellent devil of wit ! 

Sir And. I'll make* one too. \Exe^iid 
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Scene I. 


ACT III. 


Scene I. — Olivia’s Garden. 

Enter Viola, and Clown with a Uibor. 

Vw. Save thee, friend, and thy music. 
Dost thou live by thy tabor 1 

Clo. No, sir, I live by the church. 

Vio. Art thou a churchman ? 

Clo. No such matter, sir ; I do live by the 
church ; for I do live at my house, and my 
house doth stand by the church. 

Vio. So thou inay’st say, the king lies by a 
beggar, if a bPggar dwell near him j or, the 
church stands by thy tabor, if thy tabor stand 
by the church. n 

Clo. You have said, sir. — To sec this age ! 
A sentence is but a ehcveril glove to a goo«l 
wit : how quickly the wrong side may be 
turned outwai’d ! 

Vio. Nay, that’s (certain : they, that dally 
nicely with words, may (juickly make them 
wanton. 

Clo. I would therefore, my sister had had 
no name, sir. 

Via, Why, man 1 w 

Clo. Why, sir, her name ’s a woi-d ; and to 
dally with that word, might make my sister 
wanton. But, indeed, words ai’e very mscals, 
since bonds disgraced them. 

Vio. 'Thy reason, maul 

Clo. Troth, sir, I can yield you none with- 
out words ; and woixls are grown so false, I 
am loath to prove I'easou with them. 

Vio. I wawant, thou art a meny fellow, 
and carest for nothing. 

Clo. Not so, sir, I do cai*e for something ; 
but in my conscience, sir, 1 do not care for 
you : if that be to care for nothing, sir, I 
would it would make you iiivksible. 

Vio. Art not thou the Lady Olivia’s fool ? 

Clo. No, indeed, sir ; the Lady Olivia has 
no folly : she will keep no fool, sir, till she be 
married ; and fools are as like husbands, as 
pilchards are to heriings, the husband ’s the 
bigger. I am, indeed, not her fool, but her 
corrupter of words, 40 

Vio. I saw thee late at the Count prsino’s. 

Clo. Fooleiy, sir, does walk about the orb, 
like the sun : it shines everywhere. I would 
l)e Sony, sir, but the fool should be as oft 
with your master, as with my mistress. I 
think I saw your wisdom there. 

Vio. Nay, an thou pass upon me, I ’ll no 
moi-e with thee. Hold, there ’a expenses for 
thee; 


Clo. Now Jove, in his next commodity of 
hair, send thee .a beard. 

Vio. By my troth, I ’ll tell thee : I am 
almost sick for one, though I would not have 
it grow on my chki. Is thy la<ly within 1 bs 

Clo. Would not a j)air of these have bred, 
sir? 

Vio. Yes, being kept together, and put to 
use. 

Clo. I would play Lor<l Pandarus of Phrygia, 
sir, to bring a (Vessida to this Troilus. 

Vio. I understand you, sir, ’t is well begg'd. 

Clo. The matter, 1 hope, is not gitjat, sir, 
begging but a beggar : Cressida was a beggar. 
My lady i.s within, .sir. I will construe to 
them whence you come ; who you are, and 
what you woidd, are out of my welkin : I 
might say, element, but the word is over- 
worn, [Exit. 

Vio. This fellow ’s wise enough to play the 
fool, ' 

And to do that well craves a kind of wit : 

Ho must observe their mood on whom he 
jests. 

The quality of persons, and the time, 

And, like the haggard, check at every 
feather 

That comes before his eye. This is a practice 
As full of labour as a wise man’s art ; 70 

For folly, that he wissely shows, is lit. 

But wise men, folly-fallen, (juite taint their 
wit. 

Enter >V<V Toby Belch rnid iSir Andrew 
Ague-cheek. 

I Sir To. 'Save you, gentleman. 

Vio. And you, sir. 

Sir And. Dieu vous garde, monsieur. 

Vio. Et vous aussi : votre serritenr. 

Sir And. I hope, sir, you are j and I am 
yours. 

Sir To. Will you encounter the house ? my 
niece is desirous you should enter, if your 
tmde be to her. 

Vio. I am bound to your niece, sir: I 
mean, she is the list of my voyage. «i 

Sir To. Taste your legs, sir : put them to 
motion. 

Vio. My legs do better understand me, sir, 
than I underetand what you mean by bidding 
me taste my legs. 

Sir To. I mean, to go, sir, to enter. 

Vio. I will answer you with gjiit and en- 
trance. But we are prevented. 
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Act hi TWELFTH-NIGHT : OR, WHAT YOU WILL. Scene I. 


Enter Olivia and Mahia. 

Most excellent accomjdished lady, the heavens 
rain Odom's on you ! w 

iiir And. That youth ’s a mre courtier. 
Rain odours ! " well. 

Via. My matter hath no voice, lady, but 
to your own most pregnant and vouchsafed 
ear. 

Eir And. “Odours,” “pregnant,” and 
** vouchsafed : ” — I ’ll get ’em ail three all 
retidy. 

OH. Let the garden door bo shut, and leave 
me to my hearing. [Bxewnt Sir Toby, Sir 
Andrew, and Maria.^ Give me your hand, 
sir. 

Fm>. My duty, madam, and most humble 
service. 

Oli. What is your name ? im 

Vio. Cesario is your servant’s name, fair 
princt^ss. 

Oli. My servant, sir 1 ’T was never merry 
world. 

Since lowly feigning was call’d compliment. 
You’re servant to theOount Orsino, youth. 
Vio. And he is youra, and his must needs 
bo yours : 

Yoxir servant’s servant is your servant, 
madam. 

Oli. For him, I think not on him : for hi.s 
thoughts, 

’Would tliey were blanks, rather than fill’d 
with me ! 

^ Vio. Madam, I come to whet your gentle 
thoughts 
On his behalf ; — 

Oli. O ! by your leave, I pray you ; ni 
I bade you never speak again of him 
But, wo\ild you xindertake another suit, 

I had rather hear you to solicit that, 

Tliun music from the spheres. 

Vio. Dear lady, — 

Oli. Give me leave, ’beseech you. I did send 
After the last enchantment you did here, 

A ring in chiise of you : so did I abuse 
Myself, my servant, and, I fear me, you. 
Under your hard construction mxist I sit, 120 
To force that on you, in a shameful cunning. 
Which you knew none of yours : what might 
you think ? 

Have you not set mine honour' at the stake, 
A|»d baited it with all the unmuzzled thoughts 
That tyrannous heart can think ? To one of 
your receiving 

Enough is shown ; a cypress, not a bosom, 
Hides my heart. So, let me hear you speak. 
Vio. I pity you. 

on That ’s a degree to love. 


Vio. No, not a gi'ise; for ’tis a vulgar 
proof. 

That very oft we pity enemies. lao 

Oli.^ Why then, methinks, ’t is time to 
smile again. • 

0 world, how apt the poor are to be proud ! 
If one should be a prey, how much the better 
To fall befoi’e the lion than the wolf ! 

[Oloclk strikes. 

The clock upbraids me with the waste of 
time. — 

Be not afraid, good youth, I will not have you ; 
And yet, when wit and youth is come to har- 
vest. 

Your wife is like to reap a proper man. 

There lie/j your way due west. » 

Vio. Tlien westward-ho ! 

Grace, and gootl disposition attend your lady- 
ship ! 140 

You ’ll nothing, madam, to my lord by me ? 

Oli. Stay : 

1 pr’ythee, tell me what thou think’st of me. 

Vio. That you do think, you are not what 
you are. 

Oli. If I think so, I think the same of you. 

Vio. Then think you right : I am not what 
I am. 

OH. I would, you were as I would have 
you be ! 

Vio. Would it be better, madam, tlum I 
am ? 

I wish it might ; for now I am your fool. 

Oli. O ! what a deal of scorn looks beau- 
tiful iw 

In the contempt and anger of his lip ! 

A murderous guilt shows not itself more soon. 
Than love that would seem hid > love’s night 
is noon. 

Cesario, by the roses of the spring, 

By maidhood, honour, tmth, and everything, 
I love thee so, that, maugi’e all thy pri<le, 

Nor wit, nor reason, can my ])assion hide. 

Do not extort thy reasons from this clause. 
For that I woo, thou therefore hast no cause ; 
But rathei', reason thus with reason fetter : 
Love sought is good, but given unsought is 
better. lei 

Vio. By innocence I swear, and by my 
youth, 

I have 0^)6 heart, one bosom, and one truth, 
And that no woman has ; nor never none 
Shall mistre.8s be of it, save 1 alone. 

And so adieu, good inadam : never more 
Will I my master’s tears to you deplore. 

Oli. Yet come again, for thou perhaps 
may ’st move 

That heart, wliich now abhors, to like his love. 

[Exmrd. 



Act III. TWELFTH-NIGHT; OR, WHAT YOU WILL. Scbnk IIL 


Scene II. — A Room in Olivia’s House. 

Enter Svr Toby Belch, Sir Andret"/ Aoue- 
CHEEK, avul Fabian. 

Si/r And. No, faith, I ’ll not stay a jot 
longer. 

Sir To. Thy reason, d(iar venom : give thy 
reason. 

Fah. You must uee<is yield your reason, 
Sir Andrew. 

Si/r And. Marry, I saw your niece do more 
favours to the count’s serving-man, than ever 
she l)estowed upon me ; I sjiw ’t i’ the orchard. 

Sir To. X)id she see thee the while, old 
boy 1 tell me that. 

Sir And. As plain as I see you now, 

Fah. This was a gi-eat argument of love in 
her toward you. n 

Sir And. ’Slight ! will you make an ass o’ 
mel 

Fab. I will prove it legitimate, .sir, upon 
the oaths of judgment and reason. 

Sir To. And they ha\ e been grand-jurymen, 
since before Noah was a sailor. i 

F<id). She did show favour to the youth in 
your sight only to exasperate you, to awake 
your dormouse v.alour, to put fire in your 
heart, and brimstone in your liver. You 
should then have acct)Hted her, and with some 
excellent jests, fire-new from the mint, you 
should have banged the youth into <lumbnes8. 
This was looked for at your harnl, and this 
w>vs balked : the doulile guilt of thi.s oppor- 
tunity you let time wash off, and you are now 
sailed into the north of my lady’s opinion ; 
whore you will hang, like an icicle on a 
Dutchman’s bcar<l, unless you do redeem it 
by some laudable attempt, either of valoui', 
or policy. 

Sir And. An ’t be any way, it must be with 
valour, for policy 1 hate : I had as lief be a 
Brownist as a politician. si 

Sir To. Why then, build mo thy fortunes 
upon the basis of valour : challenge me the 
count’s youth to fight with liim ; liurt him in 
eleven phmes : my niece shall take note of it; 
and a.s8ure thyself,, there is no love-broker in 
the world can more prevail in man’s commen- 
dation with woman, than report of valour. 

Fab. There is no way but this. Sir Andrew. 

Svr And. Will either of you bear me a 
challenge to him 1 40 

Sir To. Go, write it in a mai*tial hand ; be 
curst and brief ; it is no matter how witty, .so 
it be eloquent, and full of invention : taunt 
him with the license of ink : if thou thou’st 
him some thrice, it shall not be amiss; and as | 


many lies as will lio in thy sheet of paper, 
although the sheet were big enough for the 
bed of Ware in England, set ’em down. Go, 
about it. Let there be gall enough in thy 
ink, though thou write with a goose-pen, no 
matter. About it. 

Sir And Where shall I find you % » 

Sir To. We,! 11 call thee at the cubveulo. 
Go. [Exit Sir Andrew. 

Fah. This is a dear manakiu to you. Sir 
Toby. 

Sir To. I have been dear to him, lad; some 
two thousand strong, or so. 

Fab. We sliall have a rare letter from him ; 
but you ’ll not deliver it 1 

iSir To. Never trust me then ; and by afl 
means stir on the youth to an answer. I 
think, oxen and wainropes cannot hole them 
together. For Andrew, if he were opened, 
aiul you find so much blood in his liver as 
will clog the foot of a flea, I ’ll eat the rest of 
the .anatomy. «* 

Fah. And his opixmite, the youth, bears in 
his visage no great p.'esagc of cruelty. 

Enter Maria. 

Sir To. Look, where the youngest wren.^of- 
nine comes. 

Mar. If you desire the spleen, and will 
laugh yourselves into stitches, follow me. 
Yond gull Malvolio is turned heathen, a very 
renegade; for there is no Christian, that means 
to be saved by believing lightly, c;in ever be- 
lieve such impossible pas.sages of grossue.ss. 
He ’s in yellow stockings, « 

Sir To. And croas-gartered ? 

Mar. Most villainoiKsly; like a pedant that 
keeps a school i’ the church, — I have dogged 
him like his murderer. He does obey every 
jioint of the letter that I dropjied to betray 
liim : ho does smile his face into more lines, 
than are in the new map, with the augmen- 
tation of the Indies. You have not seen such 
a thing as ’t is ; I can liardly forbear hurling 
things at him. 1 know, my lady will strike 
him : if she do, he ’ll smile, and take ’t for a 
great favour. «* 

Sir To. Come, bring us, bring us where he 
is. \ExeutU. 

Scene III. — A Street. 

Enter Sebastian and Antonio. 

. Seh. I would not, by my will, have tioubled 
you ; 

But, since you make your pleasure of your 
pains, 

I will no further chide you. 



Act III. 


TWELFTH-NIGHT : OR, WHAT YOU WILL. 


SCGN£ IV. 


Ant. I could not stay behind you : iny [ 
desire, 

More sharp than filed steel, did spur me 
foith ; 

And not all love to see you (tliough so much. 
As might have drawn one to a longer voyage), 
But jotilousy what might befall your travel. 
Being skilless in these parts ; which to a 
stranger, 

Unguided, and unfriended, often prove ] 
Rough and unhospitable : my willing love. 

The rather by these arguments of fear, ^ 

Set forth in your pursuit. 

Seb. My kind Antonio, 

I can no other answer make, but, thanks, 

And thanks, and ever thanks ; and oft good 
turns 

Are shuffied off mth such xincurrent pay ; 

But, were my worth, as is my conscience, firm. 
You should find better dealing. What ’s to 
do ? 

Shall we go see the reliques of this town ? 

Ant. To-morrow, sir : best first go see your 
lodging. • 

Seb. I am not weary, and ’t is long to 
night. sj 

I pray you, let us satisfy our eyes 
With the memorials, and the things of fame. 
That do renown this city. 

A>U. ’Would, you ’d panlon me ; 

I do not without danger walk these streets. 
Once, in a sea-fight ’gainst the count his gal- 
leys, 

I did some service ; of such note, indeed, 

That, were I ta’en here, it would scarce ^be 
answei-’d. 

Seb. Belike, you slew gi-eat number of his 
» people. 

I Ant. The offence is not of such a bloody 
nature, a> 

Albeit the quality of the time, and quarrel, 
Might well have given us bloody argument. 

It might have since been answer’d in repay- 
ing 

What we took from them; which, for traffic’s 
sake. 

Most of your city did : only myself stood out; 
For which, if I be lajMjed in this place, 

I shall pay dear. 

Seb. Do not then walk too open. 

Ant. It doth not fit me. Hold, sir; here ’s 
my purse. 

In the south sub\u-bs, at the Elephant, 

Is best to lodge : I will bespeak our diet, <0 
Whiles you beguile the time, and feed your 
knowledge. 

With viewing of the town : there shall you 
have me. 


Seb. Why I your purse 1 
Ant. Haply your eye shall light upon some* 
toy 

You hafve desire to purchase; and your store, 
I think, is not for idle markets, sii'. 

Seb. I ’ll be your purse-bearer, and leave 
you for an hour. 

Ant. To the Elephant. — 

Seb. I do remember. \jE'xeunU 


Scene IV. — Olivia’s Garden. 

Enter Olivia and Maria. 

Oli. I have sent after him : he says, he ’ll 
come ; 

How shall I feast himi what bestow of him? 
For youth is bought more oft, than be^^g’d, or 
borrow’d. 

I sjieak too loud. — 

Where is Malvolio ? — ho is sad, and civil. 
And suits well for a servant with my for- 
tunes. — 

Where is Malvolio ? ^ 

Mar. Ho ’s coming, madam ; but in very 
strange manner. He is sure possess’d, 
madam. 

Oli. Why, what’s the matter? does he 
rave ? 10 

Mar. No, madam ; he does nothing but 
smile : your ladyship were best to have some 
guard about you, if he come, for sure the man 
is tainted in his wits. 

Oli. Go call him hither. — I am as mad as: 
he. 

If sad and merry madness ecpial be. — 

.» 

Enter Malvolio. 

How now, Malvolio ? 

Mai. Sweet Iswly, ho, ho. 

Oli. Smil’st thou ? 

I sent for thee upon a sail occasion. 

Mol, Sad, lady? I could be sad. This 
does make some obstruction in the blood, this 
cross-gartering ; but what of that? if it please 
the eye of one, it is with me as the very true 
sonnet is, “ Plea.se one, and please all.” 

Oli. Why, how dost thou, man ? what is 
the matter with thee ? 

Mai. Not black in my mind, though yellow 
n my legs. It did come to his hands, and 
commands shall be executed : 1 think we do 
know the sweet Roman hand. so 

Oli. Wilt tliou go to bed, Malvolio ? 

Mai. To^ bed 1 ay, sweet-heart, and I ’ll 
some to thee. 

Oli. God comfort 'thee ! why dost tjiou 
mile so, and kiss thy hand so oft ? 
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Act III. 


TWELFTH-NIGHT: OR, WHAT YOU WILL 


Scene IV. 


Mar. How do you, Malvolio 1 
Mai, At youi’ request 1 Yes j nightin^les 
answer daws. 

Mar. Why appear you with this ridiculous 
■boldness before my lady ? « 

Mol. “ Be not afraid of greatness : ” — 
*t was well wnt. 

OH. What meanest thou by that, Malvolio? 
Mai. “ Some are born gi.‘eat,” — 

Oil Ha? 

Mai. “ Some acliieve gi atness,” — 

. OH. What say'st tJiou ? 

Mai. “ And some have greatness thrust 
niion them." • 

OH. Heaven rcstoro thee ! 

Mai. “ Remember, who commended thy 
yellow stockings,”- m 

OH. Thy yellow stockings ? 

Mai. “ And wished to see thee cross-gar- 
terefL” 

OH. Cross-gartered ? 

Mai. “ Co to, thou art made, if thou 
desirest to be so : ” — 

OH Am I njade? 

Med, “ If not, lot me see thee a servant 
still.” 

OH. Why, this is very midsummer mad- 
ness. 

Enter Eerrant. 

Serv. Madam, the young gentleman of the 
Count Omiuo’s is returned. 1 could hardly 
entreat him back : he attends your ladyship’s 
pleasure. «i 

OH I ’ll come to him. [Exit Ee,rvant.'\ 
Good Maria, let this fellow be looked to. 
Whei'o ’s my cousin ToV)y ? Let some of my 
|ieople have a .si»ecial care of liim. I would 
not have hini miscarry for the lialf of my 
<lowry. [Exetmt Olivia and Maria. 

Mol. Oh, ho ! do you come near me now? 
no worse man than Sir Toby to look to me ? 
This concurs directly with the letter : she 
sends him on pui-pose, that I may appear 
stubborn to him ; for she incites me to that 
in tlie letter. “Cast thy humble slough,” 
says she ; — “ be opposite with a kinsman, 
«urly with servants, — let thy tongue tang 
with arguments of state, put thyself into the 
trick of singulaiity j ” — and consequently sets 
■down the manner how ; as, a sad face, a 
reverend carriage, a slow tongue, in tlie habit 
•of some sir of note, and so forth. I have 
lim^ her ; but it is Jove’s doing, and Jove 
•make me thankful ! And when she went 
away now, Let this fellow bev looked to : ” 
■fellow ! not Malvolio, nor after my degree, but 
fellow. Why, eveiything adheres together. 


that no drachm of a scruple, no scruple of a 
scruple, no obstacle, no incredulous or un- 
safe circumstance. — What can be said ? 
Nothing that can be, can come between me 
and the full prosiiect of my hopes. Well, 
Jove, not I, is the doer of this, and he is to 
be thanked. 

Re-enter Maria, with Eir Toby Belch and 
^ Fabian. 

Sir To. Which way is he, in the name of 
sanctity ? ’ If all the devils in hell be drawn 
in little, and Legion himself possessed him, 
yet I ’ll speak to him. 

Fab. Here he is, here he is. — How is ’t 
with you, sir? how is’t with you, man? oo 

Afal. Go off*; I discard you : let me enjoy 
my private ; go oft*. 

Mar. Lo, how hollow the fiend speaks 
within him ! di<l not I tell you I — Sir Toby, 
ray lady prays you to have a care of him. 

Mai. Ah, ha ! does she so ? 

Eir To. Go ‘to, go to : peace ! j^eace ! we 
must deal gently with him ; let me alone. — 
How do you, Malvolio ? how is ’t with you ? 
What, man ! defy the devil : consider, he 's 
an enemy to mankind. loo 

Mai. Do you know what you say ? 

Mar. La you ! an you speak ill of the 
devil, how he takes it at heart ! Piny God, 
he lie not bewitched ! 

Fab. Carry his water to the wise-woman. • 

Mar. Marry, and it shall be done to- 
morrow morning, if I live. My lady would 
not lose him for more than 1 ’ll say. 

Mai. How now, mistress ? 

Mar. O Lord ! n» 

Eir To. Pr’ythec, hold thy peace : this is 
not the way. Do you not see you move him? 
let me alone with him. 

Fab. No way but gentleness ; gently, 
gently : the fiend is rougli, and will not be 
roughly used. 

Eir To. Why, how now, my bawcock? how 
dost thou, chuck ? 

Mai. Sir! 

Sir To. Ay, Biddy, come with me. What, 
man ! ’t is not for gravity to play at cherry- 
pit with Satan. Hang him, foul collier ! 

Mar. Get him to sjiy his prayers : good Sir 
Toby, get him to pi’ay. lai 

Mai. My pinyers, minx ! 

Mar. No, I w'arrant you ; he will not hear 
of godliness. 

M<d. Go, hang yourselves all ! you are idle 
shallow things : I am not of your element 
You shall know more hereafter. [Exit. 

Sir To. Is ’t possible ? 



Act III. 


TWELFTH-NIGHT : OR, WHAT YOU WILL. 


Scene IV. 


Fab. If this Avei-e played upon a sta^e now, 
I could condemn it as an improbable iiction. 

Sir To. His very genius liath taken the in- 
fection of the device, man. i:ii 

, Mar. Nj\y, pursue him now, lest the <levice 
take iiir, and taint. 

Fab. Why, we shall make him mad, in- 
deed. 

Mar. The house will be tlie quieter. 

Sir To. Como, we ’ll havo'hiin in a dark 
room, and bound. My niece is already in the 
belief that he ’s mad : wo may cany it thus, 
for our pleasure, and his penance, till our 
very pastime, tired out of breath, preempt ifs 
to have mercy on him ; at Avhich time we 
will bring the device to the bar, and crown 
thcc for a finder of madmen. But see, but 
see. ns 

Filter Sir Anduew Aou e-cheek. 

Fab. More matter for a May morning. 

Sir And. Here ’s the challenge j read it : I 
warrant, there ’s vinegar and pej^per in 't. 

Fab. Is ’t so saucy ? 

Sir And. Ay, is ’t, I warrant him : do but 
read. • 

Sir To. Give me. “Youth; 

whatsoever thou ait, thou art but a scurvy 
fellow.” 

Fah. Good, and valiant. i.-o 

Sir To. “Wonder not, nor admire not in 

thy mind, why I do call' thee so, for I will 
show thee no reason for ’t.” 

Fab. A good note, that keeps you from the 
blow of the law. 

(S'ir To. “ Thou comest to the Lady Olivia ; 
and in my sight she uses thee kindly : but thou 
liest in thy tliroat ; that is not tlm matter 
I challenge thee for.” 

Fab. Very brief, and to exceeding good 
sense — less. 

Sir To. “ I Avill waylay thee going home ; 
where, if it 1>e thy chance to kill me,” — m 

Fab. Good. 

Sir To. “ Thou killest me like a rogue and 
a villain.” 

Fab. Still you keep o’ the windy side of 
the law : good. 

Sir To. “ Fare thee well ; and God have 
mercy upon one of our souls ! He may have 
mercy upon mine, but my hope is better ; and 
so look to thyself. Thy friend, as thou usest 
him, and thy sworn enemy, Andrew Ague- 
cheek.”— If this letter move him not, his legs 
cannot. I ’ll give ’t him. ^ in 

Ma/r. You may have very fit occawon for 
^t : he is now in some commerce with my 
lady, and will by-and-by depart. 


Sir To. Go, Sir Andrew ; scout me for him 
at the corner of the orchai’d, like a bum-bailio. 
•So sodu as ever thou seesthim, dmw, and, as 
thou dmwest, .swear horrible ; for it comes to 
pass oft,«that a terrible oath, with. a swagger- ^ 
ing accent, sharply twanged off, gi^’es manhood 
more a])j)robatiou than ever proof itself would 
have earned him. Away ! isi 

Sir And. Nay, let me alone for sweaiing. 

[Exit. 

Sir To. Now will not I deliver his letter : 
for the behaviour of the young gentleman 
gives him V)ut to be of good capacity and 
breediiig : his employment between his lord 
and niv niece confirms no less ; therefore this 
letter, being .so , excellently ignqrant, will 
breed no terror in tbe youth : he will find it 
comes from a clodpole. But, sir, I will de- 
liver his challenge by woi'd of month ; set 
u])Oix Aginscheek a notable I’eport of valour, 
and drive the gentleman (as, 1 knoAV, his youth 
will aptly rect'ive it) into a most hideous 
opinion of his rage, skill, fury, and im- 
j>etuosity. This Avill so friglit tliem both, 
that they will kill one another by the look, 
like cockatrices. 

Fab. lI(Te he comes with your niece. Give 
them way, till he take leave, and pre.sently 
aftw* him. 

Sir To. I will ineditjite the while upon 
some horrixl me.ssage for a challenge. 

[E^centd Sir Toby, Fabian, and Maria. 

lie-infer OlIVIA, with Vtola. 

Oli. I have said too much xmto a heart of 
stone, son 

And laid luino honour too unchary out : 

Tliere ’s something in me that rejxroves my 
fault. 

But such a headstrong |X)tent fault it is. 

That it but mocks re])roof. 

Vio. With the same ’havioxir that your 
[KUision bears, 

Goes on mv mastei'’s grief. 

Oli. Here ; wear this jewel for me : ’t is 
my picture. 

Refuse it not, it hath nd tongue to, vex 
you ; 

And, I beseech you, come again to-moiTow. 
What shall vou ask of me, that I *11 
deny; 211 * 

Tliat honour, sav’d, may upon asking give ? 

Vio. Notliing but this ; your true love for 
my master. 

Oli. How with mine honour may I give 
him that, 

Vliich I have given to you ? 

Vio. I will acquit you. 
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Act III. TWELFTH-NIGHT : OR, WHAT YOU WILL. Scene IT. 


Fare you, even to a mortal arbitrement, but 
nothing of the circumstance more. 


Oli. Well, come again to-morrow, 
thee well : 

A iiend like thee might bear my soul to hell. 

SJEddt^ 

Re-enter Sir Toby Bklch, aixd Fabian. 

Sir To. Gentleman, God save thee. 

Vio. And you, sir. sib 

Sir To. That defence thou hast, betake thee 
to ’t : of what natui'c the wrongs are thou hast 
done him, I know not; b..u thy intercepter, 
futU of despite, bloody as the hunter, attends 
thee at the orchartl eiid. Dismount thy tuck ; 
bo yai*o in thy preparation, for thy assailant is 
quick, skilful, and deadly. 

Vio. You liiistake, sir : I am sure, no man 
hath any quarrel to me. My remembrance 
is very free and clear from any image of 
offence done to any nian. 233 

Sir To. You ’ll find it otherwise, I assure 
you ; therefore, if you hold your life at any 
price, betake you to your guard ; for your 
opposite hath in him what youth, strength, 
skill, and wrath, can furnish man withal. 

Vio. I pray you, sir', what is he f 

Sir To. He is knight, dul>bed with un- 
hatch’il rapier, and on carpet consideration ; 
but he is a devil in jaivate brawl ; souls and 
bodies hath he divorced thi’ec, and his incense- 
ment at this monnuit is so implacable, that 
aatisfjiction can be none but by pangs of death 
and sepulchre. Hob, nob, is his word : give 
’t, or take ’t. 

Vio. I will return again into the house, 
and desire some conduct of the lady : I am no 
fighter. I have heai’d of some kind of men, 
that put quHirels pxirposely on others to taste 
their valour ; belike, this is a man of that 
quii-k. 252 

Sir To. Sir, no ; his indignation derives it- 
self out of a very competent injury ; therefore, 
get you on, and give him his desire. Back 
you shall not to the house, unless you under- 
take that with me, which with as much safety 
you might answer him : therefore, on, or strip 
your sword stark naked ; for meddle you 
must, that ’s ceriain, or forswear to wear ii'on 
about you. 

Vio. This is as uncivil, as strange. I be- 
seech you, do me this courteous othce, as to 
know of the knight what my ofFen<se to him 
is : it is something of my negligence, nothing 
of my purjxose. 203 

Sir To. I will do so. Signior Fabian, stay 
you by this gentleman till my I'eturn. [Exit. 

Vio. Pray you, sir, do you know of this 
matter 1 

Ead. I know, the kiiight is incensed against 
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Vio. I beseech you, what manner of man 
is he 1 2 TO 

Enb. Nothing of that wonderful promise, 
to read him by his form, as you ai’O like to 
find him in the proof of his valour. He is, 
indeed, sir, the most skilful, bloody, and fatal 
opposite tliat you could possibly have found in 
any part of Illyria. Will you walk towards 
him 1 I will make your peace with him, if I 
can. 

Vio. I shall be much bouml to you for ’t : 
I am one, that would rather go with sir priest, 
than sir knight : I caro not who knows so 
much of my mettle. [Exeunt. 

Re-enter Sir Toby, with Sir Andrew. 

Sir To. Why, man, he’s a very devil, I 
have not seen such a firago. 1 had a pass 
with him, rapier, scabbard, and all, and he 
gives me the stuck-in with such a mortal mo- 
tion, that it is inevitable ; and on the answer, 
ho pays you as surely as your feet hit the 
gi'ound they step on. They say, he has been 
fencer to the Sophy. 

Sir Anff.‘ Fox on’t, I’ll not meddle wit! , 
him. 

Sir To. Ay, but he will not now be paci> 
fied : Fabian can scarce hold him yonder, sao 

Sir And. Plague on’t; an I thought ho 
had been valiant, jmd so cuxming in fence, 
I ’d have seen him damned ere I ’d have 
challeng’d him. Let him let the matter slip, 
and I ’ll give him my horse, grey Capilet 

aS'm" Yo. I ’ll make the motion. Stand 
here; make a good show on ’t. This shall 
end without the jxei’dition of souls. [Aside.^ 
Marry, I ’ll ride your liorse us well as I ride 
you. 

Re-enter Fabian and Viola. 

[To Fabian.] 1 have his horse to take up the 
quarrel. I have persiia<led him, the youth ’s 
a devil. l*» 

Fah. [To Sir Toby.] He is as horribly 
conceited of him ; and pants, and looks pale, 
as if a bear were at his heels. 

Sir To. [To Viola.] There’s no remedy, 
sir : he will fight with you for ’s oath^ sake. 
Marry, he hath better bethought him of his 
quarrel, and he finds that now scarce to bo 
worth talking of : therefore draw for the 
supportance of his vow : he protests, he will 
not hurt you. 

Vio. Prjiy God defend me ! A 

little thing would make me tell them how 
much I lack of a man. 



Act III. 


TWELFTH-NIGHT: OR, WHAT YOtT WILL. 


Fab. Give ground, if you seo him furious. 
Sir To. Come, Sir Andrew, there 's no 
remedy : the gentleman will, for his honour’s 
sake, have one l>out with you : he cannot by 
the duello uvoid'it ; but he has promised me, 
as ho is a gentleman and a soldier, he will 
not hurt you. Come on ; to ’t. 

Sir Ami. Pray Gotl, he keep his oath ! 

^ \^Draws. 

Vio. I do assure you, ’t is against my will. 

, [praios. 

Enter Antonio. 

Ant. Put up your sword. — If this young 
gentleman »» 

Have done offence, I take the fauH on me : 

If you offend him, I for him defy you. 

Sir To. You, sir? why, what ai'e you? 

Ant. One, .sii-, that for his love dares yet 
do more. 

Than yoti have heaixl him J>rjig to you he 
will. 

Sir To. Nay, if you be an undertaker, I 
am for you. » \Drnvjs. 

Fab. O good Sir Toby, hold 1 here come 
the officers. 

Sir 'To. I ’ll be with you anon. 

Vio. Pray, sir, put your sword up, if you 
please. 

Sir And. Marry, will I, sir: — and, for 
that I promi.se<l you, I ’ll be as goo<l as my 
woi’d. He will bear you easily, and reins 
well. 332 

Enter tioo Officers. 

1 Off. Tins is the man : do thy office. 

2 Off. Antonio, I arrest thee at the suit 
Of Count Orsino. 

Ant. You do mistake me, sir. 

1 Off. No, sir, no jot : I know your favour 

well, 

Tliough now you have no sea-cap on your 
head. — 

Take him away : he knows, I know him well. 
Ant, I must obey. — [To Viola.] This 
comes with seeking you ; 

But there ’.s no remedy : I shall answer it. w 
What will you do ? Now my necessity ' 
Makes me to ask you for nly purse. It grieves 
me 

Much moi’e for what I cannot do for you, 
Than what befalls myself. You stand amaz’d ; 
But be of comfort. 

2 Off. Come, sir, away. 

Ant. I must entreat of you some of that 
money. 

Vio. What money, sir ? 


For the fair kindness you liave show’d me 
here, 

And part, being prompted by your present 
trouble, aw 

Out of my lean and low ability , 

I ’ll lend you something. My having is not 
much : 

I ’ll make division of my present with you. 
Hold, there is half my coffer. 

Ant. Will you deny me now? 

Is ’t possible, that my deserts to you 
I Can laclf perauasiou ? Do not tempt my 
' misery, 

Lest that it make me so unsohnd a man. 

As to upbraid you with those kindnesses 
That I have done for you. 

Vio. I know of none ; 

Nor know I you by voice, or any feature. ^*^> 
I hate ingratitude mor^in a man. 

Than lying vainness, babbling drunkenness, 
Or any taint of vice, whose strong corruptio«i 
Inhabits our frail blootl. 

A nt. O heavens themselves f 

2 Off. Come, sir : I pray you, go. 

Ant. Let me speak a little. This youth,, 
that yon seo hero, 

I snatch’d one half out of the jaws of death,. 
Reliev’d him with such sanctity of love, 

And to Iiis imago, which, methought, did 
jirornise 

Most venciuble worth, tlid I devotion. sto 
1 Off. What ’s that to us ? The time goes 
by : away 

xint. But, O, how vile an idol j)roves this 
god !— 

Thou hast, Sebastian, done good feature* 
shame. 

In natura there ’s no blemish, but the mind ; 
None can be call’d deform’d, but the unkind r 
Virtue is beauty ; but the beauteous-evil 
Ai’e empty trunks, o’erflourish’d by the devil. 
1 Off. ’rho man grows mad : away with 
him ! 

Come, come, sir. 

Ant. Lead roe on. 

[ExeAint Officers \vith Antonio^ 
Vio. Methinks, his words do from such 
passion fly, 

That he believes himself ; so <lo not I. shs 
P rove true, imagination, O, prove true, 

That I,* dear brother, lie now ta’en for 
you ! 

Sir I'o. Come hither, knight ; come hither, 
Fabian : we ’ll* w'hisper o’er a couplet or two 
of most sage saws. 

Vio. He* nam’d Sebastian : I my brotlier 
know 

Yet living in my glass , even such, and se^ 
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Scene I. 


In favour was my brother ; and he went 
Still in this fashion, colour, ornament, »» 
For him E imitate. O ! if it prove, 

Tempests are kin<I, and salt waves fresh in 
love ! [Exit. 

Sir To. A very dishonest paltry boy, and 
more a coward than a liaro. His dishonesty 
appears in leaving his friend here in necessity, 
and denying him ; and for his co wardship, ask 
Fabian. 


Fab. A coward, a most devout coward, re- 
ligions in it. 

Sir And. ’Slid, I ’ll after him again, and 
beat him. 

Sir To. Do ; cuff him soiindly, but never 
draw thy sword. «u 

Sir Ami. An T do not, — [Exit, 

Fab. Come, let ’s see the event. 

Sir To. 1 dare lay any money ’twill be 
nothing yet. [Exeunt. 


ACT 

Scene I. — The Street before Olivia’s House. 

Enter Sebastian and Cloa^n. 

Clo. Will you make me believe that I am 
not sent for you ? ^ 

Seb. Go to, go to ; thou art a foolish fellow ; 
Let me be clear of thee. 

Clo. Well held out; i’ faith! No, I do 
not know you ; nor 1 am not sent to yo\i by 
my lady to bul you come speak with her ; nor 
yoxtr name is not Master Cesario ; nor this is 
not my nose neither. — Nothing, that is so, is 
so. 10 

Sel). I pr’ythee, vent thy folly somewhere 
else : 

Thou know’st not me. 

Clo. Vent my folly ! He has heard that 
word of some gi*eat man, and now applies it 
to a fool. Vent my folly ! I am afraid this 
great lubber, the world, will prove a cockney. 

I pr’ythee now, ungii*d thy strangeness, and 
tell nie what I shall vent to my lady. Shall 
I vent to her that thou art coming '{ 

Seb. 1 pr’ythee, foolish Greek, depart from 
me. 

There ’s money for thee : if you tarry longer, 

I shall giv'e worse payment. si 

67o. By my troth, thou hast an open hand. 

— ^The.so wise men, that give fools money, get 
themselves a good i*eport after fourteen years’ 
purchase. 

Enter Sir Andrew. 

Sir Ami. Now, sir, have I met you again? 
there ’s for you. [Striking Sebastian. 

Seb. Why, there ’s for thee, and there, and 
there. * 

Are all the people mad ? 

[Beating Sir Andrew. 

Enter Sir Toby arid Fabian. 

Sir To. Hold, sir, or I'll throw your dagger 
o’er the house. jo 

Clo. This will I tell my lady straight. I 
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would not be in some of your coats for two- 
pence. [Exit. 

Sir To. Come on, sir : hold. 

Sir And. Nay, let him alone; I’ll go an- 
other way to work with him : I ’ll have an 
action of battery against him, if there be any 
law in Illyria. Though I struck him first, 
yet it ’s no matter for that. 

Seb. Let go 'i/hy hand. 

Sir To. Come, sir, I will not let you go. 
Come, my young soldier, put up your iron : 
you are well fleshed. ' Como on. 4i 

Seb. 1 will be free from thee. What 
wouldst thou now ? 

If thou dar’st tempt me further, dmw thy 
swortl. 

Sir To. What, what ! Nay, then I must 
have an ounce or two of this malapert blood 
from you. [Draxes. 

Enter Olivia. 

OH. Hold, Toby I on thy life I charge thee, 
hold ! 

Sir To. Ma<lam ! 

on. Will it be ever thus ? Ungracious 
wretch ! 

Fit for the mountains, and the barbarous 
cave.s. 

Where mannei"s ne’er were preach’d. Out of 
my sight ! — » 

Be not offended, dear Ce.sario. — 

Huilesby, be gone '. 

[Exeunt Sir 'foBv, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 

I pr’ythee, gentle friend, 
Liot thy fair wis4om, not thy passion, sway 
In this uncivil ami unjust extent 
Against thy peace. Go with me to my house; 
And hear thou there how many fruitless 
pranks 

This ruffian hath botch’d up, that thou thereby 
May’st smile at this. Thou shalt not choose 
but go ; 

Do not deny. Beshrew his soul for me. 

He started one poor heart of muie in thee. « 
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Scene II. 


Seb. What reli.sh Ls in tliis ? how runs the 
stream 1 

Or I am ma<l, or else this is a dream. 

Let fancy still my sense in Lethe steep ; 

If it be thus to dream, still let me sleep. 

Oli. Nay ; come, I pr’ythee. ’Would 
thou Mst be rul’d by me ! 
aSVA. Madam, I will, 

Oli. O ! say so, and so be. 

' [Exexmt. 


Scene II. — A Room in Olivia’s House,^ 
Enter Maria mul Clown. 

Mar. Nay, I pr’ythce, put on this gown, 
and this beard : make him believe thou art 
Sir Topas the curate : do it quickly ; T ’ll call 
Sir Toby the whilst. [Exit. 

Clo. Well, I ’ll put it on, and I will dis- 
semble myself in "t : an<l I would I were the 
first tJiat ever di.s.semblod in s^ich a gown. I 
am not tall enough to become the function 
well, noi' lean enough to be thought a good 
student ; but to be said an honest man, and 
a good housekeeper, goes as fairly as to say a 
careful man, and a great scholar. The com- 
petitoi's enter. n 

Enter Sir Toby Belch and 3Iaria. 

Sir To. Jove bless thee, ma.ster parson. 

Clo. Jionrts dies, Sir Toby : for as the oU 
hermit of Prague, that never saw pen and ink, 
very wittily said to a niece of King Goi'boduc, 
“ That, that is, is ; ” .so I, being master j)ar- 
son, am master pai-son, for what is that, but 
that 1 and is, but is ? 

Sir To. To him, Hir Topas. 

Clo. What, ho! I .say. — Peace in this 
prison. 

Sir To. The knave counterfeits well ; a 
good knave. so 

Mol. [Within.] Who calls there ? 

Ch. Sir Topjis, the curate, who comes to 
visit 3Ialvolio tlie lunatic. 

Mai. Sir Toj)as, Sir To 2 )as, good Sir Toptis, 
go to my lady. 

Clo. Out, hyj)erbolical fiend! liow vexest 
thou thi.s man ! Talke.st tliou nothing but of 
ladies ? 

Sir To. Well said, ma.ster parson. 

Mai. Sir Topas, never was man thu.s 
wronged. Goocl Sir Topas, do not think I 
am mad : they have laid me here in hideous 
darkne.ss. si 

Ch. Fie, thou di.shono.st Satan ! I call thee 
by the most mode.st terms ; for I am one of ! 
those ge'^tle ones, that will use the devil i 


himself with courtesy. Sayest thou, that house 
is dark 1 

Mai. As hell, Sir Topas. 

Ch. Why, it hath l»ay-windows trans- 
parent 'as barricadoes, and the clear-stories to^j 
wards the south-north are as lustrous as ebony; 
and yet complainest thou of obstruction 1 «> 

Mai. I am not mad, Sir Topas. I say to 
you, tliis house is dark. 

Clo. Madman, thou errest : I say, there is 
no darkne.ss but ignorance, in which thou art 
more puzzled than the Egyptians in thoir 
fog. 

Mai. I say, this house is Us dark as ig- 
norance, though ignorance were as dark as 
hell ; and I say, there was never man thus 
abiLsed. I am no more mad than you are : 
make the trial of it in any constant (piestion. so 
Clo. What is the oj^nion of Pythagoras 
concerning wild-fowl i 

Mai. That the soul of our grandam might 
haply inhabit a bird. 

Ch. Wluxt thinkest thou of his opinion ? 
Mai. I think nobly of the soul, and no 
way apjirovo his ojiinion. • 

Clo,. Fare thee well : remain thou still in 
darkness. Thou shalt hold the opirdon of 
Pythagoras, ex‘e I will allow of thy wits, and 
fear to kill a woodcock, lest thou disi>os.sess 
the soul of thy grandam. Fare thee well, as 
Mai. Sir Tojias ! Sir Topas I — 

Sir To. My most exijuisite Sir Topas 1 
Clo. Nay, I am for all waters. 

Mar. Thou mightst have done this with- 
out thy l)eai‘d and gown ; ho sees tliee 
not. 

Sir To. To him in thine own voice, and 
bring me word how thou lindest him : I 
would, we were well rid of this knavery. If 
he may lie conveniently delivered, I would 
he wore ; for I am now so far in offence with 
my niec^, that I cannot pui-sue with any 
safety this sport to the iqishot. Come by- 
and-by to my chamber. 

[Exxnnl Sir Toby and . Maria. 
Ch. [ Sinr / ing .] “ Hey Robin, jolly Robin, 
Tell me now thy lady does.” 

Mol. Fool, — 

Ch. “ My lady is unkind, jierdy.” 

Mai. Fool, — 

Ch. “ Alas, why is she so ?” w 

Mai. Fool, I say ; — 

Ch. “ She loves another.” — Who calls, ha ? 
Mai. Good fool, as ever thou wilt deserve 
well at my hand, helj) me to a candle, and 
jien, ink, and paper. As I am a gentle- 
man, I will live to be thankful tp thee 
for ’t. 



Act IV. 
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Scene III. 


Clo. Master Malvolio ! 

Mai. Ay, good fool. 

Clo. Alas, sir, how fell you besides your 
five wits? 

Mai. Fool, there wa.s never man so noto- 
riously abused : J am as well in my wits, fool, 
as thou art. «i 

Clo. Blit as well 1 then you are mad indeed, 
,.if you be no better in your wits than a fool. 

Mai. They have here propc’-tied me ; keep 
me in darkness, send ministers to me, asses ! 
and 'do all they can to fju;e me out of my 
wits. 

Clo. Advise you what you say : the minis- 
ter is here. — Malvolio, Malvolu), thy wits 
the heaven.s i’estore ! endeavour thyself to 
sleep, and leave thy vain bibble babble. ww 

Mai. Sir Topas, — 

Clo. Maintain no words with him, goo<l 
fellow. — Who, I, sir ? not I, .six*. God b' wi’ 
you, good Sir Topa.s. — Marry, Amen. — I 
will, sir, L will. 

Mai. Fool, fool, fool, I .say. 

Clo. Alas, sir, be ])atient. What say you, 
sir ? T am shent for sj)eaking to you. 

Mai. Good fool, help me to some light, and 
some pafwjr : I tell thee, I am as well in my 
wits, as any man in Illyria. no 

Clo. Well-a-day, that you wei’o, sir ! 

Mai. By this hand, I am. Good fool, 
some ink, paper*, and light, mid convey what 
T will set down to my lady : it shall advan- 
tage thee more than ever the bearing of letter 
lid. 

Ch. I will help you to ’t. But tell me 
true, are you not ma<l indeed ? or <lo you but 
counterfeit 1 

Mai. Believe me, T am not : I tell thee 
true. 

Clo. Nay, I ’ll ne’er believe a madman, till 
1 see his brains. I will fetch you light, and 
papei’, and ink. 120 

Mai. Fool, I ’ll requite it in the highest 
degree : I pr’ythee, be gone. 

Ch. 1 am gu7ie, nir, 

Atid atvon., sir. 

I'll be with you- again, 

In a trice. 

Like to the old Vice, 

Your need to stistain ; 

Who with dagger of lath, 

In his rage and his tcraih. 

Cries, Ah, ha !■ to the devil : 

Like a mad lad. 

Pare thy nails, dad. 

Adieu, goodman drivel. 

[Exit. 


Scene III. — Olivia’s Garden. 

Eater SEBASTIAN. 

Seb. This is the air ; that is the glorious 
.sun ; 

This pearl she gave m**, I do feel ’t and 
see ’t ; 

And though ’t is v'onder that enwi'aps me 
thus^ 

Yet ’t is not madness. Where ’s Antonio 
then ? 

I corld not find him at the Elephant ; 

Yet there he was, and there I found this 
credit. 

That he did range the town to .seek me out. 
His counsel now might do me golden service ; 
For though my soul <lispntes well with my 
sen.se, 

That this may be some orroi*, but no mad- 
nes.s, ift 

Yet doth this accHlent and flood of fortune 
80 far excetul all instance, all discoux-se. 

That I am i‘(“ady to <listrust mine eyes, 

And wx’angle with my roason, that pex’suades- 
me 

To any other trust but that 1 am mad, — 

Or else the lady ’.s mad ; yet, if ’t were so, 

8he could not .sway her house, command her 
foJlowei's, 

Take an<l give back afliiirs, and their des- 
patch, 

With such a .smooth, discreet, and stable 
bearing, 

As, 1 jKirceive, she does. There ’a something 
in ’t, a> 

That is deceivable. But here the lady coxnes. 

Enter Olivia and a Priest. 

on. Blame not this ha.ste of mine. If you 
nu^an well, 

Now go "with me, and with this holy man, 
Into the chantry by ; thei*e, befi>re him. 

And underne.}ith that con.sec*rated roof. 

Plight me the full a-ssuitince of your faith ; 
That my most jealous and too doubtful soul 
May live at peace. He .shall coxxceal it. 
Whiles you are willing it shall come to 
note, 

What time we will our celebration keep » 
According to my birth. — What do you say '? 

Seb. I ’ll follow this good man, and go with 
you. 

And, having sworn truth, ever will be true. 

on. Then lead the way, good father ; and 
heavens so shine, 

That they may faii’ly note this act of mine ! 

[Exeunt, 
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ACT V. 


Scene I. — ^The Street before Olivia’s Hotise. 

Enter Cl-own and Fabian. 

Fab. Now, as thou lov’st me, let me see 
his letter. ^ 

Clo. Good Master Fabian, grant me another 
I’equest. 

Fid). Anything, 

Clo. Do not desire to see this letter. 

Fab. This is, to give a dog, and in recom- 
])ense desire my dog again. 

JFnferDuKE, Viola, and Attendants. 

Duke. Belong you to the Lady Olivia, 
friends 1 

Clo. Ay, sir ; we are some of her trap- 
pings. 10 

Duke. I know thee well : ^ow dost thou, 
my good fellow ? 

Clo. Ti'uly, .sir, the better for my foes, and 
the worse for my frieiyls. 

Duke. Just the contrary ; the better for 
thy fiiends. 

Clo. No, sir, the worse. 

Duke. How can that be ? u 

Clo. Many, sir, they praise me, and make 
an ass of me ; now, my foes tell me plainly 
I am an ass : so that by my foes, sir, I profit 
in the knowledge of myself, and by my friends 
I am abusetl : so that, conclusions to be as 
kisses, if your four negativ'es make your two 
affirmatives, why then, the worse for my 
friends, and the better for my foes, 

Duke. Why, this is excellent. 

Clo. By my treth, sir, no ; though it please 
you to be one of my friends, 

Duke. Thou shalt not be the woree for me : 
there 's gold. 

Clo. But that it would be double-dealing, 
sir, I would you could make it another. ai 
Duke. O, you give me ill counsel. 

Clo. Put your gi-ace in your pocket, sir, 
for this once ; and let your flesh and blood 
obey it. 

Duke. Well, I will be so much a sinner to 
be a double dealer : there ’s another. 

Clo. PriniOy secivndo, tertioy is a good play ; 
and the old saying is, the third pays for all : 
the trvplexy sir, is a good tripping measure ; 
or the bells of Saint Benuet, sir, may put you 
in mmd, — one, two, three, « 

Duke. You can fool no more money out of 
me at this throw : if you will let your lady 
know, I am here to speak with her, and 


bring 'her along with you, it may awake my 
bounty further. 

Clo. Marry, sir, lullaby to your l)ounty, 
till I come again. I go, sir ; but I would 
not have you to think, that my desire of 
having is the sin of covetousness ; but, as you 
say, sir, let your bounty take a nap, I will 
awake it anon. 

Vio. Here comes the man, sir, that did 
rescue me. 

Enter Antonio n 7 id Officers. 

Duke. ' That face of his I do rememljer 
well ; 61 

Yet when I saw it last, it was besmear’d. 

As black as Vulcan, in the smoke of war. 

A bawbling vessel was he captain of 
^For shallow draught and bulk unprizablo, 
With which such scathful grapple di<l he 
make 

With the most noble bottom of our fleet* 
That very envy, and the tongue of loss. 

Cried fame and honour on him. — What’s the 
matter 1 

1 Onsino, this is that Antonio, oo 
That took the Fheenix and her fraught from 
Candy ; 

And this i.s he, that did the Tiger board, 
When your young nephew Titus lo.st his leg. 
Here in the streets, desjierate of shame and 
state. 

In private bi-abble did we apprehend him. 

Vio. He did me kindness, sir, drew on my 
side. 

But, in conclusion, put strange speech upon 
me ; 

I know not what ’t was but distraction, 

Duke. Notable pirate, thou salt-water thief, 
What foolish boldness breught thee to their 
mercies. 

Whom thou, in terms so bloody, and so 
dear, 71 

Hast made thine enemies 1 

A^d. Orsino, noble sir. 

Be pleas’d that I shake off these names you 
give me : 

Antonio ftever yet was thief, or pirate, 
Though, I confess, on base and ground 
enough, 

Orsino’s enemy. A witchcraft drew me 
hither : 

That most iligrateful boy there, by your side. 
From the nide sea’s enrag’d and foamy 
mouth 



Act V. 


TWELFTH-NIGHT : OR, WHAT YOU WILL. 


SCENK I. 


Did I redeem ; a wrack past hope lie was : 
His life I gave him, and diil thereto add bo 
M y love, without retention, or restraint. 

All his in dedication ; for his sake 
Did I expose myself, pure for his love, 

Into the danger of tliis adverse town ; 

Drew to defend him, when lie was lieset : 
Where being apprehended, his false cunning 
(Not meaning to partsike with me in daiigei*) 
Taught him to face me o’ t of his acquain- 
tance. 

And grew a twiuity-years-removed thing. 
While one would wink, denied me mine own 
])urse, 00 

Which I had recommended to his use 
Not half an hour before. 

Vio. How can this be 1 

Dnk(\ When came he to this town ? 

Ant. To-day, my lord ; and for three montlis 
before 

(No interim, not a minute’s vacancy), 

Both day and night did we keep company. 

Enter Omvia o/nd Attendants. 

Duke. Hero comes the countess : now 
heaven walks oiucarth ! — 

But for thee, fellow ; fellow, thy words are 
madness : 

Thi'ee months this youth hath tended upon 
me ; 

But more of that anon. — Take him aside, loo 

Oli. What would my lord, but that he may 
not have. 

Wherein Olivia may seem serviceable ? — 
Ce.sario, you <lo not keeii promise with me. 

Vio. Madam? 

Duke. Gracious Olivia, — 

Oli. What do you say, Cesario 1 — Good 
my lord, — 

Vio. My lord would speak, my duty hushes 
me. 

Oli. If it be aught to the old tune, ray loixl. 
It is as fat and fulsome to mine ear. 

As howling after music. 

Duke. Still so cruel ? no 

Oli. Still so constant, lord. 

Duke. What, to |3erverseness ? you uncivil 
lady. 

To whose ingrate and inauspicious altars 
My soul the faithfull’st offerings hath breath’d 
out, * 

That e’er devotion tender’d ! What shall I 
do ? 

Oli. EA'en what it please my lord, that 
shall become him. 

Duke. Why should I not, had I the heart 
to do it, 

lake to the Egyjjtian thief at point of death, 


Kill what I love ? a .savage jealousy, 

That sometimes savours nobly. — But hear me 
this : iw 

Since you to non-regardance cast my faith, 
And that I partly know the instrument 
That screws mo from my true place in your 
favour, 

Live you, the marble-breasted tyrant, still ; 
But this your minion, whom, I know, you 
love. 

And whom, by Heaven I swear, I tender 
dearly, 

Him will I tear out of that cruel eye, 

Where he sits crowned in his master’s spite. — 
Come, boy, with me : my thoughts are rii>e 
in mischief : 

I ’ll sacrifice the lamb that I do love, lao 
To .spite a raveii’s heart within a <lo\'e. 

Vio, And I, most jocund, apt, and willingly. 
To do you rest, a thousand tleaths would die. 
OH. Where goes Cesario ? 

Vio. ^ After him I love, 

More than I love these eyes, more than my 
life, 

More, by all mores, than e’er I shall love 
wife. 

If I do feign, you witnesses above, 

Puni.sh my life for tainting of mV love ' 

Oli. Ah me ! detested ! how am I beguil’d ! 
Vio. Wlio <ioes beguile you ? who does do 
you wrong ? 

Oli. Hast thou forgot thyself ? Is it so 
long ? m 

Call fortli. the holy father ! 

[Esnt an Attendant. 

Duke. \To ViOL.\.] Come away. 

Oli. Whither, my loixl ? — Cesario, husband, 
stay. 

Duke. Husband ? 

Oli. Ay, husband : can he that deny ? 
Duke. Her husband, sirrah ? 

Vio. No, my lord, not I. 

Oli. Alas ! it is the baseness of thy fear, 
That makes thee strangle thy propriety. 

Fear not, Cesario, take thy fortiines up ; 

Be that thou know’st thou art, and then thou 
art 

As groat as that thou fear’st. 

Re-enter Attendant with tlw. Priest. 

O, welcome, father! isn 
Father, I charge thee, by thy reverence, 

Here to tmfold (though lately we intended 
To keep in darkness, what occasion now 
Reveals before ’t is ripe) what thou do.st know 
Hath newly pass’d between this youth and 
me. 

Priest. A contract of eternal bond of love, 
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Confirm’d by mutual joinder of your ljand.s. 
Attested by tb<i lioly close of Ups, 
Strengthen’d by interchangement of your 
rings ; 

And all the ceremony of this coin|«ict i« 
Seal’d in my function, by my testimony : 
Since wlien, rny watch hath told me, toward 
iny grave 

I have travelled but two hours. 

O thou dissembling cub ! what wilt 
thou be, 

When time liath 80w’<l a grizzle on' thy case? 
Or will not else thy craft .so (quickly grow, 
That thine own trip sliall be thine overthrow ? 
Farewell, and take her ; but direct thy feet. 
Where thou and I henceforth may never 
meet. 

Vio. My lord, I do protest, — 

Oil. O ! do not swear ! iro 

Hold little faith, thougli thou luist too much 
fear. 

Ente.T Sir Andrew Agu^s-cheek. 

Sir Ami. For the love of Clod, a surgeon ! 
send one presently to Sir Toby. 

Oil. What ’.s the matfJu' 1 
Sir Ami. He has broke my head across, 
and has giveti Sir ToV»y a bloody coxcomb 
too. For the love of Clod, your help ! I had 
rather than forty pound 1 were at home. 

OH. Who has done this, Sir Andrew 1 
Sir Ami. The count’s gentleman, one Ce- 
sario : we took him for a coward, but he ’s the 
very devil incardinatc. i 82 

Duke.. My gentleman, (>esario ? 

Sir Anti. Od’s lifelings ! here he is. — You 
broke my head for nothing ! and that that I 
did, I wjis set on to do ’t by Sir Toby. 

Vlo. Why do you speak to me ? I never 
hurt you ; 

Yoti drew your swonl upon me, without 
cause ; 

But I bespake you fair, and hint you not. 

Sir A ml. If a bloody coxcomb be a hurt, 
you have hurt me : 1 think you set nothing 
by a bloody coxcomb. 

Enter Sir Toby Belch mid Cloum . | 

Here comes Sir Toby lialting ; you sliall hear 
more ; lait if he had not l>een in dilnk, he 
would have tickled you othergates than he 

did. 

DuJee. How now, gentleman ? how is ’t 
with you 1 

Sir To. That ’s all one : he has hurt me, 
and there ’s the en<l on ’t. — Sot, didst see Dick 
surgeon, sotl 

Ch. O I he 's drunk. Sir Toby.v an hour 


agone : his eyes were set at eight i’ the 
morning. 

Sir To. Then he 's a rogue, and a passy^ 
measuios pavin. I hate a drunken rogue, au 
OH. ‘Away with him ! Who hath made^, 
this havoc with them ? 

Sir Ami. I’ll help you. Sir Toby, because 
wo ’ll be dressed together. 

Sir To. Will you help ? — an a.s.s-head and 
a coxcomb, and a knave, a thin- faced knave, 
a gull 

OH. Get him to bed ! and let his hurt be 
look’d to. 

[Exeunt Clown, Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew. 
Enter Sebastian. 

Seh. I am sony, madam, I have hurt your 
kinsman ; 

But had it been the brother of my blood, 210 
I mu.st have done no les.s, with wit and 
safety. 

You throw a .strange regard u|K)n me, and by 
that 

I do perceive it hath ofiended you ; 

Pardon me, sweet one, even for the vows • 

We made each other but .so late ago. 

Duke. One face, one voice, one habit, and 
two jHJi'son.s ; 

A natural f»erspective, that is, and is not ! 

Seh. Antonio '1 O my dear Antonio! 

How have the hours rack'd and tortur’d 

i. 

me. 

Since I have lost thee ! 3x 

Ant. Sebastian are you ? 
tSeh. Fear’st thou that, Antonio ! 

Ant. How have you made lli^•ision of your- 
self 1 — 

An apple cleft in two is not more twin 
Than these two creatures. Which is Sebas- 
tian 1 

OH. Most wondeidul I , 

Seh. Do I stand therel I never had a 
brother ; 

Nor can thei’e be that deity in my nature. 

Of here and everywhere. I had a sister. 
Whom the blind waves and surges have de- 
vour’d. — 

[To Viola.] Of charity, what kin are you to 
me 1 *« 

What coxintryman ? what name % what pa^ 
rentage ? 

Vio. Of Me8.saline : Sebastian was my 
father ; 

Such a Sebastian was my brotlier too, 

So went he suited to his watery tomb. 

If spirits can (issume both form and suit, 

You come to fright us. 

Seh. A spirit I am indeed ; 
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But am m that dimension gi’ossly clad, 

Which from the womb I did participata 
Were you a wouian, a« iJie rest g6es even, 

I should my tears let fall upon your cheek, 240 
And say — Thrice welcome, drowned Yi^la ! 
Vto. My father had a mole upon his 
brow, — 

Seb. And so had mine. 

Fi’o. And died that <lay, when Viola from 
’ her biith 

Had numberM thirteen, years. ■ 

jS^eb. O ! that record is lively in my souL 
He finished, indeed, his mortal act 
That day that made my sister thirteen years. 
Fio. If nothi)ig lets to make us happy 
lM)th, , 

But this my masculine usurp’d attire> ssu 
Do not embrace me, till each circumstance 
Of place, tiine, forttme, <lo cohere, and jump. 
That I am Viola : which to confirm, 

I '11 bring you to a cajitain in this town. 
Where lie my maiden weeds : by whose 
gentle helji 

I wa.s preserv’d, to serve this noble count. 

All the occurrence of my foi-tuae since 
Hath been between this lady ami this lord. 

[To Olivia.] So comes it, lady, you 
have Wen mistook ; 

But nature to her Viias drew in that. sao 

You would have been couti’actod to a maid, 
Nor are you therein, by my life, deceiv’d. 

You are betroth’d both to a maid and man. 
Duke. Be not amaz’d ; right noble is his 
bloo<l. — 

If this l>e so, us yet the glass seems true, 

I shall have share in this most happy wrack. 
[Z’o Viola.] Boy, thou hast said to me a 
thousand times. 

Thou never shouldst love woman like to me. 
Fto. And all those sayings will I ovei^l 
swear, 

Ajid all thos(j sweai'ings keep as true in soul. 
As doth that orbed continent, the fire 270 
That severs day from night. 

Duke. Give me thy hand ; 

And let me see thee in thy woman’s weeds. 
Vio. The captain, that did bring me first 
on shore, 

Hath my maid's garments ; he, uimn some 
action. 

Is now in dumnce at Malvolio’s sui^ 

A gentleman, and follower of my lady's. 
on. He shall enlarge him. — Fetch Mal- 
volio hither. — 

And yet, alas, now I remember me. 

They say, poor gentleman, ho ’s much distract. 
A most extracting frenzy of mine own 2»i 
Frpm my remembrance clearly banish’d his. — 


Re-enter Clown, with a letter, and Fabian. 
How does he, sirrah 1 

Clo. Truly, madam, he holds Belzebub at 
the stave’s erul, as well as a man in his case 
may do. He has heix! writ a letter to you : 
I should have given it you to-day morning ; 
but as a madman’s episth's are no gospels, 
so it skills not much when they are de- 
livered. 

OIL Open it, and read it. aw 

Clo. Look then to be well edified, when the 
fool delivers the madman. — [Reade.^ “ By 
the Lord, madam,” — 

OIL How now ! art thou mad 1 
Clo. No, ma*lam, I do but read tnad- 
ne 8 .s ; an your ladyship will have it as it 
ought to be, you must allow m«. 

on. Pr’ythoe, rearl i’ thy right wits. 

Clo. So I do, madonna ; but to rea<l his 
right wits, is to read thus ; therefore iierjwnd. 
my princess, and give ear. •*«» 

on. [I'o Fabian.] Read it ytui, sirrah. 

Fo,h. [Reculs.\ “ By the IjOid, madam, you 
wrong me, and the world shall know it : 
though you have put rfie into darkness, and 
given youV drunken cousin rule over me, yet 
have I the benefit of my senses as well as 
your ladyship. I have your own letter that 
induced me to the semblance I put on ; ■with 
the which I doubt not but to <lo myself much 
light, or you much shame, ’riiink of me as 
you please. I leave my duty a little 
unthought of, and si)eak out of my injury. 812 
I'he madlj'^-used IVIalvolio.” 
OU. Did he write this i 
Cl-o. Ay, madam. 

Duke. Tins savoui's not much of dis- 
traction. 

on. See him deliver'd, Fabian : bring him 
hither. [Exit Fabian. 

My lord, so please you, these things further 
thought on. 

To think me as well a sister as a wife. 

One day shall crouni the alliance on ’t, so 
please you, 

Here at my house, and at my proper cost, mi 
Duke. Madam, I am most apt to embmee 
your oftet. — 

[To Viola.] Your master quits you; and, for 
your service done him. 

So much against the mettle of your sex. 

So far beneath your soft and tender breeding, 
And since you call’d me maater for so long. 
Here is my hand : you shall from this time 
be 

Your master’s mistress. 

OIL A sister ! — you are she. 
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Re-enter Fabian, xjoitU Malvolio. 

Duke. Is tliis the madman ? 

Oli. Ay, my lord, this same. 

How now, Malvolio ? 

Mai. Madam, you have done me wrong, 
Notorious wrong. 

Oli. Have I, Malvolio? no, ssi 

Mai. Lady, you have. Pray you, peruse 
that letter. * 

You must not now deny it is your hand : 
Write from it, if you can, in hand, or phrase ; 
Or say, ’t is not your seal, nor your inven- 
tion : * 

You can say none of this?. WTell, grant it 
then, 

And tell me, in the mo<lesty of honour. 

Why you have given me such clear lights of 
favour, 

Bade me come smiling and cross-garter’d to 
you. 

To put on yellow stockings, and to frown njo 
Upon Sir Toby, and the ligltter j>eople 1 
And, acting this in an obedient hope. 

Why have you sulfer’d me to be imprison’d, 
Kept in a dark hou.se, visited by the priest, 
And made the most notorious geek and gull 
That e’er invention play’d on ? tell me why. 

Oli. Alas ! Malvolio, this is not iny 
writing. 

Though, I confess, much like the character ; 
But, out of question, ’t is Maria’s hand : 

And now I do bethink me, it was she .sso 
First told me thou wast mad ; then cam’st in 
smiling. 

And in such fonns which here were presup- 
pos’d 

Upon thee in the letter. Pr’yfchce, be con- 
tent : 

This practice hath most shrewdly pass’d ujwn 
thee ; 

But when we know the grounds and authors 1 
of it. 

Thou shalt be both the plain tiflF and the judge 
Of thine own cause. 

Fab. Good madam, hear me spe^ak ; 

And let no quarrel, nor no brawl to come. 
Taint the condition of this present hour, 

Wliich I have wonder’d at. In hoj)e it shall 
not, 380 

Most freely I confess, myself, and Toby, 

Set this device against Malvolio here, 

Upon some stub^m and uncourteous parts 
We had conceiv’d against him. Maria writ 
The letter at Sir Toby’s great im}X)rtance : 

In recompense whereof, he hath married her. 


How with a sportful malice it was follow’d. 
May rather pluck on laughter than levenge. 
If that the injuries be justly weigh’d. 

That have on both sides pass’d, s» 

Oli. Alas, poor fool, how have they baffled 
thee ! 

. Clo. Why, “ some are born great, some 
achieve greatness, and some have gmitness 
thinwn upon them.” I was one, sir, in this 
interlude ; one Sir Topas, sir ; but that’s all 
one. — “By tlm Lord, fool, 1 am not mad.” — 
But do you remember? “ Madam, why laugh 
you at such a bairen rsiscal ? an you smile not, 
he ’s gagg’d : ” and thus the whirligig of time 
brings in his revenges. 

Mai. I ’ll be reveng’d on the whole pack of 
you. \^Exit. 

OIL He hath been most notoriously abus’d. 
Duke. Pursue him, and entreat him to a 
peace. 

He hath not told us of the captain yet : 

When that is known and goklen time con- 
vents, 

A solemn combination shall be made 
Of our <leiir souls. — Mt'antime, swfset sifter. 
We will not part from hence. — Ce.sario, come; 
For so you shall be, while you are a man ; 
But when in other habits you are seen, 
Orsino’s mistress, an<l his fancy’s queen. sw 
\^Exennt al\ except Clown. 

Clown sinye. 

When that I teas and a little tiny boy. 

With hey, ho, the imud and the rain ; 

A foolish thiwj icas but a toy. 

For tlce rain it raineth every day. 

But when I came to 'man’s estatCf 

With hey, ho, the loind atul the rain, 
'Gainst ktuives and thieves men shut their 
yate. 

For the rain it raineth every day. 

But when I came, ala.'f ! to wive. 

With hey, ho, the vnnd and the rain. 

By swaygeriwj could I never thrive. 

For the rain it raineth every day. 

But token / came unto my betls, 

With hey, ho, the wind and the rain. 

With toss-pots still Imd drunken heads. 

For the rain it raineth every day. 

A great while ago the world begun, 

With Ivey, ho, the wind and the rain, 

But that 's all one. our play is done. 

And we ’ll strive to please you every day. 

\Exit. 
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AS YOU LIKE IT. 


DRAMATIS PERSONS. 


Duke, living in exile, 

•Fb^derick, his Brother, Usurper of his 
dominions. 

Amiens, | Lords attending upon the exiled 
Jaques, I Duke. 

Le Beau, a Courtier. 

Charles, a Wrestler. 

Oliver, I 

Jaques, \ Sons of Sir Rowland de Bois. 
Orlando, j 

Dennis | to Oliver. 

Touchstone, a Clown. 


Sir Oliver Mar-text, a Vicar. 

aLvms, } 

WiajLIam, a Country Fellow, in love with 
Audrey. 

Hymen. 

Rosalind, Dawjhter to the exiled Duke. 
Celia, DaugJder to Frederick. 

Phebe, a Shepherdess. 

Audrey, a Country Wench. 


Lords, Pages, Foresters, and Attendants. 

The SCENE lies, first, near Oliver’s House; afterwards, in the Usurper’s €0111^, and 
* in the Forest of Arden. 


ACT I. 


Scene I. — An Orchard, near Oliver’s 
House. 

Enter Orlando and Adam. 

Orl. As I remember, Adam, it was upon 
this fashion bequeathed me by will but poor 
a thousand crowns ; and, ns thou say’st, 
charged my brother on his blessing to breed 
me well ; and there begins my sadnesa My 
brother Jaques ho keeps at school, and report 
speaks goldenly of his profit : for my pai^ 
he keeps me rustically at home, or, to sjieOTr 
moi*e properly, stays me here at home unkept; 
for call you that keepmg for a gentleman of 
my birth, that differs not from the stalling of an 
ox ? His horses are bred better ; for, besides 
that they are fair with their feeding, they are 
taught their manage, and to that end riders 
dearly hired : but 1, his brother, gain nothing 
under him but gl’owth, for tho which his 
animals on his dunghills are as much bound 
to him as I. Besides this nothing that he 
so plentifully gives me, the something that 
Nature gave me, his countenance seems to 
take from md : he lets me feed with his hinds, 
bars me the place of a brother, and, as much 
as in him lies, mines my gentility with my 
education. This is it, Adam, that giieves 
me ; and the spirit of my father, which I 
think is within me, begins to mutiny against 


j this servitude. I will no longer endure it, 
though yet I know no wise remedy how to 
avoid it. 

Adam. Yonder comes my master, your 
brother. 

Orl. Go apart, Adam, and thou slialt hear 
how he will shake me up. a> 

Enter Oliver. 

Oli. Now, sir ! what make you here ? 

Orl. Nothing : I am not taught to make 
anything. 

OH. What mar you then, sir 1 

Orl. Marry, sir, I am helping you to mar 
that which Gotl made, a poor unworthy 
brother of yours, with idleness. 

Oli. Marry, sir, be better employed, and be 
naught awhile. 

Orl. Shall I keep your hogs, and eat husks 
with them ? What prodigal portion have I 
spent, that I should come to such jienury ? « 

Oli. Know you where you are, sir ? 

Orl. 0 ! sir, very well : here, in your 
orchard. 

Oli. Know you before whom, sir 1 

Orl. Ay, better than him I am before 
knows me. I know, you are my eldest 
brother ; and, in the gentle condition of blood, 
you should so know me. The courtesy of 
nations allows you my better, in that you are 



Scene L 


, •AcmL AS YOU 

* Wie Srst-bom ; but the same tradition takes 
... not away my blood, were there twenty 
. ' brothers betwixt us. I have as much of my 
..father in me, as you ; albeit, I confess, your 
coming before me is nearer to his reverence. 
0/i. What, boy ! 

^ . Orl. Come, come, elder brother, you are too 
young in this. 

0/t. Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain 1 
Orl. I am no villain : I am the youngest son 
of Sir Rowland de Bois ; he was my father, 
and he is thrice a villain, that says, such 
a father begot villains. Wert thou not my 
brother, I would not take this hand from* thy 
throat, till this other had pulled out thy 
tonsnie for sayini; so : thou hast railed on 
thyself. '■ 83 

Adam. [Co7ning Jortcard.^ Sweet mastera, 
be patient : for your father’s remembrance, 
be at accord. 

OH. Let me go, I say. 

Orl. 1 will not, till I please : you shall 
hear me. JSIy father chargdS you in his will 
to give me good education ; you have trained 
mo like a peasant, obscuring and hiding from 
me all gentleman-like qualities: the spirit of 
^ my father grows strong in me, and I will no 
longer endure it ; therefore, allow me such 
exercises as may become a gentleman, or give 
mo the poor allottery my father left me by 
testament : with that I will go buy my for- 
tunes. 

OH. And what wilt thou dol beg, when 
that is spent f Well, sir, get you in : I 
will not long be tro\ibled with you; you shall 
have some part of your will. I pmy you, 
leave me. 

Orl. I will no further offend you, than be- 
comes me for my good. 

OH. Get you with him, you old dog. 

Adam. Is old dog my reward? Most true, 

I have lost my teeth in your .service. — God be 
with my old master ! he would not have 
spoke such a woi*d. 

[Exeunt Orlando and Adam. 
OH. Is it even so ? begin you to grow upon 
me? 1 will physic your rankness, and yet give 
no thousand crowns neither. Holla, Dennis ! 

E^Urr Dennis. 

Den. Calls your worship 1 
Oli. Was not Charles, the duke’s wrestler, 
here to speak with me 1 n 

Dm. So please you, he is here at the door, 
and importunes access to you. 

Oli. Call him in. [E.rAt Dennis.] — ’T will 
be a good way ; and to-morrow the wrestling 
is. 


LIKE IT. 

EnJter Charles. 

CEa. Good moirew to your worship. 

Oli. Good Monsieur Charles, what ’s the 
new hews at the new court ? , ss 

Clija. There ’s no news at the court, sir, but 
the old news : that is, the old duke is banished 
by liis younger brother the new duke, and 
three or four loving lords have put themselves , 
into voluntary exile with him, whose lauds 
and revenues enrich the new duke; therefore, 
he gives them good leave to wander. « 

Oli. Can you tell, if Rosalind, the duke’s 
daughter, l)e banished with Ifer father? 

Clm. O I no ; for the thike’s daughter, her 
cousin, so loves lier, — being ever from their 
cradles bred together, — that she would have 
followed her exile, or have died to stay be- 
hind her. She is at the court, and no less 
beloved of her uncle than his own daughter ; 
and never two ladie.s loved as they do. I» 
Oli. Where will the old duke live ? 

Civx. Tliey .say, he is already in the forest 
of Arden, and a many nieny men with him ; 
and there tluny live like the old Robin Hood 
of .England. They say, many young gentle- 
men hock to him every day, and fleet the 
time carelessly, as they’ did in the golden 
world. 

Oli. What, — you wrestle to-morrow before 
I the now duke ? 

I Cha. Marry, do I, sir ; and I came to acquaint 
i you with a matter. 1 am given, sir, secretly 
to understand, that your younger brother, 
Orlando, hath a disposition to come in dis- 
; guised against me to try a fall. To-morrow, 
sir. I wre.stle for my creclit, and he that escapes 
me without some broken limb shlill acquit him 
j^ell. Your brother is but young, and tender; 
PRid, for your love, I would be loath to foil him, 
as I must for my own honour if he come in : 
therefore, out of my love to you, I came hither 
to acquaint you withal, that cither you might 
stay him from his intendment, or brook such 
disgrace well as he shall run into, in that it is 
a thing of his own search, and altogether 
agaiiLst my will im 

Oli. Charles, I thank thee for thy love of 
r me, which, thou shalt find, I will most kindly 
' requite. I had myself notice of my bix)ther’s 
purpose herein, and have by underhand means 
lalmured to dissuade liMfi from it ; but he is 
resolute. I ’ll tell thee, Chariies, it is the 
stnbbornest young fellow of France, full of 
ambition, an envious emulator of every man’s 
good parts, .a secret and villainous contriver 
against me his natural brother : therefore, use 
thy discretion. I had las lief thou didst break 




his neck as his finger ; and thou wert best when he dies, thou shalt be his hen* : for what ' 
look to 't ; fpr if thou dost him any slight he hath taken away from tliy father perforce, 
disgrace, or if he tlo not mightily grace himself I will render thee again in affection : by niiiie 
on thee, he will practise against thee by ])oison, lionour, I will; aial when I break that oath, 
entrap thee by some treacherous device, and let me turn monster. Thoi’efoi’e, my swfeet 
never leave thee till he hath ta’en thy life by Ro.se, my dear Rose, be* nun'ry. ** 

some indirect means or other ; for, I assure Jios. From henceforth I will, coz, and 
thee (and almost with tears I speak it), there devise s|K)rts. Let me see ; what think yon,. 
is not one so young and so villainous this day of felling in love i 

living. I .opeak but V)rot})cr]” of him ; but Cel. Many, I j^’j-thee, do, to make sport 

should I anatomise him to thee as he is, 1 must j withal : but love no man in gt) 0 (l earnest ; nor 
blush ^nd weep, and thou must look pule and* no further in sport neither, than with .safety of 
wonder. ' ’ jm a pure blush thou may’.st in honour come off’ 

Chn. I am lieartily glad I came hither to again, 
you. If he come to-morrow, I *11 give him his Roa. What shall be our sport then! 

payment : if ^ver ho go alone ;igain, I ’ll Cel, Let us sit, and mock the gootl house- 

never wrestle for j)rizc more ; and so, God wife, Fortune, from her wheel, that Iier gifts 
keep your woi’ship ! [Exit, may henceforth be bestowed e(i[ually. 32 

Oli. Farewell, good Charles. — Now will I Roa. I would, we could do no ; for her 
stir this gamester. I hope, I shall see an end j benefit.s are mightily mi-splaced, and the 
of him ; for iny soul, yet I know not why, | bountiful blind woman doth most nii.stake in 
hates nothing more than he: yet he’s gentle; j her gifts to women 

never schooled, an<l yet learned; full of noble Cel, ’Tis true, lor those that she makes 
device; of all sorts enchantingly bedoved, and, fair, she .scarce makes honest : and those that 
indeed,, so much in th<‘ heart of the worhl, ! she makes honest, she makes very ill- 
and especially of my own people, who best favoumlly. 

know him, that I am altogether misprised, Roa. Nay, now thou goest fi-om Fortune s 
But it shall not V>e so long; this wre,stler shall office to Nature’s : Fortune I’eigns in gifts of 
clear all ; nothing remain.s, but that I kindle the world, not in the lineaments of Nature. 
the Iwy thither, which now I ’ll go about. Cel. No ; when Nature liath made a fair 

[E.vit. ! creature, imay she not by Fortune fall into the 
j tire 1 — Though Nature hath given us wit to 
j Fortune, hath not Fortune sent in this 


Scene IJ. — A Ljiwn before the Duke’s 
P alace 

Etiter Rosalind a7ifl Celia. 


fool to cut off the argument 1 

Enter Toi.’ch.sto.ne. 

Ros. Indeed, there is Fortune too hard for 
Nature, when Fortune makes Nature’s natural 


Cel. I pray thee, Rosalind, sweet my coz, l^ie cutter-ofi’ of Nature’s wit. <« 

bo merry. PP Cel. Pemd venture, this is not Fortune’s 

Ros. Dear Celia, I show more luii’th than ' work neither, but Nature's ; who, perceiving 


I am mi.stress of, and wouhl you yet I were 
merrier 1 Unless you could teach me to 
foiget a banished fatlier, you must not learn 
me how to remember any extraordinary 
pleasure. 

Cd. Herein I see, thou lovest me not with 
the full weight that I love thee. If my uncle, 
thy banished father, had banished thy uncle, the 
duke, my father, so thou hadst been still with 
me, I could have taught my love to tat:e thy 
father for mine : so wouldst thou, if the truth 
of thy love to me were so righteously tem- 
pered, as mine is to thee. u 

Roa. Well, I will forget the condition of my 
estate, to rejoice in yours. ^ 

Cel. You know, my father hath no child 
but nor none is like to have ; and, truly. 


our natural wits too dull to reason of such 
goddesses, hath sent this natural for our whet- 
stone : for always the duluess of the fool is 
the whetstone of the wits. — How now, wit 1 
whither wander you '1 

Tottxh. Mistress, you must come away to 
your father. 

Cd. Were you made tlie n)e.ssenger? 

Touch. No, by mine honour ; but I was 
bid to come for you. 

Roa. Where learned you that oath, fool ? «» 

Teyuch. Of a certain knight, that swore by 
his honom* they were good pancake.^, and 
swore by his honour the mustard was naught: 
now, I '11 stand to it, the pancakes were 
naught, and the mustard was good, and yet w'iis 
not the knight forsworn. 



Act I. 


AS YOU LIKE IT. 


Scene TI. 


' C>tl^ How i)rove you tliat, in the gixjat heap 
of ypui* knowledge ? 

Kos. Ay, marry: now unmuzzle your wis- 
dom. 

Tovch. Stand yon both forth now : stroke 
your chins, and swear by your beards that I 
’am a knave. 

Cel. By our beards, if wo had tliem, thou 
art. 

Totich. By my knavery,* if I had it, then I 
wei*e ; but if you swear by that that is not, 
you are not forsworn : no mote was this 
knight, swearing by his honour, for he never 
had any ; or, if he liad, he had sworn it a’^ay 
before ever he saw those pancakes, or that 
mustard. 

Cel. Pi'’ythee, ’#ho is't that thou mean’sti 
Touch. One tliat old Frederick, your father, 
loves. 

Gel. My father’.s love is enough to honour 
him enough. Speak no more of him: you ’ll 
be whipped for taxation, one of these days, si 
Touch. The more pity, tlrilt fools may not 
speak wi.sely, what wise men do foolishly. 

Cel. By my troth, thou say’st true; for 
since the little wit* that fools have was 
silenced, the little, foolery that wise men have 
makes a great show. Here comes Monsieur 
Le Beau. 

Enter Le Beau. 

Ko8. With his mouth full of news. 

Cel. Whioli he will put on us, as i>igeons 
feed their young. 90 

Ros. Then shall we be news-ciumm’d. 

Gel. AH the better ; we shall be the more 
marketable. Bon jour, Momieur Le Beau : 
what ’s the news ? 

Le Beau. Fair princess, you have lost much 
good sixirt. 

Gel. Spoi-t ? of what colour ? 

Le Beau. What colour, madam? - How shall 
I answer you ? 

Ros. As wit and fortune will. 100 

Touch. Or as the Destinies decree. 

Cel. Well said : that was laid on with a 
trowel. 

Touch. Nay, if I keep not my rank, — 

Ros. Thou losest thy old smell. 

Le Beau. You amaze me, ladies : I would 
have told you of good wrestling, which you 
have lost the sight of, 

Ros. Yet tell us the manner of the wrest- 
ling. 

Le Beau. I will tell you the beginning ; 
and, if it please your ladyships, you may see 
the end, for the best is yet to do : and here, 
where you are, they are coming to perform it. 


Ctl. Well, the beginning, that is dead and 
bulled. n# 

Le Beau. There comes an old man, and his 
three sons, — 

Cel.'^ I could match this beginning with an 
ohl talc. ' 

Le Bean. Three proper young men, of excel- 
lent growth and pre.seiice — 

Ros. With bills on their necks, — “ Be it 
known unto all men by these pmsents,” — lao 

Le Beau. The eldest of the three wrestled 
with Charles, the duke’s wrestler ; wljich 
Charles in a moment threw him, and bi*oke 
three of his ribs, that there is little hope of 
life in him ; no he served the second, and so 
the third. Yonder they lie, the poor old man, 
their father, making such jiitiful dole over 
them, that all the beholders take his part with 
weeping. 

Ros. Alas ! 

Touch. But what is the sport, monsieur, 
that the ladies have lost ? ' m 

Le Beau. Why, this that I speak of. 

Totich. Thus men may grow wiser every 
day ! it is the first time that ever I he^rd 
breaking of ribs was s})ort for ladies. 

Cel. Or I, I promise thee. 

Ros. But is there any else longs to see this 
broken music in his sides ? is there yet 
another dotes upon rib-breaking 1 — Shall we 
see this wrestling, cousin ? 

Le Beau. You must, if you stay here ; for 
hei’e is the phice appointed for the wrestling, 
and they are ready to perform it. 

Cel. Yonder, sure, they are coming : let us 
now stay and see it. 

Flourish. Enter Duke Fbedebick, Lords, 
Orlando, Charles, and Attendants. 

Duke F. Come on : since the youth will 
not be entreated, his own peril on his for- 
waidnc&s. 

Ros. Is yonder the man ? 

Le Beau. Even he, madam. 

Gel. Alas I he is too young : yet he looks 
successfully. 

Duke F. How now, daughter, and cousin ! 
are you crept hither to see the wrestling ? isi 

Ros. Ay, my liege, so please you give us 
leave. 

Duke f. You will take little delight in it, 

I can tell you, there is such odds in the men. 
In pity of the challenger’s youth I would fain 
dissuade him, but he will not be entreated. 
Speak to him, ladies ; see if you can move 
him. . 

Cel, Call him hither, good Monsieur Le 
Beau. 
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Scene II. 


Act I. 


AS YOU LIKE IT. 


Ihhke F. Do so : I ’ll not be by. 

[Duke goes apart. 

Le Beau. Monsieur the challenger, the 
princesses call for you. 

« Orl. I attend them, with all respect and 
duty. 

Jtos. Young man, have you challenged 
Charles the wrestler 1 

Orl. No, fair princess ; ha is the general 
challenger : 1 come but in, ar others do, to try 
with him the strength of ray youth. 

Cel. Young- gentleman, your spirits are too 
bold for your years. You have seen cruel 
pi-oof of this man’s strength : if you saw yoiir- 
self with your eyes, or knew yourself with 
your judgment, the fear of your adventure 
would counsel you to a more equal enter j)ri8e. 
We pray you, for your own sake, to embrace 
your own safety, and give over this attempt. 

Itos. Do, young sir : your reputation shall 
not themfoi’e be mis[)rised. We will make it 
our suit to the duke, that the wrestling might 
not go forwaitl. m 

Orl. 1 beseech you, punish me not with 
your hard thoughts, wherein I confess me 
much guilty, to deny so fair and excellent 
ladies anything. But let your fair eyes and 
gentle wishes go with me to my trial : whei*e- 
in if I be foiled, there is but one shamed that 
was never gracious ; if killed, but one dead 
tlrat is willing to be so. I shall do my friends 
no wrong, for I have none to lament me ; 
the world no injury, for in it I have nothing; 
only in the world I fill up a place, which may 
be better supplied when I have made it empty. 

JSos. The little strength that I have, I 
would it were with you. iw 

Cel. And mine, to eke out hers. 

Bos. Fare you well. Pray Heaven, I 
deceived in you ! 

Cel. Your liesirt’s desires be with you. 

Cha. Come, where is this yoiuig gallant, 
that is so desirous to lie with his mother 
earth? 

Orl. Ready, sir ; but his will hath in it a 
more modest working. 

Duke F. You shall try but one fall. ' 

C7ta. No, I warrant your giuce, you shall 
not entreat him to a second, that Imve so 
mightily persuaded him from a first. so* 

Orl. You mean to mock me after ; you 
should not have mocked me before ; but come 
your ways. 

Roe. Now, Hercules be thy si)eed, young 
man 

Cel. I would I were invisible, to catch the 
strong fellow by the leg. 

[Charles mid Orlando vorestle. 


Ros. O excellent young man ! 

Cel. If I had a thunderbolt in mine eye, I 
can tell who should down. *io 

[Charles is thrown. Shout. 
Duke F. No move, no more. 

Orl. Yes, I beseech your grace t I am not 
yet well breathed. 

Duke F. How dost thou, Charles ? 

Le Bemi. He cannot speak, rny lord. 

Duke F. Bear him away. 

[Charles is borne out. 
What is thy name, young man ? 

Orl. Orlando, my liege ; the youngest son 
of Sir Rowland de Bois. 

Duke F. I would thou hadst been son to 
some man else. 

The world esteem’d thy fallher honourable, rm 
! But E did find him still mine enemy 
Thou shovddst have better pleas’d me with 
this deed, 

Hadst thou descended from another house. 
But fare thee well ; thou art a gallant youth. 
I would thou ha4i.st told me of another fathei’. 
[Exeunt Duke Frederick, Train., and 
i Le Beau. 

: Cel. Wore I my father, coz, would 1 do this ? 

Orl, I am more proud to bo Sir Rowland’s 

I son, 

His youngest son ; — and would not change 
I that calling, 

I To be adopted heir to Frederick. 

I Ros. My father lov’d fc’ir Rowland as liis 

! soul, *»> 

I And all the world was of my father’s mind. 

I Had J before known this young man his son, 

I I should have given him tears unto entreaties, 
El'S he should thus have ventur’<l. 

Cel. Centle cousin, 

Ijet us go thank him, and encouiuge him : 

My father’s rough and envious disposition 
Sticks me at heart. — Sir, you Jiave well 
deserv’d : 

If you do k(*ep your j)romises in love 
But justly, as you have exceeded all promise, 
Your misti’css shall be happy. 

Ros. Crentleman, no 

[Giving him a chmufrom her neck. 
Wear this for nie, one out of suits vith 
fortune. 

That could give more, but that her hand 
lacks means. — 

Shall w'e go, coz i 

Cel. Ay. — Fare you well, fair gentleman. 
Orl. Can I not say, I thank you ? My 
better parts 

Are all thrown down, and that which here 
stands up 

Is but a quintain, a mere lifeless block. 
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AS YOU LIKE IT. 


SoBKe 111. 


My pride fell with 


Boa. He calls tts back, 
my fortunes ; 

I*ti ask him whak he would. — Hid you call, 
sir? — 

Sir, you have wrestled well, and ovex*thrown 

More th^ your enemies. 

Cel. Will you go, coz 1 jm 

Boa, Have with you. — Fare you well. 

[Bxeunt IIosalind and Celia. 
Orl. What passion hangs these weights 
upon my tongue ? 

I cannot speak to her, yet she urg’d con- 
ference. . 

O poor Orlando ! thou art overthrown. 

Or Charles, or something weaker, masters 
thee. 

Be-eritev 


Le Beau. 
I do 


m 


Albeit you have 


Le Beau. Good sir, 
counsel you 

To leave this place, 

deserv’d , 

High commendation, true applause, and love. 
Yet such is now the duke’s condition, 

That he misconstr\ies all that you have 
done. MO 

The duke is humorous : what he is, indeed, 
More suits you to conceive, than I to speak 
ol 

Orl. I thank you, sir ;• and, pray you, tell 
mo this : 

. Which of the two was daughter of the duke. 
That here was at the wrestling 1 

Le Beau. Neither his daughter, if we 
judge by manners : 

But yet, indeed, the smaller is his daughter : 
The other is daughter to the banish’d duke. 
And here detain’d by her usuqiing uncle, 

To keep his daughter company ; whose loves 
Are dearer than the natural bond of sisters. 
But I can tell you, that of late this duke 
Hath ta’en displeasure ’gainst his gentle 
niece. 

Grounded upon no otlier argument, 

But that the people praise her for her virtues. 
And pity her for her good father’s sake; 

And, on my life, his malice 'gainst the lady 
Will suddenly break forth. — Sir, fare you 
well ; 

Hereafter, in a better world than this, 

I shall desire more love and knowledge of 
you. 

Orl. I rest much bounden to you : fare you 
well. 

Thus must I from the 
smother; 


Scene III. — A Boom in the Palace. 
Eniefr Celia <mi Bosalinb, 

Cfi Why, cousin, why, Bosalind 1 — Cupid' 
liave mercy ! — Not a word ? 

Boa. Not one to throw at a dog. 

Cdi No, thy words are too precious to be 
cast away upon curs, throw some of them at 
me : come, lame me with reasons. ft ' 

Boa. Then there were two cousins laid up, 
when the one should be lamed with reasons,, 
and the other mad without ahy. 

' CeL But is all this for y^ur father ? lo 
Boa. No, some of it is for my child’s 
father : O, how full of briars is this working- 
day world ! 

Cel. They are but burs, cousin, thrown 
u{K>n thee in holiday foolery : if wo walk not 
friendship in the trodden path.s, our very petticoats will 
catch thenu 

Roa. I could shake them oiF my coat: these 
burs are in my heart. 

Cel. Hem them away. 

Boa. I would try, if I could cry hem, and 
have him. 

Cel. Come, come ; wrestle with thy affec- 
tions. » 

Roa. O ! they take the part of a better 
wrestler than myself. 

Cel. O, a good wish upon you t you will 
try in time, in despite of a fall. — But, turning 
these jests out of service, let us talk in good 
earnest. Is it {xossible, on such a sudden, you 
should fall into so strong a liking with old 
Sir Kowland’s youngest son ? 

Roa. The duke my father lov’d his father 
deai’ly. 

Cel. Doth it therefore ensue, that you 
ould love his son <learly 1 By this l<^d 
chase, I sliould hate him, for my father 
hated his father dearly ; yet I hate not Or- 
lando. 81 . 

Roa. No, ’faith, hate him not, for my sake. 
Cel. Why should I not ? doth he not de- 
serve well? 

Roa. Let me love him for that; and do 
you love liim, because I do. — Look, here comes 
the duke. 

Cel. With his eyes full of anger. 


W 


*71 


EnMir Duke Fredbbick, •mik Lorda. 


From tyrant duke \mto a tyrant brother. — 
But heavenly Bosalind ! \ExU. 


Duke F. Mistress, despatch you with your 
safest haste, 

\EaiM Lb Bj^u, And get you from our court, 
smoke into the Roa. Me, uncle? 

Duke F. ' You, cousin : 


Within the.se 
found 


ten days if that thou be’st 



Act I. 


AS YOU LIKE IT. 


Scene III. 


So our public court as twenty miles, 
Thou diest for it. 

JBos. I do beseech your grace, 

, Let me the knowledge of my fault bear wijh me. 

If with myself I hold intelligence, 

' Or have acquaintance with mine own desii'es. 
If that I do not dream, or be not frantic 
(As I do trust I am not), then, dear uncle, 

4 Never so much as in a thought unborn 
Did I offend your highness. 

^ Dvke F, Thus do all traitors . 

If their purgation did consist in words, » 
They are as innocent as grace itself. 

Let it stiffice thee, that I trust thee not. 

Yet your mistrust cannot make me a 
tmitoi'. 

Tell me, whereon the likelihood depends. 

Dvke F. Thou art thy father’s daughter ; 
there ’s enough. 

Fo8- So Avas I when your highness took his 
dtikedom ; 

So was I when your highness banish’d him. 
Treason is not inherited, niy lord ; 

• Or, if we did derive it from our friends, 

What ’s that to me ? my father was no 
traitor. flu 

Then, goodniy liege, mistake mo not so much. 
To think nay poverty is tieacherous. 

Cel. Dear sovereign, hear me sjaeak. 

Duke F. Ay, Celia ; we stay’d her for 
your sake ; 

Else hiui she with her father rang’d along. 

Cd. I did aiot then entreat to have her 
stay : 

It was your pleasure, and your own remorse. 

I was too young that time to value her ; 

But now 1 kjiow her : if .she be a traitor, 
Why, so am 1 ; we still have slept together, 
Bose at an instant, leam’d, play’d, eat td|| 
gether ; . * 

And wheresoe’er we went, like J uno’s swans, 
Still we went coupled, and inseparable. 

Dvike F. She is too subtle for thee ; and 
her smoothness. 

Her very silence, and her patience, 

Speak to the people, and tlxey pity her. 

Thou art a fool : she robs thee of thy name ; 
And thou wilt show more bright, and seem 
more virtuous. 

When she is gone. Then, open not thy lips : 
Firm and irrevocable is my doom • «> 

Which I have passed upon her. She is 
banish’d. 

Cd. Pronounce that sentence then on me, 
my liege : 

I oannot live out of her company? 

Xhjike F. You are a. fool. — ^You, niece, pro- 
vide yourself : 


If you outstay the time, upon mine honour, 
And in the greatness of my word, you die. 

[ExeitiU Duke F^DEBICK und Lords. 
Cel. 0 my poor Bosalind ! whither wilt 
thou go ? 

Wilt thou change fathers ? I will give thee 
mine. 

I charge thee, be not thou more griev’d than 
I am. 

Fos. I have more cause. 

Cel. ^ Thou hast not, cousin. s# 
Pr’ythee, be cheerful : know’.st thou not, the 
duke 

Hath banish’d me, his daughter 1 

Foe, That he liath not. 

Cel. No 1 hath not ? Bosalind lacks then 
the love 

Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one. 
ShuUl we be sunder’d 1 shall we part, sweet 
girl ? 

No : let my father seek another hem. 
Therefore, devise with me how we may fly. 
Whither to go, ahd what to liear with us : 
And do not seek to take your change ujwn 
yon, 

To bear your griefs yourself, and leave me 

]<J0 

For, by this hetiven, now at our soitows pale, 
Say what thou canst, I ’ll go along with thee. 
Fos. Why, whither shall we go ? 

Cel. To seek my uncle in the forest of 
Arden. 

Fos. Alas, Avhat danger will it be to us. 
Maids as we are, to travel forth so far ! 
Beauty provoketh thieves sooner than gold. 
Cel I ’ll put myself in poor and mean 
attire, 

And with a kind of umber smii'ch my face. 
The like do you : so shall we pass along, i 
And never stir assailants. 

Fos. Were it not better, 

Because that I am more than common tall, 
Thait I did suit me all points like a man ? 

A gallant curtle-axe upon my thigh, 

A boar-spear in my hand ; and, in my heart 
lie there what hidden Avomau’s fear tiiere 
will, 

We ’ll have a swashing and a martial outside ; 
As many other mannish cowards have, 

Tliat do outface it with their semblances. 

Cel. What shall I call thee, when thou art 
a mmi ? 

Fos. I ’ll have no worse a name tlian Jove’s 
own page, 

And therefore look you call me Ganymede. 
But what Avill you be call’d? 

Cel Something that hath a reference to 
my state : 



Act IL 
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SCSNE I. 


No longer Celw, but Aliena, 

Ron. But, cousin, wliut if we essay’d to 
steal 

The clownish fool out of your father’s court 1 
Would lie not be a comfort to our tmvel ? 

Cel. He ’ll go along o’er the wide world 
with me ; 


Leave me alone to woo him. Let ’s away, w 
And get our jewels and our wealth together, 
Devise the fittest time, and safest way 
To hi^e us from pursuit that will be made 
After my flight. Now go we in content * 
To libeity, and not to banishment. 

[JSsceunt. 


ACT 

Scene I. — The Forest of Arden. 

Enter Duke Senior, Amiens, nn^l othet 
horde, like foresters. 

Duke S. Now, my co-mates, and brothel's 
in exile, 

Hath not old custom made this life more 
sweet 

Than that of painted jiomp 1 Are not these 
woods 

More free from jieril than the envious court 1 
Here feel we but the penaltj' of Adam, 

The seasons’ diftcrence ; as the icy fang, 

And churlish oliiding of the winter’s wind. 
Which when it bites, and blows upon my 
body. 

Even till I shrink with cold, I smile, and 
say, 

This is no flattery : these are counsellors lo 
That feelingly persuade me what 1 am. 

Sweet are the u.ses of adversity, 

Which, like the toad, ugly and venomous. 
Wears yet a precious jewel in his head; 

And this our life, exempt from public haunt. 
Finds tongues in trees, books in the running 
brook.s, 

Sermons in stones, and good in everything. 
Ami. I would not change it. Happy is 
your grace, 

Tliat ctxn translate the stubbornness of for- 
tune 

Into so quiet and so sweet a style. so 

Dxike S, Come, shall we go and kill us 
venison 1 

And yet it irks me, the poor dappled fools, 
Being native burghers of this desert city, 
Should, in their own confines, with forked 
heads. 

Have theii' round haunches gor’d. 

1 Lord. Indeed, my loi’d, 

The melancholy Jaques grieves at that ; 

And, in that kind, swears you do more 
usurj: 

Than doUi your brother tliat hath banish’d you. 
To-day my Lord of Amiens and myself 
Did steal behind him, as he lay along so 
Under an oak, whose antique root peeps out | 


II. 

Upon the brook that brawls along this wood ; 
To the which place a jx>or sequester’d stag. 
That fi-ora the hunter’s aim had ta’en a 
hurt, 

Did come to languish : and, indeed, my lord, 
I The wretched animal heav’d forth such groans. 
That their discharge did stretch his ’eatheri 
coat 

Almost to burating ; and the big round tears 
Cours’d one another down his innocqnt nose 
In piteous chase ; and thus the hairy fool, 
Much marked of the melancholy Jaques, 
Stooil on the extremest verge of the swift 
brook, * 

Augmenting it with tears. 

Duke S. But what said Jaques 1 

Did he not moralise this sjiectacle ? 

1 Lord. O ! yes, into a thousand similes. 
First, for his weeping into the needless 
.stream ; 

“ Poor deer,” quoth he, “ thou mak’st a testa- 
ment 

As worldlings do, giving thy sum of more 
To that which had too much.” 'Tlien, being 
there alone. 

Left and abandon’d of his velvet, friends ; w 
“ ’T is right,” quoth he ; “ thus' misery doth 
part 

e flux of company.” Anon, a careless herd. 
Full of the pasture, jumps along by him, 

And never stays to greet him ; “ Ay,” quoth 
Jaques, 

“ Sweep on, you fat and greasy citizens ; 

’T is just the fashion : wherefore do you look 
Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there 1 ” 
Thus most invectively he pierceth through 
The body of the country, city, court, 

Yea, and of this our life ; swearing, that we 
Are mere usurpers, tyrants, and what’s 
w(Jrse, n 

To fright the animals, and to kill them up 
In their assign’d and native dwelling-place. 
Duke S. And did you leave him in this 
contemplation 1 

2 Lord. We did, my lord, weeping and 
commenting 
Upon the sobbiog deer.' 
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Scene III. 


Duke H. Show me the place. 

J love to cojje him in these sullen fits, 

For then he ’s full of matter. 

2 Lord. J ’ll bring you to him straight. 

^Exeurd, 

Scene II. — A Room in the Palace. 

« Ente^' Duke Frederick, ^jords, and 
Attendants. 

Duke F. Can it be jwssible that no man 
saw them 1 

It cannot be : some villains of my court 
Are of consent ami sufierance in this. 

1 Lord. I cannot hear of any that did see 

her. 

The ladies, her attemJants of her chamber, ' 
Saw her a-bed ; ami, in the morning early, 
They found the bed untreasur’d of their 
mistress. 

2 Lord. My lord, the roynish clown, at 

whom so oft 

Your gi*ace was wont to laugh, is also 
. missing. 

Hesperiii, the princes.s’ gentlewoman, lo 

Confesse.s, that she secretly o’ei’heanl 
Your daughter and her cousin much com- 
mend 

The parts and gmees of the wrestler. 

That did but lately foil the sinewy Charles 
And she believes, wherever they ai’e gone, 
That youth is surel}^ in their company. 

Duke F. (Send to his brother : fetch that 
gallant hither ; 

If he be absent, bring his brother to me, 

I’ll make him find him. Do this suddenly, 
And let not sC..irch and inquisition quail ao 
To bring again these foolish runaways. j 

\Eoi:»unt}^ 

Scene III. — Before Oliver’s House. 

Enter Orlando and Adam, meeting. 

Orl. Who ’s there 1 

Adam. What ! my young master ? — O my 
gentle master ! 

O my sweet master I O you memory 
Of old Sir Rowland ! why, what make you 
here 1 

Why are you virtuous 1 why do petiple love 
you? 

And wherefore are you gentle, strong, and 
valiant ? 

Why would you lie so fond to overcome 
The bony priser of the hiunorous duke 1 
Your praise is come too swiftly home before 
you. 


Know you not, master, to some kind of men 
Their graces serve them but as enemies 1 n 
No more do yours : your virtues, gentle 
master, 

Are sanctified and holy traitors to you. 

O, what a world is this, when wjiat Is comely 
Envenoms him that beans it ! 

Orl. Why, what ’s the matter t 
Adam. O unhappy youth I 

Come not within these dooi’s : within tliia 
roof 

The enemy of all your graces lives. 

Your brother — (no, no brother: yet the son — 
Yet not the son — I will not call him son 
Of him J was about to call his fathei’) — 

Hath heard your praises, and this iright ho 
means 

To burn the loilging where you use to lie. 

And you within it : if he fail of that, 

He will have other means to cut you off. 

1 overheard him, and his pmctices. 

This is no ])lace; this house is but a butcheiy : 
Abhor it, fear it, *<lo not enter it. 

Orl. VVhy, whither, Ailam, wouldst thou 
have me go 1 , * 

Adam. No matter whither, so you come, 
not here. an 

Orl. What ! wouldst thou have me go and 
beg my food, 

Or with a base and boisterous sword enforce 
A thievish living on the common I'oad 1 
This I must do, or know not what to do ; 

Yet this I w'ill not do, do how' I can. 

I rather will subject me to the malice 
Of a diverted blood, and bloody brother. 
Adam. But do not so. I have five hundred 
crowns, 

The thrifty hire I sav’d under your father, 
AVhich I did stora, to be my foster-mu’se, « 
NVhen service should in my old limbs lie lame, 
And uniogarded age in corners thrown. 

Take that; and He that doth the ravens feed. 
Yea, providently caters for the spiUTOw, 

Be comfort to my age ! Here is the gold : 

All this I give you. Let me bo your servant : 
Though I look old, yet I am strong and lusty; 
For in my youth 1 never did apjdy 
Hot and rebellious liquora in my blood ; 

Nor did not with unbashful forehead woo » 
The means of weakness and debility ; 
Therefore my ago is as a lusty winter, 

Frosty, but kindly. Let me go with you : 

I ’ll do the service of a younger man 
In all your business and necessities. 

Orl. O good old man 1 how well in thee 
appears 

The constant seiwice of the antique world, 
When service sweat for duty, not for meed 1 
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Thoti art not for the faBhion of these times, 
Where none will sweat but for promotion, » 
And having that, do choke their service up 
Even with the having : it is not so with thee. 
But, poor old man, thou prun’st a rotten tree, 
That cannot so much as a blossom yield, 

In lieu of all thy pains and husbandry. 

But come thy ways, we ’ll go along together. 
And ere we have tliy youthful wages spent. 
We '11 light iijwn some se'itled low content. 
Adam. Master, go on, and I will follow 
thee 

To the last gasp with truth and loyalty. 

Erom seventeen years, till now almost 'four- 
score, 

Here lived 1, but now live here no more. 

At seventeen years many theii* fortimes seek; 
But at foui'scoi'e it is too late a week ; 

Yet fortune cannot i*ecompense me better, 
Than to die well, and not my master’s debtor. 

\Eaxu'rd. 


Scene IV. — The Forest of Arden. 

< 

Enter Rosalind in boy’s clotJies, Celia 
dressed like, a shepherdess, and Touchstone. 

i?o«. O J upiter ! how weary are my spirits ! 

Touch. I care not for my spirits, if my legs 
were not weary. 

Ros. I couhl find in my heart to disgrjice 
my man’s apparel, and to ciy like a woman ; 
but I must comfort the weaker vessel, as 
doublet and hose ought to show itself cou- 
rageoxis to j>etticoat : therefore, courage, good 
Aliena ! « 

Cel. I pray you, bear with me : I can go 
no further. 

Touch. For my part, I had rather bear 
with you thiin bear you : yet I should bear 
no ci’oss, if I did bear you ; for I think you 
have no money in your purse. 

Ros. Well, this is the forest of Arden. 

Touch, Ay, now am I in Arden; the more 
fool I : when I was at home, I was in a better 
place ; but travellers must be content. 

Ros. Ay, be so, good Touchstone. — Look 
you ; who comes here 1 a young man, and an 
old, in solemn talk. 

Enter CoKiN <md SiLVius. 

Cor, That is tlie way to make her scorn 
you still. 

Sil. O Cozin, that thou knew’st how I do 
love her ! ao 

Cov. I partly guess, for I have lov’d ere 
now. 


Scene 117*/ 

Sil. No, Corin ; being old, thou canst not 
guess. 

Though in thy youth thou wast as true a 
lover 

As f^ver sigh’d upon a midnight pillow ; 

But if thy love were ever like to mine, ' 

As sure I think did never man love so, 

How many actions most ridiculous 
Hast thou been drawn to by thy fantasy ? 

CW. Into a thousand that I have forgotten. ' 

Sil. O ! thou didst then ne’er love so 
heartily. ,, 

If thou remember’st not the slightest folly 
That ever love did make thee run into, 

Thou hast not lov’d : 

Or if thou hast not sat, as I dq; now. 

Wearing thy hearer in thy mistress' praise. 
Thou hast not lov’d : 

Or if thou hast not broke from company, 
Abruptly, as my passion now makes me, 

Thou hast not lov’d. — O Phebe, Phebe, Phebe! 

[Exit. 

Ros. Alas, poor shephei’d ! soai-ching of thy 
wound, 1 have by hard adventure found mine 
own. . 41 

Touch. And I mine. I remember, when 
I was in love I broke my sword upon a stone, 
and bid him take that for coming a-night to 
Jane Smile ; and I remember the kissing of 
her batlet, and the cow’s dugs that her pretty 
chopped hands had milked ; and I remember 
the wooing of a jK*ascod instead of her, from 
whom I took two cod.s, anti, giving her them 
again, said with weeping teai-s, “ Wear these 
for my sake.” We, that are true lovers, run 
into strange Capers ; but a.s all is mortal in 
nature, so is all nature in love mortal in folly. 

Ros. Thou speakest -wiser than thou art 
'ware of. ki 

Toioch. Nay, I shall ne’er Ije ’ware of mine 
own wit, till I break my shins against it. 

Rvs. Jove, Jove! tliis shepherd’s passion 
Is much upon my fashion. 

Touch. And mine ; but it grows something 
stale with me. 

Cel. I pray you, one of you question yond 
man, eo 

If he for gold will give us any food : 

I faint almost to death. 

Touch. Holla, you clown ! 

Ros. f eace, fool : he ’s not thy kinsman. 

Cor. Who calls? 

Touch. Your bettei's, sir. 

Cor. Else are they very wretched. 

Ros. Peace, I say. — 

lood even .to you, friend. 

Cor. And to you, gentle sir ; and to you 
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Ro8, I pr’ 3 rthee, shepherd, if that love, or 
gold, 

Can in this desert place buy entertainment, to 
Bring us where we may rest ourselves, and 
feed. ‘ 

'Here ’s a young maid with travel much op- 
press’d. 

And faints for succour. 

Cor. Fair sir, I pity her, 

And wish, for her sake more than for mine 
own, 

Miy fortimes were more able to relieve her ; 
But I am shepherd to another man, 

And do not slvear the fleeces that I graze ; 

My master is of churlish disposition, 

And little recks to find the way to heaven 
By doing deeds of hospitality. . *> 

Besides, his cote, his Hocks, and bounds of 
feed, 

Are now on sale : and at our sheepcote now. 
By i*eason of his absence, there is nothing 
That you will fee<l on; but what is, come see, 
And in my voice most welcome shall you be. 
Itos. What is he that sluvll buy his flock 
, and pasture! 

Cor. That young swain that you saw here 
but erewhile, 

That little cares for buying anything. 

Ros. I pray thee, if it stand with honesty. 
Buy thou the cottage, pasture, anti the flock. 
And thou shalt have to pay for it of us. oi 
Cel. And we will mend thy wages. I like 
this place, 

And willingly could waste my time in it. 

Cor. Assuredly, the thing i.s to be sold. 

Go with me ; if you like, upon repoi-t, 

The soil, the profit, and this kind of life, 

I will your very faithful fetnler be, 

And buy it with your gold right suddenly.^ 

[EooetiM. 

Scene V. — Another Part of the Forest. 
Enter Amiens, J aqt'ES and others. 

SONO. 

Ami. Under tJve greenivood tree, 

)Vho loves to lie vnth me. 

And turn his merry }iote 
Unto the sweet bird's throat. 

Come hither, come hither, come hither : 

Here sludl he. see. * 

No enemy, 

EtU winter and rov.yh weatJwr. 

Jag. More, more ! I pr’ythee, more. 

Ami. It will make you molsncholy. Mon- 
sieur Jaques. 

Jaq. I thank it. More ! I pr’ythee, more. 
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I can suck melancholy out of a song, as a 
weasel sucks eggs. More ! I pr’ythee,' more. 

Ami. My voice is ragged ; I know I can- 
not please you. 

Jag. I do not desire you to please me ; I 
do desire you to sing. Gome, more ; another 
stanza. Call you ’em stanzas 1 

Ami. What you will. Monsieur Jaques. 

Jag. Nay, I care not for their names ; they 
owe me nothing. * Will you sing 1 *i 

Ami, More at your request than to please 
myself. 

.Taq. Well then, if ever I thank any man, 
I 'll thank you : but that they call compli- 
ment is like the encounter of two dog-apes ; 
and when a man thanks me heartily, methinks 
I have given him a penny, and he rendeis me 
the beggarly thanks. Come, sing ; and you 
that will not, hold your tongues. 

Ami. Well, I ’ll end the song. — Sirs, cover 
the while ; the duke will drink under this 
tree. — He hath been all this day to look you. 

Jag. And I have l)een all this day to avoid 
him. He is too disputable for my company : 
I think of as many matters as he, but I give 
Heaven thanks, and ihake no boast of them. 
Come, warble ; come. 

Song. 

[All togetlter here. 
Who doth ambition shun. 

Ami loves to live, i' the san. 

Seeking the food he eats, 

And pleas’d with whxit he gets. 

Come hither, come hither, come hither: to 
Here shall he see 
No enemy. 

But winter and rough weather. 

Jeup I ’ll give you a verse to this note, 
that I made yesterday in despite of my in- 
vention. 

Ami. And I’ll sing it. 

Jag. Thus it goes — 

If it do come to jxiss. 

That any man turn ass, 

Leaving his weal t ft and ease, at> 

A stubborn iciU to please, 

Duedame, duedame, duedame : 

Here sludl he see 
Gross fools as he, 

An if he will come to me. 

Ami. What ’s that d,ucdamel 

Jag. ’T is a Greek invocation to call fools 
into a circle. I ’ll go sleep if I can ; if I 
cannot, I ’ll rail against all the fii*st-born of 
Egypt. 

Ami. And I ’ll go seek the duke : hi.s ban- 
quet is prepared. ^E.'veunt severally. 
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Scene VI.— Another Part of the Forest 
.Enter Orlando <md Adam. 

Adam. Dear master, I can go no further: 
O ! I die for food. Here lie I down, and 
measure out niy grave. Farewell, kind 
master. 

Orl. Why, how now, Adam I no greater 
heart in thee 1 Live a* little ; comfort a 
little j cheer thyself a little. If this uncouth 
forest yield anything savage, I will either be 
food for it, or bring it for food to thee. Thy 
conceit is nearer death than thy jwuers. 
For my sake be comfortable, hold death 
awhile at the arm’s end, I will here be with 
thee presently, and if I bring thee not some- 
thing to eat, I will give thee leave to die ; but 
if thou diest before I come, thou art a mocker 
of my labour. Well said ! thou look’st 
cheerily ; and I '11 be with thee quickly. — Yet 
thou licst in the bleak air : come, I will bear 
thee to some shelter, and tJ:iou shalt not die 
for lack of a dinner, if there live anything in 
ibis desei*t. Cheei'ly, good Adam. [EoceutU. 


Scene VII. — Another Part of the Forest. 

A table set out. Enter Duke Senior, 
Amiens, Lords, and others. 

DnJee S. I think he be transform’d into a 
beast. 

For I can nowhei'e find him like a man. 

1 Lord. My lord, he is but even now gone 
hence : 

Here was he merry, hearing of a song. 

Duke S. If he, compact of jars, grow 
musical, 

We shall have shortly discord in the spheres. — 

Go, seek him : tell him, I would sjjeak with 
him. 

1 Lord. He saves my labour by his own 
approach. 

Enter J aques. 

Duke S. Why, how now, monsieur ! what 
a life is this. 

That your poor friends* must woo your com- 
pany 1 10 

What, you look merrily. 

Jaq. A fool, a fool ! — I met a fool i’ the 
forest, 

A motley fool — a miserable world ! — 

As I do live by food, I met a fool, 

Who laid him down and bask’d him in the 
sun. 


And rail’d on Lady Fortune in good ter^is, 

In good set terms, and yet a motley fool. 

“ Good morrow, fool,'’ quoth I : — “ No, sir,” 
quoth he, 

“ Call me not fool, till Heaven hath sent me 
foi'tune.” ' 

And then he drew a dial from his }K>ke, so 
And looking on it with lack lustre eye, 

Says very wiselj^ “ It is ten o’clock : 

Thus may we see,” quoth he, “how the 
world Avags : 

’T is but an hour ago since it was nine. 

And after one hour more ’t will be eleven ; 
And so from hour to hour w^ ripe and ripe. 
And then from hour to hour we rot and rot, 
And thereby hangs a tale.” When I did 
hear 

The motley fool thus moral on the time. 

My lungs began to crow like chanticleer, » 
That fools should be so deep-contemplative ; 
And I did laugh, sans intermission, 

An hour by his <lial. — O noble fool I 
A worthy fool ! Motley ’s the only wear. 
Dttke S. What fool is this? 

Jaq. O worthy fool ! — One that hatli been 
a courtiei*, 

And says, if ladies be but young and fair, 
They have the gift to know it; and in his 
brain. 

Which is as dry as the remainder biscuit 
After a voyage, he hath strange places 
cramm’d *o ' 

With observation, the which he vents 
111 mangled fonns. — O, that 1 were a fool ! 

I am ambitious for a motley coat. 

Duke S. Thou shalt have one. 

Jaq. It is my only suit ; 

Provided that you weed your- better judg- 
ments 

Of all opinion that grows rank in them. 

That I am wise. I must have liberty 
Withal, as hirge a charter as the wind. 

To blow on whom I jilease ; for so fools have : 
And they that arc most galled with my 
folly, 00 

Tliey most musst laugh. And why, sir, must 
they so ? 

The way is plain as way to parish (rhurch : 

He, that a fool doth very wisely hit. 

Doth very foolishly, although ho smart, 

Not to .^eem sensele.ss of the bob ; if not. 

The wise man’s folly is auutomis’d 
Even by the squandering glances of the fool. 
Invest me in my motley give me leave 
To speak my mind, and I will through and 
through 

Cleanse the foul body of the infected world, «> 
If they will patiently, receive my medicine. 
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aS'. Fio on thcc ! I can tell what 
thou wonldst do. 

Jaq, What, for a counter, would I do but 
good ] 

DiOid S. Mo.st inischievoya foul sin, in 
'* chiding sin : 

For thou thyself luust been a libertine, 

As sensual as the brtitish sting itself ; 

And all the emboss<.!d sores, and headed evils, 
**That thou 'with license oi fi-ee foot hast 
caught, 

■ Wowldst thou disgorge into the general 
world, ' 

Why, who cries out on pride, 70 

That can therein tax any private j'arty ? 
Doth.it not flow as hugely as the sea, 

Till that tlje weary veiy means do ebb 1 
What woman in the city do 1 name, 

When that I say, the city-woman bears 
The cost of princes on unworthy shoulders? 
Who can come in, and say that 1 mean her. 
When such a one as she, such is her neigh- 
bour ? 

Or what is he of l)as«*st function. 

That rays, his lu’avery is not on my cost, eo 
Thinking that I mean him, but thei-oin suits 
His folly to the mettle of my s])eech ? 

There then’; -how then? what tluiii ? Let me 
see wherein 

My tongue hath wi-ong’d him : if it do him 
right, 

Then he hath wrong’d himself ; if lu*. be free. 
Why, then my taxing like a W'ild-goose flies. 
Unclaim’d of any nuvn, • - But who comes 
hero '? 

. Elder Orlando, nuth his sword dmnm. 

Orl. P'orbeai’, and oat no more. 

Jaq. Why, I have eat none yetw 

Orl. Nor shalt not, till necessity be ser^■’d.^ 
Jaq. Of what kind should this cock come 
of ? ^ f» 

Duke aS'. Art thou thus bolden’d, man, by 
thy distres.s. 

Or else a rude despiscr of goo<l manners, 

That in civility thou stvm’st so empty ? 

Orl. You touch’d my vein at tirat : the 
thoniy point 

Of bare <liatress hath ta’en from me the 
show 

Of smooth civility ; yet am I inlandtbred. 

And know some nurture. But forbear, I 
say : 

He die.s that touches any of this fruit, 

Till I and my affairs are answered. 

tTaq. An you will not be answered with 
reason, i'k* j 

I must die. 
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' Duke aS'. What would you have? Your 
gentlc*ut?ss shall force. 

More than your force move us to gentleness. 

Orl. I almost die for food, and let me ha\ e 
it. 

Duke aS', Sit down and feed, and welcome 
to our table. 

Orl. Speak you so gcuitly ? Pardon me, I 
pray you : 

I thought, that ali things had 1>(‘en savage 
here. 

And therefore put T on the countenance 
Of stern commandment. But whate.’er j ou 
are, 

That in this desert inaccessible, no 

Under the shade of mehuicholy boughs, 

Lose and m*glect the creeping hours of time, 
Tf ever you hu\ e look’d on b<.itt('r tlay.s, 

If ever bt'en where bells have kiioll'd to 
church. 

If ever sat at any goo<l man’s feast,. 

If ever from your eyelids wip’d a tear, 

And know' wdiat ’'i is to pity, and bo pitied, 
Let gcntlene.ss my strong enforcement be : 

In the which hope, I blush, and hide my' 
swor<l. 

Dvh: .y. IVue is it that we Iiave seen better 
days, r.‘ > 

And have with holy bell been knoll'd to 
churcli. 

And sat at gocxl men’s feasts, and wdp’d our 
eyes 

Of drops that saert'd pity liath engemler’d ; 
And therefore sit you dowui in gentlenes.s, 

And take u])on command Avhat help w'e haA'e, 
That to your w'anting may be minister’d. 

Orl. Then, but forbear your food a little 
wdiile 

Whiles, like a doe, 1 go to find my faw u, 

An<l give it food. There is an old poor man, 
W’’ho after me hath many a w(iary step j:?< 
Limj)’d in pure love ; till he be first .sulllc’d, — 
Opi)ress’d with tw'o weak evils, .age and 
hunger, — 

I will not touch a bit. 

DvJce <»o find liim out. 

And we will nothing wa.ste till you return. 

Orl. I thank ye, and be bh'ss’d for your 
good comfort ! 

Duke S. Thou seest, we are not alone 
ludiappy : 

This wide and universal tli^atre 

Presents more woful ])5igeants than %lie. scene 

Wljereiu we l^lay in. 

.Taq. All the wmrld ’s a stage, 

And all the men and w'omen mei*ely 
jdayers ; ‘ i:- 

TJiey have their exits and their entrances ; 
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And one man in his time plays many jwirts. 
His acts laang seven ages. At hi-st, the in- 
fant. 

Muling and puking in the nurse’s anus. 

Then, tlie whining school-hey, witli his 
satchel, 

And shining morning face, creei)ing like, snail 
Unwillingly to school. And then, the lover 
Sighing like furnace, with a wofni hallad 
Made to his mistress’ ley€‘bri>w. Then, a 
soldier, 

-Full of strange oaths, and bean led like the 
pard, lio 

Jealous in honour, sudden and «]uieli in 
quarrel. 

Seeking the bubble reputation 
Even in the cannon’s mouth. And then, 
the justice, 

In fair round belly, with good capon lin’d. 
With t5yes severe, and beard of formal cut, 
Full of wise saw.s and imxlern instances ; 

And so he plays his part. The sixth age 
shifts 

Into the lean and slipper’d pantaloon, 

‘With spectacles on nose, and j>ouoh on 
side ; • 

His youthful hose well sav’d, a world too 
wide I'X 

For his shrunk shank ; and his big manly 
voice. 

Turning again toward childish ti-eble, pi{>es 
And whistles in his .sourul, I..ast scene of all. 
That ends this strange eventful history, 

Is second childishness, and mere oblivion ; 
Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans tuKte, sans every- 
thing. 

Ke-e.tUer Orlaxdo, with Adam. 

Dnke S. Welcome. Set <lown your vener- 
able bunlen. 

And let him feed. 

Orl. 1 thank you most for him. 


Adam. So had you need : 

I scarce can speak to thank you for myself. 
Diike S. Welcome ; fall to : I will n6t 
trouble you m 

As ytt to ({uestion you about your foi’tune.s. 
Cive us some music; and, good coirsin, sin^'. 

Song. 

Ami. Bl&Wf blow, Ihoti winter wind, 

Thou art not so unkind 
As man's hiqratitude ; 

Thy tooth is -nnt so keen, ^ 

JieroKse thou art not seen, 

Althonyh thy breath he rude. 

Heigh, ho ! sing, heigh, ho ! onto the green 
holly : , i«i 

Most friemlshij) is feigning, nwst loving mere 
.folly. 

Then, heigh, ho ! the Jwlly / 

This life is most jolly. 

Freexe, freeze, thou bitter sky. 

That dost not bite .so 'nigh 
..-t.v benefts forgot : 

Thongh tlnm the waters warp, 

Thy .sting is not so sharp ' 

As friend remember'd' noti 
Heigh, ho ! sing, d’c. (w 

Duke H. If that you wer(^ the good Sir 
Rowland’s son, 

As you have whisper’d faithfully, you were. 
And as mine eye doth his effigies witness 
Most tnily limn’d, and living in your face, 

Be truly welcome hither. I am the duke, 
That lov’d your fatliei-. The residue of your 
fortune. 

Go to my cave and tell me. — Good old man, 
Thou sii't right welcome as thy ■master is. 
Support him by the arm. — OivY me your 
hand. 

And let me all your fortunes undersbind. -.'a* 

\JS,ccaiil. 


ACT III. 


Scene I. — A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Duke Frederick, Oliver, and Atten- 
dants. 

Duke F. Hot see him .since ? Sir, sir, that 
cannot be : 

But were I not the better part made mercy, 

I should not seek an absent argument 
Of ray revenge, thou present. But look to it ; j 
Find out thy brother, wheresoe’er he i.s ; j 
Seek him with candle ; bring him, dead or 
living, 
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Within this twelvemonth, or turn thou no 
more 

To seek a living in our teriitory. 

Thy lands, and all things that thou dost call 
t^iine. 

Worth seizui'e, do w'e seize into our haud:^, lo 

Till thou canst (piit thee by thy brotlier’s 
mouth, 

Of what we think against thee. 

OH. O, that your highness knew my lieart 
in this ! ‘ 

I never lo\’’d my brother in my life. 



Act ni. 


AS YOU LIKE IT. 


SCEXK Jl. 


Dtlhi F. More villain tlion. — Well, push 
him out of doors ; 

Aud let my olficers of such a nature 
Mak(; an extent upon Ins house aiul lands. 

Do this e.\|)edieutly, and turn him goilig. 

Scene JI. — The Fores^ of Arden. 

EnU'.r Orlando, with o. pnptv. 

Qrl. Hang theie, niy verse, in witness of 
my love: ' 

Au<l thou, thrice-crowned queen of night, 
survffy 

With thy chaste eye, from thy pale .sphei'e 
above, 

Thy hunti’ess’ name, that my full life doth 
swav. 

O Kosalind ! these trees shall he rny books. 
And in theii’ harks my thoughts I 11 
cliaracter, 

That every eye, which in thLs forest looks, 
iShall see thy virtue witness’d everywhere. 
Kuu, run, Orlando : carve on every tre 
The fair, the clnuste, and unexpressive she. i<> I 

[Exit. ' 

Euter (’OKIN rtW Touchstone. 

Cm'. And how like you this .sljephei’d's life. 
Master Touchstone 'i 

Touch. Tridy, shephei-d, in respect of itself, 
it is a good life, hut in respect that it is a 
shejdierd’s life, it is naught In respect that 
it is solitary, I like it very well ; but in resj>ect 
that it is private, it is a very vile life. Now, 
in i-espect it is in the fields, it pleaseth me 
well ; but in respect it is not in the court, it 
is tedious. As it is a spare life, look you, 
it tits my humour well ; hut as theie is no 
more plenty in it, it goes much against my 
stomach. Hast any philosophy in thee, 
shepherd 1 22 

Cm'. No more, but that I know, the more 
one sickens, the worse at ea.se he is ; and that 
he that wants money, means, and content, is 
without tln-eo good friends; that the property 
of rain is to wet, and lire to burn ; that good 
pasture makes fat sheep, and that a great 
cause of the night is lack of the sun ; that ho 
that hath learned no wit by nature nor art 
may complain of good breeding, or comes of 
a very dull kindred. 31 

Touch. Such a one is a natural philosopher. 
Wast ever in court, shepherd t 
Cor. No, truly. 

Touch. Then thou art damned. 

Cor. Nay, I hope, — ‘ 


Touch. Truly, thou art danmod, like an ill- 
roastcd egg, all on one side. 

Cor. For not being at court ? Your 
reason. 

Tourh. Why, if thou never wast at court, 
thou never saw’st good manners; if thou 
never saw’st good maimers, then thy manners 
must be wicked ; ami wick<‘<lueHs is .sin, and 
sin is damnation. Thou .irt in a parlous 
state, shepliei'd. 

Cor. Not a whit, Touchstom! : tlmse that 
are good manners at the court art; as ridiculous 
in tiie country, as tlu* behaviour of the count ly 
is most mockable at the court. You told me, 
you salute not at* the court, hut you kiss your 
hands : that couitcsy would be uncleanly, if 
courtiers were shepherds. !.u 

Touch. Instance, briefly; come, mstam;e. 

Cor. Why, we are still handling our ewes, 
and their fells, you know, ai-e greasy. 

Touch. Why, tlo not your courtier’s hands 
sweat? and is not the grease of a mutton as 
wholesome as the sweat of a man I Shal- 
low, si lid low. A better instance, I say; 
come. 

Cor. Beside.s, our hands arc hard. 

Touch. Yonr lips will feel them the soom;r: 
shallow agaiiu -A more sounder iustazice ; 
come. Ki 

Cor. And they are often tai-red over with 
the surgeiy of our sheep ; and would you Iiave 
us kiss tar ? The courtier’s hands aro per- 
fumed with civet. 

Toiu'h. Most shalloAv man ! TJiou woriii^- 
meat, in respect of a good jiiece of flesh, in- 
tleed !— Lisirn of tlie wise, and perpend : 
civet is of a baser birth th.aji tar ; the very 
uncleanly flux of a cat. Mend the instancti, 
shejihertl. 

Cor. You have too courtly a wit for me ; 
I ’ll rest. 

Touch. Wilt thou rest damned ? (lodhelp 
thee, shallow man ! fJod make incision in 
thee I thou art raw. -<% 

Cor. Sir, I am a truo labourer : I earn that 
I oat, get that I wear ; owe no man hate, 
envy no man’s happiness, glad of other men’s 
good, content witli my harm ; and the 
greatest of my pride is, to see my ewes gi'aze 
and my lambs suck. 

Touch. That is unotlier simple sin in you, 
to briug the ewes and the rams together, and 
to offer to get your living by the copulation 
of cattle ; to be bawd to a bell wcthei’, and to 
betray a sho-lamb of a twelvemonth, to a 
crooked-pated, old, cuckoldly ram, out of all 
reasonable match. If thou lio’st not damned 
for this, the devil himself will have no 
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I cannot sec else; liowthou shouklst 

sqapo. 

(\>j\ Here comes young Master Ganymede, 
n?y new mistress's brotlier, 

Kn(* r Hosaljnd, T(^adi)i(j a pajn^r, 

/u/s. From the to ineMtirn ho/^ 

Xo }* nyd is like l{o8ali}HL 
Her being ^mmntrd on the lemr/, if) 

Tlerongh (fll the ‘WorJi! hettrs Ri^sali'tnl, 
AH the pietKves^ Jairest Hu d, 

A re hnt bloi*.k to Rosid im! , 

Let }to fare br, kept in niiia/. 

Hat tia'.j'air t/f Hut/a/lia/. 

Touch, r ’J1 rhyme you so eiijht years to- 
g<Sher, tliimens, iiud siij)|)ers, :in»l sleeping 
liours excepted : it is (he right hutter- women’s 
muk to mtirket. 
lioK. Out, fool ! 

'faiirh. Foi‘ a (rtsLi- : — i<>' 

“ If a hart do laek a hind, 

Jjet him secik out Rosalind. 

If the oat will after kind, 

So, 1)0 sur<*, will Ito.salind. 

Winter garmenh must be lin’d, 

So must slendoi Rosalind. 

They that rea]« must sheaf and bind, 
Then to cart with Rosalind. 

Sweetest nut hath soumst i"iu<l. 

Such a nut is Rosalind. no 

iio that sw(M*tf-st rose will lin<l, 

Must find lo\a 's [u iek, and Kosaliud.” 
This is the vt*ry false gallop of ver.ses : why 
do you iiifeet yourself with them ? 

Ros. Peae(‘ ! you dull fool : I found them 
on a. (ree. 

Toach. Truly, the tree yields bad fruit. 

7i'o.s-. I ’ll graff it with you, and then 1 shall 
graft’ it Avith a juedlar : then it Avill 1)0 the 
earliest fruit i’ the country; for 3 mu ’ll be 
rotten ere a’ou la? half ripe, and that ’s the 
right virtue of the me<llar. 120 

Touch. Vou have said ; but Avhetherw'Lsely 
or no, let the forest judge. 

Ron. P<*ace I 

Here come.s my sister, reading : .stand aside. 

Rider C’limA, readintj a paper. 

' I ' ■ Whjf should this a drso'f. he ? 

For it is uupcfpled I Xo ; 

Tou<iu(;.s f’H ha-ny 0)1 every tree. 

That shall eivil sayings shov\ 

>So//K', horn brief the life of man 

Rims his erring pilgrimage ^ ia» 

That the. st reti'hi ng of a span 
Buckles vn. his s)tm of age, 

Fome^ of viol a let { roivs 

^Tivoct the sonh of frUnul and friend : 


But upon the fairest boughs. 

Or at every sentence e}td. 

Will I liosalnula write : 

I Teaching all that remf to know 
The quintessence of every sprite 

Ilearoi would in little show, 140 

Therefore Heaven Natnre charg'd. 

That one body should be flfd 
With all graces vdde enlarg'd : 

lYature jiresenfly distiird 
He! |.‘■n's check, h\(i uot her heart, 
eicopafralts majesty, , ' 

Al(du.uf(Cs better pari. 

Sad Lficrctid’n 'modetsty. 

Thas Rot<alhid of utauy parta 

Hy heacody syuoil U'ax devui%/, loe 
Oj fna uy faces, eyes, and hearts, 

To have the toaehes dearest pi Ifd. 
llraoeu would that she these yij'ts should 
hare, 

A lid I to Hi'p and die her .slave., 

Ros. O most gentle .rnj)iter! — what te- 
dious homily of love have you wearied v'our 
parishioners withal, and never cried, “‘Have 
patience, good people ! ” 

Cid. How now ! back-friends.- -Shepherd, 
go off a little : — go with him, sirrah. le 

Toaeh. Come, shephei'd, let us make an 
honourable retreat ; though not with bag and 
baggage, \’et with scrij) aiul scrippiige. 

[A’.re?/))/! COKIN and. TourHSTOXH. 
CW. Didst thou hear tlu'se vemes? 

Ros. (,) ! 3 'e.s, I lu'anl them all, and more 
too ; for some t)f them had in them more feet 
than the verses would boar. 

tV7. ’Pbat ’s no matter ; th]:- feet might 

bear the v erses. 

Ros. Ay, but the feet, wen* lame, and could 
not bear thein.selves without the verse, and 
therefore stoo<l lamely’ in tlie V(.*rse. in 

Cd. Bxit didst thou hear without w'ouder- 
ing, how thv name should he hanged and 
carved upon these trees % 

Ros. 1 was Si •. en of the nine days oiit of 
the wonder, before 3 'ou came ; for look here 
what .1 found on a palm-tree : I was never so 
be-rh 3 'med since PytJiagoras’ time, tJiat I was 
an Irish rat, which 1 can hardly remember. 

Cel. Trow 3 'ou, wlio hath done tliis ? i«o 
. Ros. f[s it a man 1 

Cel. And a chain, that you once wore, 
about his neck. Cliange your colour? 

Ros. I pr’ythee, who ? 

Cel. O Lord, Lord ! it is a hard matter 
for friends' to meet ; but mountains may be 
removed vvdth earthquakes, ajid so enoouuter. 
Ros. Nay, hut who is it? 
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CnL Is it possible ? 

Bos. N?iy, I jtr’ytliee, now, with most pe- 
tition.nry veheinomo, tell mo who it i.s. m 

(>/. O, womlorfnl, woiith^rful, and mo.st 
wonderful womlerful ! ami yet a;^aiii won* 
(terful ! and after tliat, out of all whooping ! 

Bos. (lood my c*omjil(.*xion ! dost thou 
think, though I am eaparisf)ned like a nuin, I 
have a doublet and hose in my disposition f 
One iiuJi of (Uday moi'c is .l South Sea of dis- 
covery ; 1 pr'ytlice, ttdl me, who is it, quickly, 
am.) speak apace. 1 would thou couldst 
stanmier, that thou mightst pour this con- 
ceale<| man out of thy mouth, as wine comes 
out of a narrow-motitliM bottle ; either too 
much at once, or none at all. I pr’ythec, 
take the cork out of thy mouth, that 1 may 
iliink thy titlings. 

C'f’/. So yon may put a man in your belly. 

AW. Is he of (iod’s making? What 
majiner of luiui ? Is his hf-ad woi'fh a hat, 
or his chin worth a be:ir<l ? 

Nay, h»' hath but a litth^ b«“ar<l. 

Bos. Why, (hid will send nuue, if the man 
will ^le thankful. Let me stay the growth 
of his beard, if thou delay me not the know’- 
•ledge of his chin. ;;ii 

CW. It is young < )i lando, that tripp’d up 
the wrestler’s heels and your heart, both in 
an instant. 

Bos. Nay, but the <Ievil take mocking: 
ftl»eak, sad bi'ow, and true mai<I. 

Cd. I’ faith, coz, 't is he. 

Bos. Orlamlo ? I 

Cd. Oilando. ci.*- 

Ros. Alas the day ! what .shall I do with 
my doublet and hose ? — What- did he, when 
thou saw’.st him? What said he i How 
look’d he? Wherein went he ? What makes 
he here ? Hid lie ask for me ? W’hero re- 
mains he ? How 2>arted lie with tlu'c, and 
when shalt thou see him .-(gain ? Answer me 
in one word. 

dd. Y'ou must Ixtrrow me (hirgantua’s 
mouth first : ’t is a word too gi-eat for any 
mouth of this age’s size. I'o say, ay, and no, 
to these 2iai’ticular.s i.s more than to answer in 
a catechism. 

flos. But dotli lie know that I am in '.his 
foi-est, and in man’s ajipaivl ? Look.s he a.s 
freshly a.s he did the day he wrestlejl ? m 

Cd. It is as easy to count atomies, as to 
resolve the jtropositions of a lover ; but take 
a taste of my tinding him, and relish it with 
good observance. 1 found him under a tree, 
like a di’0]>ped acorn. 

Ros. It may well be call’d Jove’s tree, when 
it drops foith such fruit. 

•m 


t'd. Hive mo audience, good madam. 

Bos. Proi-etid. 

(.■el. There lay he, stretchM along like a 
woumlcd knight. 

Bos. Though it ])<> jiity to see such a 
sight, it well becomes the ground. 

Cd. Ciy, holla I tu thy tongue, I pr’ythee ; 
it curvets unseasonably. He was furnish’d 
like a huntei’. 

Jios. O ominous ! lie comes to kill my 
heart. 

(/el. I would .sing my sung without a bur- 
den : thon bring’.st me out of tune. 

Bos. Ho you not know I am a woiuiin ? 
when I think, I must speak. Sweet, say on. 

Cel. You bring mo out.-- Soft ! comes lie 
not here '? :!.m 

AW. ’T is he : slink by, and note. him. 

I Ros.\LIN1) o//fl Hkli.v retire. 

B titer OftLANDtl and JAQt'i;.S. 

.An/. T tlmiik you fur your comjiauy ; but, 
good faith, 1 lir.d as lief have been myself 
alone. 

Oti. And so had I : but yet, for fashion’s 
sake, I thank you ttx) 'for your scK’iety. 

Jatj. Hood bye, you: let’s meet jis little 
as wo can. 

(Jd. 1 do «lesire we may be betb.r 
strangers. 

.An/. I jiray you, mar no more trees witli 
writing Jo\o-songs in tln;ir bai’ks. sti 

Orl. I pray you, mar no nioru of my vors<‘.'4 
with reading tliem ill-favouredly. 

daif. Rosalind i.s yonr lovi-'s name ? 

Orl, Yes, just. 

.faq. I do not like licr name. 

Orl. There was no tlioiigiit of pleasing 
you, when she was cliristened. 

Jaq. VVhatsi.ature i.s she of ? 

Orl. .Just a.s high as my Imurt. wd 

.An/, You are full of jwetty an.swevs. 
Have you not been acquainted with gold- 
smiths’ wives, and conn'd tlunu out of rings? 

Orl. Not So ; but I answer you right 
2)ainted cloth, from whence you have studied 
your questions. 

Jaq. Y"ou hurt', a nimble wit : I think 
’t was made of Atalanta’s heels. Will you sit 
down with me? and we two will j-ail against 
our mistre.ss the world, and all our mistny. 

Orl. I will chide no Itrcatlier in the worhl, 
but myself, against whom I know most 
faults. -■‘i 

Jaq. The worst fault you have, is to bo in 
love. 

Orl. ’T is a fiiult I will not change for your 
best virtiu*. I am weary of you. 
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Joq^ JJy my trotli, I was seeking fora fool 
when I found you. 

Or!. Ho is drown'd in tlie brook ; look but 
in, and you shall see hinn 

Jaq. 'Ihere I .shall see mine own figure. 
(h'l. Which I ttiko to be either a fool, or a 
cypher. »*■> 

Jiuj. I 'll tarry no longer with you. Fare- 
well, good Sign i or Love. 

Ort. 1 am glad of your <h* 2 tarture. Adieu, 
good Monsi(‘ur Melaucholv'. 

Jaqi ks. — Rosaj.ivd Celia 

Ros. [Aniih to C^KLl.v.] I will .speak to him 
like a saucy lackey, and under that habit play 
the knave with him. ])o you lu'ur, fore.ster \ 
Orl. \'e)‘y w«ll : what ws«uld you ? 

Jios. I pray you, wh.at is 't o’clock t 
Orl. You .should ask me, what time o' 
day : there’s no clock in the forest. ».» 

Kos, Then, there i.s no true lover in the 
fore.sf ; else sighing every minute, ami groan- 
ing every hour, won hi detect the lazy foot of 
Time as well as a clock. 

Orl. And why not Jhe swift foot of Time ? 
had not that been as ju'ojter ? 

Ros, By iro means, sir. Time travels in 
divers paces with div ers persons. I ’ll tell 
you, who Time ambles withal, who Time trots 
withal, who Time gallojvs witluil, ;ind who he 
stands .still withai 

Orl. I jjr'ythee, who doth he trot withal? 
Ros. Marry, he trot.s hanl with a young 
maid, between the contract of her marriage, 
:uid the day it is solemnised : if the interim 
be ))ut a se’nnight. Time’s ])ace i.s so hard that 
it seems the leiigtli of sev en yeai’s. 

Orl. Who amides Time withal ? 

Ros. With a jvriest that lacks Latin, and a 
rich man that hath not the gout ; for the one 
sleejvs efusily, because he cannot study ; and 
the other lives iiuTrily, becau.se he feels no 
pain : the one lac-king the burden of lean 
and wasteful learning: the other knowing no 
burden of heavy tedious 2 )euury. These Time 
u.inb]es withal. 3»: 

Orl. Who doth he gallojt witlial ? 

Ros. With a thief to the gallows ; for 
though he go as softly as foot can fall, he 
thinks him.self too soon there. 

Orl. Who stays it still witlial 1 
Ros. With lawyers in the vacation ; for 
they sleep between tenu and term, and then 
they perceive not how Time move,s. rai 

Orl. Where dwell you, pretty youth ? 

Roif. With tliis shepherdess, my sister; 
here in the skirts of the forest, like fringe 
upon a petticoat. 


Orl. Are you native of this place ? 

Ros. As the cony, that you see dwell where 
•she is kindled. 

Orl. Your accent is something finer than 
you could j^urcliase in so removed a dwelling. 

/los. 1 have been told so of many : but, 
indeed, an old religious uncle of mine taught 
me to sjveak, who was in las youth an inland 
man ; one that knew courtship too w-ell, for 
there he fell in love. I have heard him 
read many lectures against it ; and I thank 
(io<l, I aiu not a woman, to l>e touched with 
.so many giddy oft’ences, as he hath generally 
taxe«l their whole se.x withal.' 

Orl. Can you remember any of the prin- 
cipal evils that he laid to th? cluu-ge of 
women? ' 

Ros. Thei-e were none priiicijial : they .wei-e 
all like one unotliei-, as half-pence are; every 
one fault seeming monstrous, till its fellow 
fault came to match it. 

, Orl. I pr’ythee, recount some of them. 

Ros. No ; I will not ca.st away my jibysic 
but on those that are sick. There is a man 
haunts the forest, that abuses our >*oung 
2 >lauts with carving Ro.s:ilind on their barks ; 
hangs odes ujion hawthorns, and elegies on 
bi-ambles ; all, forsooth, deifying the name of 
Rosalind : if I could moot that fancy-mongtn-, 
I would give liim some gocsl counsel, for he 
.seems to have the quotidian of love upon him. 

Orl. I am he that 'ls so love-shaked. I 
pray you, tell me your remedy. 

Ros. There i.s none of my uncle’s mai’ks 
upon you : he taught me how to know a man 
in love ; in which cage of rushes, I am sure, 
you are not i)risoner. 

Orl. What were hi.s marks ? 

Ros. A lean cheek, which you have not ; a 
blue eye, and sunken, which you have not ; 
an unquestionable s]>iint, wliich you have 
not ; a beard neglected, which you have not : 
— but I jiardon you for that, for siuqily, y(»ur 
having in beard is a younger brother’s revenue. 
— Then, your hose should be ungartered, your 
bonnet uubandpd, your sleeve unbuttoned, 
your shoe untied, ami everything about you 
demonstrating a cai-cless desolation. But 
you are no such man : you are i-xither iKiiiit- 
device in your accoutrements ; as loving your- 
self, thai# seeming tlie lov er of any other. 

Orl. Fair youth, I would I coul<l make 
thee believe I love. aw 

Ros. Me believe it ? you may as soon make 
her that you lov'e believe it ; which, I warrant, 
she is apt^-r to do, than to confess she 
does ; that is one of the points in the. which 
women still give the lie to theii* consciences. 
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But, in good sooth, are you he that hangs the 
censes on tlie trees, wherein Rosalind is so 
admired? 

Orl. I .swear t<.> thee, youth, by the, white 
hand of Kosalind, I am that lie, that unfor- 
tunate he. 

/io/t. But ai*e you so much in love as your 
rhyme, s speak ? a*i 

Or/. Neither rhyme nor a-son can exiiress 
how much. 

A'o#, Love is merely a madness ; and, T tell 
you, <lo 8 erve 8 a 8 well a dark house and a whip 
as madmen do ; and the reason why they aiv 
not so puiii.shetl and cured, is, that the lunacy 
is so ordinary, that the whippers are in love 
too. Yet I profess curing it by counsel. 

Or/. Did you ever cui'e any so 1 i«> 

/A>,s-. Y es, tme ; and in this manner. He 
was to imagine me his love, his mistress, 
a lid I set him every day to woo me: at 
wliich time would 1. being but a moonhsh 
youth, grieve, be effimiinate, changeable, 
longing, ainl liking ; proml, fantastical, apish, 
shallow, incoiLStant, full of tears, full of 
.smiles; ff»r every passion something, and 
for no passion truly anything, as boys and 
women ai*e, for the most jiai’t, cattle of this 
colour ; would now like him, now loathe 
him ; then enteitain him, then for.swoar him ; 
now weep for him, then .sjnt at him ; that I 
ilnne my .suitor from his mad humour of 
lo\ e, to a living humour of madness, which 
w;is, to foi'swear the full stniam of the world, 
and to live in a nook merely mona-stic. And j 
thus I cured him ; and in this way will I take 
upon me to wash your liver as clean, us a 
sound sheep’s heaid, that there shall not be 
one spot of love in ’t. 

Or/. I would not be curetl, youth. 

1 would cure you, if you would but 
call me Rosalind, and come every day to my 
cote, and woo me. 

0?’/. Now, by the faith of my love, I will. 
Tell me where it is. '•23 

y*o,s. Go with me to it, and 1 ’ll show it 
you ; and, by the way, yon shall tell me 
where in the fore.st yon live. Will you go ? 

Or/. With all my heart, good youth. 

//08. Nay, you must call me Rosiilind. — 
Come, sister, will you go? [fi/xeunf. 

P 

Scene III.— Another Pai-t of the Forest. 

Enter Touchstone anxl Aui>rey ; Jaques 
behhtd, observing them. 

Touch. Gome apace, good Audrey : I will 
fetch up your goats, Audrey. And how, 


Audrey ? am I the man yet ? doth my 
simple feature content you ? 

And. Your features ? Loitl warrant us ! 
what features '? 

To^irh. I am here with thee and thy goats, 
as the most capricious poet, honest Ovid, was 
among the Goths. 

Jag. O knowledge ill-inhabited, 

woi‘se than Jo\ e in a. thatched liousi* ! i« 

Touch. When a man’s vemis cannot be 
understooil, nor a man’s good wit seconded 
with the foi*w'ard child Understanding, it 
striki's a man more dead than a great reckon- 
ing in a little room.- Tridy, 1 would the gods 
had made thee poetical. 

And. T do not know what |K>etical is. Is it 
honest in deed and word ? Is it a tme thing ? 

Tovc.h.^l^o, truly, for the truest poetrj* is 
the most feigning ; and lovei's are given to 
jxietry, and wliat they swear in poetry, may 
be .said, Its lovens tln*y do feign. 21 

And. Do you wish then, that the gods had 
made me ptx^tical ? 

Touch. I do, truly ; for thou swear’st to 
me, tliou art honest : now, if thou wert a poet, 
I might have some hope thou didst feign. 

And. Would you not Lave me honest? 

Touch. No, truly, unless thou wort hard- 
favour’ll, for ‘honesty coupled to beauty, is to 
have honey a s.-uice to sngai'. 

.Tag. [ds/VA'.] A material fool. 

And. Well, I am not fail-, and therefore I 
pray the goils make me honest. 

Touch. Truly, and to cast away honesty 
ujKm a foul slut were to put goial meat into 
an unclean dish. 

And. 1 am not a slut, tlioiigli I thank the 
gods 1 am foul. 

TovcJt. Well, praised be the gods for ,thy 
foulness : slutti.sliness may come hereafter. 
But be it as it may l)e, I will mairy thee ; 
and to that end, I have l)een with Sir Oliver 
Mar-text, the vicar of the next village, who 
hath promised to meet me in this place of the 
forest, and to couple ns, 43 

.Taq. [difu/e.] I would fain .sec this meeting. 

A nd. Well, the goils give n.s joy ! 

Tovc.h. Amen. A man may, if ho were of 
a fearful heart, .stagger in this attempt ; for 
here we have no temi>le but the wood, no 
assembly but horn-lx^asts. But what though ? 
Courage ! As horns are odious, they am 
necessary. It is said, — many a man knoAvs 
no end of his gootls : right ; many a man 
has gooil horns, and knows no end of them. 
Well, that is the dowry of his wife : ’t is none 
of his own getting. Homs? .Even so.--- 
Poor men alone? — No, no; the noblest deer 
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h.ttli tlu’iu as Jmge us the i*asoa]. Is tiui 
.single ijiau therefore blessed'? No: as a 
walled town is more worthier than a village, 
so is tlu“ fbroliead of a married man more 
lionoiu'able than the bare brow of a 1)ac]u}lor; 
and by how rmieh defence is better than no 
skill, by so much is a horn more j)recious than 
to want. Here comes Sir Olive.r. 

Sir Olivei»Mak-tkxt. 

Sir Oliver Mar-text, you are well met; will 
you <lespateh us here undei- this tree, or shall 
we go with you to your chapel ? 

•Sir (Hi. is there none h<^re to give the 
woman 

Toncli. I will not take her on gift of any 
man. 

Sir (Hi. Truly, .she must be givaiii, or the 
marriage is not lawful. 

•Ao/. \('oiuintj fonmr(l.\ Proceed, proceed: 
I’ll give her. :•> 

Touch. Oood even, good AEastor What-yo- 
Cfill ’t : how do you, .sir? You are very well 
met: Ood ’ild you for your la-st company. 
I am very glad to see you. — Even a toy in 
hand here, sir. — Nay; pray, be cov«‘r’d. 

Joq. Will you be married, motley ? 

Touch. As tht? ox hath his liow, sir, the 
l)or.se his curb, and the falcon her Ik'IIs, so 
man hath his desires ; and as .pigeons bill, so 
wedlock wotxld be nibbling. r« 

./oif. Ami will you, being a man of your 
breeding, be married under a bu.sh, like a 
beggar ? (Jet you to church, and have a good 
priest that can tell you what marriage is : 
this fellow will but join you together as they 
join wainscot ; then one of you will prove a 
shrunk ])anel, and, like gi'cen tindjer, warp, 
warp. 

Touch, [yl.'ih/c.j 1 am not in thtj mind b\it 
I were better to be marned of him than of 
another ; for he is not like to marry me well, 
and not being well rnarrietl, it will be a good 
excuse for me hei-eafter to leave my wife. 

Jaijf. Ho thou with me, and let me counsel 
thee. 

Touch. (.Vmie, sweet Aiulrey ; 

Wt! must be mairied, or we must live in 
bawdry. 

farewell, good Master Oliver ! Not, — 

O sweet Oliver ! 

(J brave Oliver ! 

Leave nuj not behind thee : 

but, — 

Wind away, 

Begone, I .say, 

I will not to wedding with thee. 
\Exexint Jaque.s, TocnisTONg, aad Auduey. 


Sir Oli. ’T is no matter : ne’er a fantastical 
knave of them all shall flout me out of my 
calling. 

Scene IV. — Another Part of the ForeSt. 

Ilefore a Oottago. ' 

I Enter Ros.mjxd and Celia. 

* Ros. Never talk to me : 1 will weep. 

(^el. Do, I pr’ythee ; but yet have the 
^race to tronsider, that tears do not become a 
man. 

Ros. But have I not cause to weep'? 

(/c/. As good cause a.s one would desire : 
th('refoi’e weej). 

Ros. His very hair is of the dissembling 
colour. 

CeL Souxething browner than .Jmlas's. 
Marry, his kisses are dudas’s own children, 
AW. 1 ’faith, his hair is of a good colour, o 
Cci. An excelli'iit colour : your chestnut 
was ever th(! only' colour. 

Ros. Ami his kis,sing is as full of .sanctity 
as the touch of holy' bread. ♦< 

(Jel. He hath bought ;i pair of cast lijxs of 
Diana : a min of winter’s si.stcrhood kisses 
not more religiously ; the very' ice of chastity 
is in them. 

Ros, But why did h<‘ .swe.ar he would come 
this morning, and comes not ? 

Ct'l. Nay, certainly, there is no truth in 
him. so 

Ros. Do you think so ? 

Cel. Yes : I think he is not a pick-pui’se, 
nor a horse-stealer; but for his verity in love, 
I do think liim as concav'e as a covered goblet, 
or a worm eaten nut. 

Ros. Not trm‘ in love x 
Cel. Yes, when he is in ; but 1 think he is 
not in. 

Ros. You have lieurd him sw(>ar downright, 
he was. 

( -cl. Was is not is : bi'sules, the oath of a 
lover is no strongei- than the word of a 
ta]xster ; they are both the continuers of false 
reckonings. He attends here in the forest on 
the duke your father. 31 

Ros. I met the duke yesterday, and had 
much question with him. He asked me, of 
what paipentage 1 was : I told him, of as good 
as he ; so he laughed, ami let me go. But 
what talk we of fathers, when there is such a 
man as Orlando ? 

Cel. O, that’s a brave man! ho writes 
brave venses, sjieaks brave w'ords, .sweai’s 
brave oath.s, and brealcs them brav'ely, quite 
traverse, athwart the heart of his lover ; gs a 
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))uny tiltf'r, that lus lioi'st* hut on oimj 

side, breaks his stall’ like a noble goose. Hut 
all s bi’jive, that youth mounts, and folly 
guides. — Who comes here? 

<, JCntcr C^OKTN. 

Cor. Mistress, and Tnsusb;r, you have oft 
irujuir’d 

After the she[)hcr<l that complain’d of love, 
Who you saw sitting by m^. on the turf, 
Pr;!ising the proud disdainful shepherdess 
'riyit was his mistress, 

C'/. Well, and what of him? 

Cor. If you will s<*e a [)ageant truly" play’d, 
Between the pale comple.xiou of ti’ue love, at 
An<l the red glow of s(;orn and proud disdain, 
(.ilo hence, a little, Jiud 1 shall conduct you, 

Jf you will rnai-k it. 

A'o.s’. O ! come, let us remove : 

Tlie sight of lovers feetleth tlutse in love. — 
Bring us to this sight, and you shall say 
1 ’ll pi-ovc a busy actor in their play". 

I E.ceitnl. 


WcENK V. — Another Part of the Foivst. 

% 

Eater SinvU'S ttad PlIEJiE, 

A<V. Sweet Pliebe, < If) not scorn me ; do not, 
Phftbe ; 

Say that you love me not ; but say not so 
In bitterness. Tin* common e.xecutionor. 
Whose heart the aftciistom’d sight of death 
makes hanl. 

Falls not the axe fipon the humbled neck, 

But first bffgs parflon ; will you sterner be 
Than he that tlies and lives by Vdoody" drops 1 

Enter Ros.alind, CJelia, and Coki.v, behind. 

Pile. I would not l)e thy executioner : 

T fly thee, for 1. would not injure thee. 

TJiOU tell’st me, there is murder in my mine 
eye : lo 

’Tis pretty, sure, and very probable. 

That »*yt\s — that ai-f) the frail’st a»id softest 
things. 

Who shut their coward gates on atoniie.s, — 
Should be call’d tyrants, butchei‘s, murderers! 
Now I do frown on thcf^ with all my heart; 
And if mine eyes can wound, now let them 
kill thee; ^ 

Now counterfeit to swoon, why, now fall 
down ; 

Or, if thou canst not. O, for shame, for 
shame ! 

Lie not, to say mine eyes are unntlerers. 

Now show the wound mine eye hath made in 
thee ; • I 


Scratch thet' but with a j>in, and there re- 
mains 

Some scar of it ; lean upon a ru.sh, 

The cicatrice and capable impressuro 
Thy' palm some moment keeps, but now mine 
eyes, 

Which 1 have darted at thee, hurt thee not. 
Nor, J am sure, there is no force in cyejs 
That can do hurt. 

Ed. O dfiar Phclx'-, 

Tf ever (as that evfu’ may be near) 

You meet in some fre.sh cheek the power of 
fancy, 

Then shall you know the wounds invisible se 
That love’s keen arrow.s make. 

Phe., But till that time 

Conic not thou near me ; aiwl when that lime 
oonu's, 

Afllict me with thy mocks, jiity mo not. 

As till that time I .shall not pity thee. 

Eos. J And why, I Jiray you? 

Who might be yfuu’ mother, 

That you insult, exult, and all at once, 

Over the wrctcluid ? What though you have 
no beauty' 

(As, by my faith, I see no more in you 
Than without caudle may go dark to betl). 
Must you be therefore proud ami ]ntiless ? )•> 
Why, what means this? Why do j'ou look 
on me 1 

I see no more in you, than in the ordinary 
Of natui’o’s sale-work. — 0<l ’s iiiy little life ! 

.1 think she means to tangle uiy eyes too. 

No, ’faith, proud mistress, hope not sfter it : 
’T is not your inky brows, your bl.-ick silk 
hair, 

Your bugle eye-balls, nor y'our cheek of 
cream. 

That (.‘an entame my sjiirits to your 

WfU’ship. — 

You foolish she]>herd, wherefore do you follow 
her, 

Like foggy south, pufiing with wind and rain? 
You arf' a thousand times a pro]>erer man, ai 
Than she a woman : ’t is such fuf^ly a.s you, 
Tliat make the worlfl full of ill-fa vour’d 
children. 

’Tis not her glass, but you, that flatters 
her ; 

And out of you she sees herself more jiT-Oper, 
Thaji any of her lineaments can show her. — 
But, mistress, know yourself : down on your 
kuecs. 

And thank Jfeaven, fasting, for a good man’s 
lov'c ; 

For I must tell you friendly in your eaj\ 

Sell when you cau : you are not for all 
markets. 


•101 
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Cry the inau jnercy ; love him ; take his 
oiler : 

Foul is /riost foul, being foul to be :i s< ofter. 
Ho, take her to thee, shepherd. — Fare you 
well. 

Sweet youth, 1 pray you, chide fiyear 
together. 

I had. rather hear you chide, tliaii this lufui 
woo. 

Jiofi. He ’s fallen in lo\e with your foul- 
ness, and she ’ll fall in love with uiy anger. 
Tf it be so, as fast as she answers thee with 
frowning looks. I’ll sauee her with bittei’ 
words. — Why look you .so upon me 1 

P/ifi. For no ill will [ bear you. t- 

Jios. I pray you, do not fall in love wMth 
me, 

For I am falser than vows made* in wine : 

* Besides, I like you not. — If you will know 
my house, 

’T is ."t th(i tuft of olives, here hanl by. — 
Will you go, sister? — Hhejiherd, jdy her 
hard. — » 

Come, sister, — Shepherdess, look on him 
Ijetter, 

And lie not proud ; though all the w orld 
could s<!e. 

None could be so abus’d in siglit as he. 

Come, to our flock. 

[Rveunt .Rosalind, Cunt a, oiuf Coarx. 

/V/'’. Dead she 2 )herd ! now 1 find thy saw 
of might : s. 

“ Wlio ever lov’d, that loi'’d not .at first 
sight 1 ” 

.S'lV. Sweet Phebe, — 

P/ie. ■ Ha ! what say’st thou, Silviu-s ? 

Si/. Sweet Phebe, pity me. 

Why, I am sorry for thee, gentle 
Silvius. 

Si/. Wherever sorrow Is, I’elief would Ite: 

If you do sorrow at my grief in love. 

By giving love yonr sorrow .and niy grief 
Were both extermin’d. 

P/ie. Thou hast my love : is not that 
neighbourly ? 

Si/. I would have you, 

P/tfi. Why, that wei’e covetousness. «• 
Silvius, the time was that I hated thee, 

And yet it is not that I bear thee love ; 

But since that thou canst talk of love so 
well, 

Thy company, wliich erst was irksome to me, 

I will endure, and I ’ll employ thee too ; 

But do not look for further recomiiense. 

Than thine own gladness that thou art em- 
ploy’d. 

Si/. ^ h 9 ly, and so perfect is my love. 

And I in such a poverty of .grace, 


Tliat I shall think it a most jilenteous 
croj) ijo 

To glean the broken ears after the man 
That the main harvest reaps : loose now and 
then 

A .scatter’d smile, and that I ’ll live ujjon. 

P/ie. Know’st thou the youtli tliat sjxike to 
me erewhile 'l 

Si/. Not very well ; but T have met him 
oft ; 

And he hatli bought • the cottage, and the 
bounds, 

That the old oarlot once was master of. 

/*/n'. Think not I love liini, though I ask 
for him. 

’T is but a [leevish boy ; — yet he lalks well : — 
But what care I for "words? yet w'ords do 
well. Hr 

When he that s]>eaks them pleases those that 
hea r. 

It is a jirettv youth : - -not very }»retty ; — 
But, sure, he ’s jiroud ; and yet liis pride be- 
comes liim. 

He’ll make a proper man : the best thing in 
him 

Is his comiilexion : and faster than, his tongue 
Did make ofhmce, his eye did heal it uj). * 

He is not verv tall ; yet for his y<!ars he ’s 
tall. 

Ilis leg is but so .so ; and yet ’t is well. 

There was a pretty rednes.s in his lii) ; 

A little rijier, and more lu.sty re<l u" 

'fhan that mix’d in his cheek : ’t was just the 
difference 

Betw'ixt the constant red, and mingled 
damask. 

Theie be some women, Silvius, had they 
mark’d him 

In i>arcel.s, as I did, would have gone near 
To fall in love with him ; but, for my part., 

1 love him not, nor hate him not ; and- 

Have moi'e cause to hate hinV than to love 
him : 

For what had he to do to chide at me ? 

He said, mine eyes weiT? Idack, and my hair 
black ; 

And, now I am remember’d, scorn’d at me. ij» 
I marvel, why I answer’d not again : 

But that. ’a ell one ; omittance is no quit- 
taijee. 

I ’ll write to him a very tsiuiitiug letter. 

And thou shalt bear it ; wilt thou, Silvius ? 

Si/. Phelje, "with all my heaii:. 

P/tfi. I ’ll write it straight ; 

The matter ’s' in my head, and in my heart , 

T will be bitter with him, and passing short. 
Co with me, Silvius. [Eicextvi. 
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ScENK I. — The Foreat of Arden. 

Enter Rosalind, Celia, a/n/ JA<}rES. 

./«('/. I pr’ytliee, pretty youth, let me be 
better siccjuaiiited with tliee. 

Ron. They say, you are a melancholy fellow. 

./«//, I am so ; I do love it better than 
laugiiing. 

Hoe. Those that are in extremity of either 
are abominable fellows, and betray thein- 
sc*lve.s to every modern censure w'orse than 
drunkards. i<' 

Jaq. Why, ’tis good to be sail and say 
nothing. 

Hoe. Why then, ’tis good to be a post. 

Jitq. I have neither the scholar’s melan- 
choly, which is emulation ; nor the nmsician’s. 
which is fantastical ; n<jr the oourtier’.s, which 
is proud ; nor the soldier’.s, wdiioli is am- 
bitious ; nor the lawyer’s, which is politic ; 
nor the lady’s, which is nice , nor the lover’s, 
whicli is all these ; but it is a melancholy of 
mine ow'iv, compounded of many simples, ex- 
tracted from ma-ny objects, and, imleed, the 
sundry contemplation of my travels ; which. | 
by ofbm rumination, wrai>s me in a most 
humorous sjidness. a: 

Itoe. A traveller ! By my faith, you have 
great, reason to be sad. I fear, you ha^'e 
sold your own lands, to see other men’s ; 
then, to have seen much, and to have nothing, 
is to have rich eyes and poor hando. 

Jot/. Yes, I have gainetl my cxjwrience. 

Roe. And youi* experience' makt's you sad. 

I ha<l rather ha\'e a fool to make me merry, 
than oxj>erionce to make me sad ; and to 
tnivid for it too ! ss 

Enter Oklanpo. 

Orl. Good day, and hapi»iness, dear Ro.sji- 
lind. 

Jaq. !Nay tlien, God be wi’ you, an you 
talk in blank verse. [Exit. 

Roe. Farewell, Monsieuj' Travelk'i*. Look 
you lisp, and wear strange suits ; disable all 
the l)encfit8 of your own country ; be out of 
love with your nativity ;• and almost chide 
God for making you that counteivince you 
are : or I will scarce think yon have sw'am 
in a gondola. — Why, how now, Orlando ! j 
where have you been all this while ? You a [ 
lover ? — An you serve me such another trick, 
never come in my sight moi’e. 

Orl. My fair Rosi^ind, 1 come within an 
hour of my promise. * 


Roe. Break an hour’s promise in love ! 
He that will divide a minute into a thou.snnd 
parts, and break but a. part of the thousandth 
part of a minute in tin* atlaii's of love, it may 
be said of him, that < ^upid hath clappetl him 
o’ the shoulder, but 1 ’ll wun aiit him heart- 
whole. fta 

Orl. Pardon me, dear Uosaliiui. 

I Ro.'i. Nay, an you be .so tardy, come no 
j more in my sight : I had as lief be woo’d of 
u snail. 

Orl. Of a snail ? 

Roe. Ay, of a. snail ; for thougli In* comes 
slowly, lie carries his hou.se on his heail, a 
better jointure, I think, than you make a 
woman. Besides, he brings his destiny with 
him. oil 

Orl. What’s that? 

Roe. Why, horns ; which such as you are 
fain to be bebolding to your wives for : but 
he comes armed iu liis fortune, and pre\'ents 
the slander of his wife. 

Orl. Virtue is ho horn-maker, and my 
Rosalind is virtuous. 

Roe. And 1 am your Rosalind. 

(.'el. It pleases him to call you so ; but he 
hath a Rosalind of a lietter leer tlmii yon. w 
Roe. Come, woo me, woo me ; foi- now 1 
am in a holiday humour, and like enough to 
consent. — What would you say to me now, 
an I were your very veiy llosalind ! 

Orl. I would kiss before I spoke. 

Roe. Nay, you wiae better spt*ak first ; 
and when you were gra\t'lled for lack of 
matter, you might take o<*t;asion to kiss. 
Very g(X>il oi'atoi's. when they are out, they 
will sjiit : and for loveix, lacking {<io«l warn 
us !) matter, the cleanliest shift is to ki.s.H. 

Orl. How if the kiss be denied ( m 

Roe. Then she puts you to entreaty, and 
there begins new matter. 

^Orl. Who could be out. l>eiiig before his 
beloved mistress ? 

Roe. Marry, that should you, if I were 
your mistress, or T should think my honesty 
rankei than my wit. 

Orl. What, of my suit ? 

Roe. Not out of your apparel, and yet out 
of your suit. Am not I your Rosalind i ou 
Orl. I take some joy to say you are, becau.se. 

T would lie t«ilkiug of her. 

Roe, Well, in her {lerson, I say — I will 
not have you. 

Orl. Then, in mine own person, T <lie. 

Roe. No. ’tajth, die by attt)riiey. ITie 
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poor world is almost six thousand years ohl, 
and in all this time there was not any man 
died in his own person, indelicet, in a love- 
cause. 'Froilns had his brains dashed out 
with a Grecian club ; yet he did wliat he 
could to tUe before, and he is one of the 
patterns of love. Leandei’, he would have 
Jived many a fair year, though Hero hatl 
turned nun, if it liad not been for a hot mid- 
Mimmer-night ; for, good ^laith, he went but 
forth to wash him in the Hellespont, and, 
being taken with the cramp, was drowned, 
and the foolish chroniclers of that age fouml 
it was — Hero of Sestos. Hut these are, 'all 
lies : men have <lied from time to time, 
and worms have eaten tliem, bat not for 
love. 

Orl.' I would not have my right Rosalind 
of this mind, for, I ])rotest, her frown might 
kill mo. » I" 

Ros. By this hand, it v, ill not kill a fly. 
But conus now I will be your Ro.sa]ind in a 
more coming-on disposition ; ynd ask me what 
you will, I will grant it. 

Orl. Then love me, Rosjdind, 

Ron. Yes, 'faith will'I ; Fridays, and Satur- 
flays, and all. 

Orl. Anti wilt thou have me '( 

Ros, Ay, and twenty such. 

Or/. What say’st thou ? 

Ros. Are you not good I 12 " 

Orl. r hoiK! St). 

Ro^. Why then, can one desire too much 
of a good thing 1 C-ome, sister, you shall be 
the priest, and marry u.s. — Give me your 
hand, Orlantlt). — 'What do you say, sisttir 'l 
Orl. Pray thee, marry us. 

Cd.. I cannot say the wortls. 

Roa, You must l)egin, — “ Will yon, Or- 
lando,”— 

6W. Go to. — Will you, Orlando, Jjuve to 
wife this Rt).saliud ? iw 

Orl Twill. 

Roa. Ay, but when! 

Orl. Why, now, as fast ns she can marry 
us. 

Roa. Then you must sjiy, — “ I take thee, 
Rosalind, for wife.” 

Orl. r take thee, Rt)salind, ft)r wife. 

Roa. I might ask you for yom- commission ; 
^)Ut, — I tlo take thee, Orlantlo, for my 
husband: — thei’e's a girl goes before the 
priest ; and certainly, a woman’s thotight 
rtnis before her actit)ns. no 

Orl. St) tlo all thoughts : they are winged. 
Roa. Now tell me how long you would 
have her, aftei* you have j)ossessed her. 

Orl. For ever, ami a tlay. 


Roa. 8ay a tlay, without the ever. No, 
no, Orlando : men are April when they woo, 
December when tho)’^ wed ; maids ai’t) May 
when they art? niuida, but the sky changes 
Avhen they art) wives. I will be more jealous 
of thee than a Barbary cock-pigeon over hib 
heu j more clamorous than a parrot against 
! rain ; more new-fangled than an ape ; more 
j gitkly in my desires than a monkey : I will 
wee]) for nothing, like Diana in the fountain, 
and I will tlo that when you ai’e disposed to 
be merry ; I will laugh like a hyen, anti 
j that wlieii thou ait; inclined to sleep. 

! Orl. But will my Rosalind ido so 1 

Roa. By my life, sht) will do as 1 do. 

Orl. O ! but she is wise. las 

Roa. Or else she could not have the wit 
to tlo this : the wisei’, the waywarder. Make 
the doors u])oji a woman’s wit, and it will out 
at the casement ; shut that, and 't will out at 
the kt'y-liole ; .stoj) that, 't will fly with the 
.smoke out of the clinnnoy. 

Orl. A man that hatl a wife wit,h such a 
wit, he might sjty,- ‘‘ Wit, whitlmr wilt ?” 

Ro.h. Nay, you might keep that check for 
it, till you met your wife’s wit going to your 
iiciglibonr’s bet]. 

Orl. And what wit could wit have to ex- 
cuse tliat? 

Roa. Marry, to say, — slie came to seek you 
there. You shall ntsver take her without her 
answer, uultiss you take hci* witliout her 
tongue : O ! that woman that cannot make 
her fault her Imshand’s occasion, let her never 
muse her chiltl herself, for she will breed it 
like a ft)t)l. 

Orl. Koi’ these two hours, Rosalind, I will 
lea\ e thee. 

Roa. Alas, dear love ! I cannot lack thee 
two houi's. 

Orl I nmst atteiul the duke at dinner : 
by two o’clock I will be with thee again, iro 

Roa. Ay, go your ways, go your ways. — I 
knew wliat you wonhl ])rove ; my friends 
told me as much, and I thought no less ; — 
that flattering tongue of yf)urs won me : — 'tis 
but one cast away, and so,— come, death ! — 
Two o’clock is youi‘ hour 1 

Orl Ay, sweet Ro.salind. 

Roa. By my troth, and in good eaimest, 
and so God mend me, and by all pretty oaths 
that are i/)t dangerous, if you break one jot 
of your promi.se, or come one minute behind 
your hour, I vdll tliink you the most pathe- 
ticid break-proniise, and the most hollow 
lover, and the most unworthy of her you 
call Rosalind, that may be chosen out of 
the gross band of tlic unfaithful. Thei-e- 
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fore, bewiu'e my censure, and keep your 
pirmiise. 

Orl. With no less religion, than if tlioit 
wert indeed my Rosalind : so, adieu. 

Well, I’iine i.s the old justice that 
examines all such olhniclei’s, and let Time 
try. Atlieu. . \^JCxif Orlando. 

CeL You have simply misused our sex 
in your love-piute. VV«- must have youi' 
loublet and ho.se plucked oVer your head, 
and show the work! what the bird hath done 
to her own ne.st. 

Mos. O ! v.oz, coz, coz, my ju’etty little coz, 
that thou didst know how many fathom deep 
I am in love ! But 1 cannot be .sounded : 
my adeetion hath an unknown bothnn, like 
th<* )>ay of Portugal. 

CvJ. Or, rather, bottomless ; that as fas*' 
as you jxrnr affection in, it runs out. a*' 

/I'otS. No; that same wicked bastard of 
Venus, that was begot of tlaaight, conceived 
of .spleen, and boi-n of madne.ss, that blind 
ra.scally boy, that abus('.s every oiufs eyes, 
because his own ai'c. out, let him be judge- 
how deep 1 am in love. — I’ll tell thee, 
Aliena, .1 cannot be out of the sight of 
Orlando. 1 ’ll go find a shadow, and sigh 
till h<‘ come. 

Vel. And I ’ll shiep. \_Exev.'nt. 


SoEXK .1 1.-— Another Part of the Pore.st. 
Enter Jaqles and Lorda, like foresters, 

Jnq. Which i.s he that killed the tlecr / 

1 Lord. Sir, it was 1. 

./uf/. Let’s j)re..sent him to the duke, like a 
Homan comjueror ; and it wouhl do w«*ll to 
set the deer’s horn.s uj>on las hea<l for a 
branch of victory. — Have you no song, 
forester, for this purpose \ 

2 Lord. Yes, sir. 

,raq. Sing it; ’tis no matter how it be in 
tune, so it make noise enough. 

Song. ' 

What shall he, have, that kill'd thr. deer I 
His leather skin, and horns to ivear. 

Then sing him home. » 

I'ake, tlkon no scorn, to wear the horn; 

It was a crest ere than n'ost born. 

Thy father’s father wore it, 

A nd thy father bore it : 

The horn,, the horn, the lusty horn. 

Is not a thing to hmifh to scant,. 

\Exeunt. 
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Scene Til.— Another Part of the Forest. 

Enter Ho.salind and Oelia. 

Ros. How say you now ? Is it not past 
two (j’clock ! ami here )mich Orlando ! 

I ’el. I warrant you, with pure love, and 
troubled briiin, be luitli ta’**n bis bow and 
arrow.s, ami is gone forth --tf> sleep. Look, 
who comes here. 

Enter Su.virs. 

*S7/. My errand is to you, fair youth.- - 
My gentle Pliebe did bid me gi'c you this ; 

[O'irivn/ a letter. 

1 know iK)t the contents ; but, as 1 guess 
By the .stern brow, and waspish action, 

Which slw* did n.se as she was writing of it, w 
It bears an angry tenor. Pardon me, 

I am but as a guiltless me.ss(‘ngei‘. 

Ros. Patience ber.self would startle at this 
letter. 

And play the swaggerer : bear this, bear all. 
She says, I am not fair; that 1 lack manners; 
She calls me proud, apd that she could not 
]o\e me, 

V'ere man as rai’e as ]>hoenix; Od ’s my will ! 
Her love is not the hare that I do hunt ; 
Wliy writes she so to me? — Well, shepherd, 
well ; 

This is a l»?tter of your owji device. w- 

Si! . No, I protest ; J know' not the con- 
tents ; 

Phelx- <lid write it. 

Ros. CoiiK*, come, you are a fool, 

And turn’d into the extj-emity of love. 

1 saw her luiml : she lets a leathern baud, 

A freestoiie-(;oloui 'd baud : 1 \ <-rily dhl think 
That lier old gloves were on, but ’t was her 
hands : 

►She has a housewife’s hand ; but that ’s no 
mattfr. 

1 .say, she nes er did invent this letter ; 

This is a man’s invention, and his hand. 

. SU. Sure, it is hers. »> 

Ros. Why, ’t is a boi.sterous and a cruel 
style. 

A style for challengers : why, she defies me. 
Like Turk to Christian. Woman’s gentle 
Ijraiu 

Could not drop forth such giant-rude inven- 
tion. 

Such Ethiop words, blacker in their cff’ect 
Than in their countenance. — Will you la-av 
the hitter? 

SU. So please you ; for I mwer Iieard it 
y<d, 

Y et heard too much of Phebe’s cruelty. 
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h'on. She Phcb*.‘« me. Murk liow the tyrani 
writ OH. 

“ .Art thou ji'od to fihepherd turn’d, * 
Tliat a maiden ’h heai’t hath bnrji’d?” — 
(.’an a woman rail thuH ? 

Sif. (.’all you tills railing'! 

/los. “ Why, thy godhead laid aj>art, 
Warr’st thou with a woman ’s heart'!” 
Did you over hear such railing? — 

“Whiles the eye of mah did woo me. 

That could do tio vengeance to mo.”~ 
Meaning me a beast. — 

“If the .scorn of your bright eyne 
Ha\’e ]K)wer to raise such love in mine, 
Alack ! in me what strange eftcct 
Would they work in mild asifoct? 
Whiles you chide me, 1 did love ; 

How then might your pmyers move? 

He that brings this love to thee, 

Little knows this love in me : 

And by him seal up thy mind ; 

Whethi.T that thy youtli .and kind 
Will the faithful oiler take 
< )f me, and all that I can make ; 

( )r else by him my love deny, 

.And then 1 ’ll .stiWy how to die.” 

(Adi you this chiding? 

Ci‘l. Alas, poor shejdierd ! 

Jios, Do you })ity him 1 no ; ho deserves 
no pity.' Wilt thou love such a woman? — 
What, to make thee an in.struinent, ami ]»lay 
false strains u]»on thee ! not to bo endured ! 

W*!]!, go your way to her, (for 1 see, lovo 
hath made thee a tame snake,). and say this to 
her : — that if she love me, I charge her to 
loA’e thee ; if she will not, I will never have 
her, unless thou entreat for her. — If you be a 
true lover, hence, and not a Avord, for here 
comes more company. [A’/nV SiLvius. 

/■J/ifft- Oliver. 

OH. flood morroAv, fair ones. Pi’ay you, if 
you know, 

Whei’O in the purlieus of this forest stands 
A sheepcote, fenc’d about with oliv'e-trees ? 
Cel. West of this phice, down in the neigh- 
boiu’ bottom : 

’fhe rank of osic'rs, by the murmuring stream, 
Left on your right hand, brings you to the 
])lace. so 

liut at this hour tlie house doth keep itself ; 
Tliere ’s none within. 

OIL If that an eye may profit by a tongue, 
Then should T know you by description; 

Such gannents, and such years : — “ The boy 
is fair. 

Of female favour, and bestows himself 
Like a ripe sister : the woman low, 


* And browner than her brother.” Are not 
yoii 

The owner of the house I did iiujuira for ? 

Cel. It is no boast, being ask’d, to say, wo 
are. 

OH. Orlando doth commend him to ycAi 
both ; 

And to that youth, ho calls his Rosalind, 

He .sends this V)loo<ly napkin. Are you ho ? 

Hon. 1 am. What must we nadeiutaud by 
‘ this? 

OH. Some of my shame ; if you will know 
of me, 

VV’hat man I am, and how,* and why, and 
where 

This handkorolicr was stain’d. 

Cel. I pray you, tell it. 

OH. When last the young Orlandt- parted 
from you. 

He left a pi'omise to return again 
Within an liour ; and, pacing thi’ough the 
foi'est, joo 

Chewing the footl of sweet and bitter fancy, 
Lo, Avhat befell ! he threw his eye aside, 

And, mark, what object did present itself ! 
Under an old {)ak, whose boughs were moss’d 
with ago, 

And high top bald with dry suitiquity, 

A wi*etehed ragged man, o’ergrown with liair, 
Lay shieping on his back : about hi.s neck 
A green and gilded snake ba<l wreath’d ibsclf, 
Wiio Avjth her hea<l, nimble in threats, ap- 
proach’d 

Tlie 0 }>ening of his mouth : but suddenly, " no 
8eeing Oi'lando, it unlink’d itself, 

And Avith indented glides did slip away 
Into a bu.sh : under which busli’s shade 
A lione.ss, Avith uddei's all drawn 'dry, 

Ljiy couching, head on ground, with catlike 
Avatch, 

When that tlie sleeping man should stir ; for 
’t is 


Tlie royal di.sposition of that beast, 

To prey on nothing that doth seem as dead. 
This seen, Crlande did approach the man, 
And found it was his brother, his elder 
brother, i3» 

Cel. O ! I have heard him speak of that 
same bi'other ; 

And lie did remler him the most unnatural 
Tliat liv’d. ’mongst men. 

OH. * And well he might so do, 

For well I know he was unnatural. 

Hon. But, to Orlando. — Did he leaAUJ him 


there, 

Food to the suck’d and hungry lioness ? 

OH. Twice did he turn his back, and pqr 
pos’d so ; • 


( 
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But kindnesfi, nobler ever tJiiin rtweuge, 

Autl naturts, stronger than Ixis jxist oeeasiou, 
Mailo liini give battle to the lioness, rw 

Who <iuiekly foil beforti him ; in w^hich hui’t- 
Jing 

yi’Oin niiseiuble slumber I awiikM. 

Cel. Are you his brother '{ 

Jloe. Was it you he rescu’d ? 

CV7. Was ’t you that did so oft contrive to 
kill him t 

01 i. ’Twas I; but ’t is not 1. 1 do not 

shame 

To toll yon what I was, since my conversion 
So sweetly tastes, being the thing I am. 

Ron. But, for the bloody napkin I 
OH. By-and-by. 

Wlicii from the fiixt to last, betwixt us two, 
Tears our recountments had most kindly 
batli’d, u.( 

As, how 1 came into that desert ]dace : — 
fn brief, he led me to the gentle <luke, 

Who gave me fresh array, and entei-taiii merit, 
(Jommitting me unto my brother’s love : 

Who led me instantly unto his cave, 

There stripp'd himself ; und here, upon his 
arm, 

The lioness had torn some flesh away, 

Which all this while ha<l bled ; ami now he 
faiuteil, 

And cried, in fainting, upon Rosalind. 

Brief, I re<!Ovor’d him, bound u]> his wound ; 
And, after some small space, being strong at 
heart, a: 

He sent me hither, stranger as 1 am. 

To tell this story, that you might excuse 
His broken promise ; and to give this napkin. 


UyM in his blood, unto the shepherd youth 
That he in sport doth call his Rosalind. 

I Rosalind mrooun. 

Cel. Why, how now, Hanymede 1 sweet 
( Janyiiu;de ! 

OU. Many will swoon when tliey do look 
on blood. 

Cel. There is more in it. ~ Cousin ! — (runy- 
me<le ! 

Oli. Look, ho recovers. '.6« 

Ro,s, J would I were at home. 

CO.. We 'II lead you thither. — 

I pray you, will you take him by the arm '1 

OH. Be of good chem*, youth. — You a man'! 
Yon lack a man ’s heai-t. 

Ron. I do so, I confess it. Ah, .sirmh ! a 
body would tliink this was well couid.ei‘- 
feited. I piuy you, tell your brother how 
well 1 counterfeited. — Heigh-ho !- -- 

()H. This was not counterfeit ; there is too 
gi'cat t<!stimouy in your complexion, that it 
w<is a passion of earnest. m 

Ron. ( 'ounterfeit, 1 a.ssui’e you. 

(Hi. Well then, take a good heart, and 
counterfeit to be a man. 

Ron. So I do ; but, ;’ faith, I should have 
been a woman by right. 

Cel. Come; you ](H)k paler and paler : pray 
you, di'iiw homewards. — Lood .sir, go with 
us. 

OH. That w’ill I, for I must bear answer 
back, 

How you excuse my brotlier, Rosalind. ei 

Ron. J shall devise .something. But, 1 pray 
yon, ooiiimmul my counterfeiting to him. — 
Will 3 'ou go 1 


Scene I. — The Forest of Arden. 

Touchstone nud Aui^hey. 

Tom-h. We shall fiiul a time, Au<lrey : 
patience, gentle Audrey. 

Aod. ’Faith, the priest was good errough, 
fid' all tlie old geirtleman’s saying. 

Touch. A mo.st wickml Sir Oliver, Audr<.*y; 
a nuxst vile Mar-text. But, Audi-ey, there is 
a youth here hr the fore.st lays claim to you. 

A ad. Ay, I kirow who ’t is : luf hatlr no 
interest hr me in the world. Here coures the 
man you mean. u 

Enter William. 

Touch. It is meat and drink to me to see 
a clown. By my tr'oth, we that have good 


wits Imve much to answer for : we shall be 
flouting ; we cannot hold. 

Will. (Jood even, Audrey. 

Aud. (.lod ye good even, William. 

Will. And good even to you, sir. 

Touch, (rood even, gentle friend. Cover 
thy head, <iovcr thy liead, nay, pr’ythce, bo 
covered. How old are you, friend 1 2 <j 

Will. Five-and-twenty, sir. 

Toueh. .A. rijre age. Is thy name William? 

Will. William, sir. 

Touch. A fair name. Wast horn i’ the 
forest hero ? 

Will. Ay, sir, I tharrk God. 

Touch. Thank God a good answer. Art 
rich ? 

Will. ’Faith, sir, so, so. 
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Touch. So, so, is good, v'ory goo<l, vf'i’v v\- 
cellont good ; and yet it is not ; it is Init so, 
80. Art tliou wise ? .’ii* 

Wi//. Ay , sir, I have a jn-etty wit. 

Touch. Why, tliou say’st well. 1 do now 
reiiieinl)er a saying, “The fool doth tliink he 
is wise, hilt the wise man know,s him.self to he 
a fool.” Tlie heatlien philosopher, when he 
had a desire to oat a grape, would open his 
lips when he put it into his iiioiith, meaning 
tlu'i-ehy, that gi'apes were made to liat, and 
Ups to open. You do love this maid '( 

wm. 1 do, sir. 

Touch, (live me your hand. Art thou 
learned 

Win. No, sir. 

Touch. Then learn this of ine. To hav<", is 
to have ; for it is a figure in i-hetorie, that 
drink, hcing poured out of a oUi» into a glass, 
hy filling the one doth empty the other ; for 
•all your writers do consent, that ip.sc is he: 
now, you are not //Ave, for 1 am he. 

Wid. Which lui, sir'f » 

'Touch. He, sir, that must marry this 
woman. Therefore, you clown, abandon, — 
w'hieh is in the vulgar, leave,- -the society. — 
whii'h in the boorish is, company, — of this 
female, — which in the common is, woman ; 
which together is, abandon the .society of this 
femah% or, clown, thou perishest ; or, to thy 
better nnderstamling, diest ; or, to wit, I kill 
thee, make thee away, translate thy life into 
death, thy liberty into bondage. I will deal 
in poi.son with thee, or in liastinado. or in 
steel : I will bandy with thee in faittion ; I 
will o’errun thee with policy ; I will kill thei‘ 
a humlred and fifty ways : therefoix? tremble, 
and defiart. c«i 

Aud. Do, good William. 

Will. Clod rest you merry, sii'. [^Exit. 

Enter Corin. 

Cor. Ov.r master and mistrc.s.s seek j'ou ; 
come, aw'ay, away ! 

Touch. Tri]), Audrey, trip, Audrey. — I 

attend, I atteml. [E.>ruul. 

kSoK.NK TI. — Another Part of the Forest. 
Enter Orlando ami Oliver. 

OrJ. Is 't possible, that on .so little ac- 
quaintance you should like her? that, but 
.seeing, you should love her ? and, loving, 
woo? and, wooing, .she .should grant ? ami 
will you jjei-severe b> enjo)'’ her? 

Oli. Neither call the giddiness of it in i 


que.stion, the poverty of her, the small ac- 
quaintance, my sudden wooing, nor her 
sudden consenting ; but say witli me, 1 
love Aliena; say with her, that she loves 
mo ; consent with both, tliat we may enjoy 
each other : it shall be to your good ; for m^ 
father’s house, and all the revenue that was 
ohl Sir Rowland’.s, will I e.slate upon you, 
and here live and die a shephei'd. is 

Orl. You have my consent. Let your 
wedding be to-morrow • thither will I invite 
the duke, ami all his contented ’followoi-s. 
do you, and prepare Aliena ; for, look you, 
here comes my Rosalind. ' 

Enter Rosalind. 

Ros. dod save you, brother. 

Oli. And you, fair sister. 

Ro». O ! my dear (-)iTando, how it gric\ es 
me to set' thee n ear thy heart in a .scarf. 

Orl. It is lu}- arm. 

Roe. I thought thy heart had been wounded 
with the claw.s of a lion. 

Orl. Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a 
lady. 

Roe. Did your brother tell you how T 
counteiTeited to swoon, when he showed me 
your handkerchi^r ? 

Orl. Ay, and greater wonders than that, w 

Roe. O ! I know where you ai‘(‘. —Nay, 
’t is true : then? was never anything so smhleu, 
but the fight of two rams, and (.ke.sai*’s 
thrasonical l»rag of — “ I came, .saw, and over- 
came : ” for your brotlier and my sistci' no 
sooner met, but they looketl ; no sooner 
looked, but they loved ; no sooner loved, but 
they sighed ; no sooner sighed, but they 
asked one another tin* reason ; no .sooner 
knew the rea.son, but they .sought the renieily : 
and in these d<*grees haA’e they madi* n jiair 
of stairs to marriage, which tliey will idimb 
bicontinent, or else be incontinent before 
marnage. They are in the very wmth of 
love, and they will together: clubs cannot 
jiaii them. 

Orl. They shall be married to-morrow, and 
I will bid the duke to the nujitial. Rut, O ! 
liow bitter a thing it is to look into happine.ss 
through another in.-in’s oyes ! By so much 
the more sliall 1 to-morrow be at the height 
of heart-j^eaviness, by how much T shall think 
my brother hapj*y in having what he wi.shes 
for. 

Roe. Why then, to-morrow 1 cannot ser\e 
your turn for Kosalind ? 

Orl. J can liv'e no longer by thinking. .w 

Roe. I Avill weary you then no longer with 
idle talking. Know of mo then (for now I 
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speak to some purpose), that I know you are 
a gentleman of good conceit. I speak not 
this, that you should hear a good opinion of 
rny knowledge, insomuch 1 say, I know you 
are; neither do I lahoxir for a greater' esteem 
shan may in some little measure draw a be- 
lief from you, to do yourself good, and not to 
grace me. Believe then, if you please, that I 
can do strange things. I have, since I was 
three years old, conversed with a magician, 
most profound in his . art, and yet not dam- 
nable. If you do love Kosalind so near the 
lieai’t as your gesture cries it out, when 
your brother marrms Aliena, shall you many 
hci’. I know into what straits of fortune she 
is driven ; and it is not impo.saible to me, if 
it apjKijir not inconvenient to you, to set h<u- 
iKifore your eyes to-morrow, human as slie is, 
and without any danger. 

Or/. Hpojik’st thou in .sober moaning? •» 

//o.v. By my life, 1 do ; whicli J tender 
dearly, chough I say I am a magician. There- 
fore, put you in your best array, bid your 
friends, for if you will be mari'ied to-morrow, 
you phall, tuid to Kosaliml, if you will. Look, 
here comes a lover of mine, and a lover of 
hers. 

Enter SiLvnis and Phebe. 

/Vdo. Youth, you have «lone me much un 
gcntleriesH, 

To show the letter that I wiat to you. 

Ros. I care not, if I have : it is my study 
To ^oem despiteful and ungentle to you. ™ 
You are there follow’d by a fiiitliful shepherd : 
Look upon him, love him ; he worships you. 

Rite. Goo<l shepherd, tell this youth what 
’t is to love. 

SiL It is to be all made of sighs and tears; 
And so am I for Phebe. 

Phe. And I for Ganymede. 

Orl, And I for Rosalind. 

Ro6. And I for no woman. 

S\l. It is to be all made of faith and ser 
vice ; 

And so am I for Phebe. 

Phe. And I for Ganymede. 

Orl. And 1 for Rosalind. 

Ros. And I for no woman. 

SU. It is to be all made of fantasy, 

All made of passion, and all made Ojf wishes ; 
All adoration, duty, and observance'^ 

All humbleness, all patience, and impatience; 
All purity, all trial, all observance ; 

And so am I for Phebe. 

Pile. And so am I for Ganym<»le. 

Orl. And so am T for Rosalind. 

Ros. And so am I for no woman. 
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Pile. [7’o Rosalind.] If this Iw so, why 
blame you me to love you ? 

Eil. [7'o Phebe.] If this be so, why blame 
you me to love you ? 

Orl. If this Ixi so, why blame you me to 
love you ? 

Ros. Who do you speak to, “ Why blame 
you mo to love you ? ’’ 

Orl. To her, that is not bore, nor doth not 
hear’. 

Ros, Pray you, no more of this : ’t is like 
the howling of Irish wolves agjiinst the moon. 
— \To SiLVius.] I will help you, if I esu : — 
\To Phebe.] I wouhl love you, if I could. — 
To-morrow meet me all together-. — [7V> 
Phebe.] I will marry you, if ever I marry 
woman, and I '11 be marrital to-morrow [7'o 
Orlando.] I will satisfy you, if ever 1 satis- 
lio<l man, and you shall bt* married to-morrow ; 
— [To SiLVius.] I will content you, if what 
pleases you contents you, suul you shall be 
married to-morr-ow. — [ 7'f> Orlando.] As you 
love Ro.salind, BWict : — [7'o SiLVlus. ] As you 
love Phebe, meet : and as I love no woman. 
I '11 meet. — So, fare you well : I have left you 
commands. 

Sil. I '11 not fail, if 1 live. !»■ 

Phe. hi or I. 

Orl. Nor T. [E'.txtint. 

Scene III. — Another Par*t of the Forest. 

Enter Touchstone and Audrev. 

Tonch. To-morrow is the joyful day, Au- 
drey: to-moiTow will we be man-ied. 

Au<l. I do desire it with all my heart, and 
1 hope it is no dishonest tlesire, to desii-c to be 
a woman of the world. Here come two of 
the banishcrl ditkf!’.s pages. 

Enter Two Pa.gee. 

1 Patje. Well met, honest gentleman. 

Touch. By my troth, well met. Come, sit, 

sit, and a song. 

2 Paye. We ar'e for you : sit i’ the middle. 

1 Paye. Shall wo clap into ’t roiindly, witli- 

out hawking, or spittirrg, or saying w-e are 
hoarse, wliich are the only prologues to a bad 
voice ? *■'* 

2 Pmje. V faitli, i’ faith ; and both in a 
tune, like tw'O gipsies on a horse. 

Song. 

It was a lover, and his leiss, 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey uonino, 
That o'er the yrecn corn-JieUl did pass, 

In the spring time, the only pretty viny lime., 



Act V. 


AS YOU LIKE IT. 


SCEVE IV. 


Wlten birdx do sing, Jtey ding a ding, ding ; 
Street lovers love t/ie spring. »» 

liettrevn the acres of tit e rye, 

Witk a hey, and a ho, and a hey notiino, 

These, jyretty country folks would lie. 

In spring thtte, d'c. 

This carol they began that hottr. 

With a hey, and a. ho, and a hey nanino, 

Jloto that a lifewaA butM jhtwer 
In spring ti/nc, fee. 

./ nd therefore take the pr-sent t'tnte. 

With a hey, and a ho, and a- hey nontiio. 

For love is crowned icifh the prittte, ai 

In sirring iinte, de. 

Totich. Ti’uly, yoiniif gciitleiiirn, tliou"li 
tlit-ro was IK) inattfi- in tin* 'Utty, yot 

tho iK)t<> was v<*ry nntnucablo. 

I Fitye. You are <locoive«l, sij’ : we kept 
time ; we lost not our time. 

Tottch. riy my trt>tli, yes ; I count it but 
lime lo.st to Jiear sncli u foolish sonj^. tloil be 
wi’ you ; ami Ood mend your voices. ( Vane, 
Audrf'y. \^Exettnt. 


ScKNK TV. Another Part of the Forest. 

Enter Di kk Senior, Ajmkns, .T.vqcrs, 
Okt.amk), OnivKi!, <tnd V. 

Duke S, I)o.st thou beli<‘ve, Orlando, that 
the boy 

('.an <lo ail this that he hath proniise<l [ 

Orl. 1 sometiiiK's do believe, and sometimes 
do not, 

As tliose that fear; they hoj><', and know they 
fear. 

Enter KosaltN'T), Sit.vii s, and PtlKur, 

Jlos. T’atieneo once more, whiles (>nr com- 
pact is urij’d. — 

[7'o the, Dl'kk.] You .say, if I bring in your 
Jlosidind, 

You will b(^stow her on Orlando h(>re ? 

Duke, S. Tlijit would 1, had 1 kingdoms to 
give with her. 

llos. [7b OitL.VNDO.] And yon say. you w ill 
liavo lier, wlion I brin;^ lu‘r ( 

OrL That would I, were I of all kiiij^donis 
kiiiy. io 

JtOS, [7b Fiieijr.] Von say, you ’ll marry 
Jnc>, if [ he willing 1 

Phe. That will 1, should I die the hour 
after. 

Jlos. But if you do i-efus(^ to marry Tue, 

Vou ’ll give yourself to this most faithful 
shepherd ? 


Phe. So is the bargain. 

Ros. [To SiLvius.] You say, that you ’ll 
have Phobe, if she will ] 

Sil. Though to have her and deatli were 
‘ both one thing. 

Jios. I liave j)i‘omis’d to make all this 
matter even. 

Keep you your word, O duke ! to give your 
daughter ; — i» 

Vou yours, Orlando, to receive liis daughter; — 
Keep you your word, Phebe, that you ’ll 
marry me, , 

(dr else, refusing me, to wed this shepherd ; — 
K(‘ej) your word, Silvius; that yon ’ll marry 
her, 

If she refuse me ; — and from hei;ce I go. 

To make: these doubts all even. 

[K.r.eunt Bosalivd and (JlciilA. 
Dnke S. I do remember in this shepherd- 
hoy 

Some lively touches of my daughter’s favour. 
Orl. My lord, the tir.st time that 1 over 
.saw him, 

Methought he was a brother to your 
ilaughter ; , 

But, my good lortl, this hoy is forest-born, no 
And hath been tutor’d in the rudiments 
Of many ilesjx'r.-ite studies by his uncle. 
Whom he repoids to be a great magician, 
(.IKscured in the eiivle of this forest. 

Jag. Tliere is, sure, anotlun’ ilood toward, 
and these i-ouples are coming to the ark. 
Here comes .a pair of very strange beasts, 
whu-h in all tongues are called fools. < 

Enter Tocohstonk )///</ Audrey. 

Tottch. Salutation and greeting to you all. 
Jag. (Tood my lord, hid him wtdeome. 
This is the motley-minded gentleumn, that 1 
have so often met in the forest ; he hath been 
ji coiu’tier, he swe.ar.s. « 

Touch. If any man doubt that, let him put 
me to my purgation, I have trod a measure; 

1 have flattered a lady ; I hiive been politic 
with my friend, smooth with mine enemy ; I 
have undone three tuiloi’s ; I have had four 
([uarrels, an<l lik<f to have fought one. 

Jtu/. Anil how Avas that ta’eu up 1 
Tottxh. ’.Faith, we mot, and found the 
ipiarrel was upon tlu; sevi'Uth cause. no 

Jtwg. How seventh cause ? — Gooil my lord, 
like this fellow. 

Duke S. T like, him very well. 

Touch. ( Tod ild you, sir ; I desire you of 
the like. 1 ])resH in heri*, sir, amongst the 
rest of the wmitry copulative.s, to swear, and 
to forswear, according as marriage binds, 
and blood breaks. — A i)Oor virgin, sir, an 
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ill-favoui-ed thing, sir, but mine own : a poor 
humour of mine, sir, to take that no man else 
will. Rich honesty dwells like a miser, sir, in a 
poor house, as your jwiarl in your foul oyster. ni 

Dvke S. By my faith, he is very swift and 
sfntentioua 

Toti^h. According to the fool’s bolt, sir, 
and such dulcet diseases. 

Jaq. But, for the seventh cause, how did 
you find the ijuarrel on the .'eventh cause ? 

Touch. Upon a lie seven times removed. — 

, Bear your body moi*e seeming, Audrey. — As 
thus, sir. I did dislike the cut of a- certain 
courtier’s l)eard„: he sent me word, if I said 
his beard was not cut well, he was in the 
mind it was ; this is called the “ retort 
courteous.” If I sent him word again it was 
not well cut, he would send me woi*d he cut it 
to please himself ; this is called the “ quip 
motlcst.” If again, it was not well cut, he 
disabled my judgment : this is called the 
“ reply churlish.” If again, it was not well 
cut, he would answer, T spake not ti-ue : this 
is called the “ I’oproof valiant.” If again, it 
was not well cut, he would say, I lie ; this is 
calleil the “ counttirchcck (piamtlsome : ” and 
.so to the lie cii'cum.stantial,” and the “ lie 
direct.” >2 

Jaq, And how oft did you say, his beard 
was not well cut ? 

Touch. 1 durst go no further than the “lie 
circumstantial,” nor lie durst not give me the 
“ lie direct ; ” an<l so we mea.sured swords, 
and part(;d. 

Jaq. Can you nominate in order now the 
degrec.s of the lie 1 >>« 

Touch. O sir, we fpiarrel in print ; by the 
book, as you have Ixioks for good imuinci's : 

I will name you the. degrees. The first, the 
retort courteous ; the second, the quip 
modest ; the third, the reply churlish ; the 
fourth, the reproof valiant ; the fifth, the 
countercheck quarrelsome ; the sixth, the lie 
with circumstance ; the seventh, the lie 
direct. All these you may avoid, but the lie 
direct ; and you may avoid that too, with an 
i/. I knew when seven justices could not 
take up a quairel ; but when the |Mrtics w'ere 
met themselves, one of them thought but of 
an ij', as if you said so, thot I said so ; and 
they shook hands and .swore brothers. Your 
if is the only peace-maker ; much '.Virtue in 

if. iifl 

Ja^. Is not this a I’are fellow', my lord? 
he ’s as good at anything, and yet a fool. 

Duke S. He uses his folly like, a stalking- 
horse, and under the pre.sentation of that, he 
shoots his wit. 


Enter Hymkn, leadiruj Rosalind in womaiCa 
clothes, atul Celia. 

tStill Jfusic. 

Hyin. Then is there mirth in heave'll. 

When CAirthly t hilly a made even 
Atone toyet.hrr. 

(Jood duke, recfice thy daughter. 
Hymen f rom lu-aren brought her; 

Yea, broiAjht her hither. 

That lJu)U mightst join her hand u'ith 
his, 

Whose heart U'ithin her bosom is. 
iios. ['To UuKE *S'.] To you 1 give my. self, 
for I am yours. 

[I'c Orlando.] 'royou I give myself, for 1 am 
yours. 

Duke S. If there bo truth in sight, you aie 
my daughter. 

Orl. If th(*re bo truth in .sight, you are my 
Ro.salind. 

The. If sight and shajie be true, rst 

Why thep, my love adieu ! 

Nos. yi'o Di.'kk >S’.] 1 ’ll have no father, if 
you be not he : — 

['To OjUiAXDO.] 1 ’ll have no husband, if you 
be not luf : • - 

[7’e Pheue.] Nor ne’er wfxl woman, if you be 
not sh(*. 

Hym. Peace, ho! I bar confusion. 

’T is 1 must make conclusion 
Of th(*s (5 most strange cveut.s : 

Here’s eight that must take hands, 

To join in Jlyiucn’s bamls. 

If truth hohls true contents. i.ai 
[7\* OuLANPO u?/r/Ilo.sALiM).] Vou aiul 
you no cross shall part : 

\l\i Oliver nud (!klia.] Y^ou and you 
an heart in lu;art : 

[7’o Pjiere.J You to his love mu.st 
accord, 

Ur ha\’e a woman to your lord : 

[7b Touchstone and Audrey.] You 
and you arc sure together. 

As the winter to foul weather. 

Whiles a wcdlock-hyinn w'c sing. 

Feed yourselves with questioning, 

That reason -wumder may diminish, 
How thus we m<‘t, and these things 
fini.sh. 

SoNC. 

Wedding is great Juno's cronm : m 

0 blsssed bond of board and bed! 

'T is Hymen peoph>s every town ; 

High wedlock then be Jumoured. 
Honour, high honour, atul, renown, 

To Hymen, god of every town ' 
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huhe <V. O my deal* niece ! welcome thou 
art to me : 

Even daughter, welcome in no less degree. 

[7V> SiLVius.] I will not eat my woixl, 
now thou aii; mine ; 

Thy faith my fancy to thee doth combine, iso 

Enter Jaques de Buis. 

Jaq de B. Let me have audience for a word 
or two. * 

lam the second son of old Sir Rowland, 



Duke Frederick, hearing how that evciy day 
Men of groat worth resorted to this forest. 
Address’d a mighty power, wliich were on 
foot 

In his own conduct, purposely to take 
His brother liere, and put him to the sword. 
And to the skirts of thi.s wild wood ho came, 
Where, meeting with an old religious man, loo 
After some que.stion with him, was converted | 
Both from his enterpri.se, and from the world ; 1 
His crown ljequ<;athing to his banish’d j 
brother. 

And all their lands restor’d to thtun iigain. 
That wen* with him exil’d. This to be true, 

I do engage my life. 

Duke S. Welcome, young man; 

Thou offer’ st fairly to thy brothers’ wedding : 
To one, his lands withheld ; and to the other-, 

A land itself at large, ])otent <lukedom. i 
Fii-st, in this forest, let us do thost; ends tro { 
That hei-e were well begun, and well begot ; j 
And after, (‘vejy of this happy number, j 

That have einlur’d .shrewd dJ*-ys i^nd nights j 
with us, I 

Hindi shai'e the good of our I’eturned fortujie, 
Accoi’ding to the measure of their stotes. j 


Meantime, forget this new-fall'n dignity, 

And fall into our rustic revelry. — 

Plav, music 1 and you brides and bridegrooms 

. ^ 1 , 

With ‘measure heap’d in joy, to tlie measures 
fall. » 

Jfup Sir, by your ])ationce. — If I heard you 
rightly. 

The duke hath put on a religions life, i«f 

And thrown into neglect the jwmpous court '{ ' 

Jaq. de B. He hath. 

Jaq. To him will I: out of these jcon 
vertites 

Thtire is much matter to* be heard and 
learn ’d. — 

[7'o Duke /S’.] You to your former honour I 
l.->equoath ; 

Your patience, and your virtue, well deseiwe 
it : — 

[To Okuando.] You to a love, that your true 
faith doth merit : — 

[To Oliver.] You to your land, and love, and 
great allies ; 

[To SiLviua] You to a long and well-deserved 
bed . 

[To Touchstone.] And you to wrangling; for 
thy loving voyage loi 

Is but for two months victuall’d. — So, to your 
plca.sureH : 

I am for other than for dancing mea.su res. 

Dvke, /S', Stay, Jaques, stay. 

Jaq. To see no pa.stime, I : — what you 
would have, 

I ’ll stay to know at your abandon’d cave. 

[Exit. 

Duke. /S’. Procee<l, proceed : wc will Ixigin 
these rite.s, 

A.S we do tru.st they ’ll end in tVue delights. 

[A dance. 


EPILOGUE. 


Ros. It is not the fashion to see the lady 
the (epilogue ; but it is no more unhandsonm, 
than to see the lord the prologue. If it be 
true that gooil wine needs no bush, ’t is true 
that a good play needs no epilogue ; yet to 
good wine they do use good bushes, and good 
plays prove the better by the hclj) of good 
epilogues. What a case am I in then, that 
am neither a good epilogue, nor cannot in- 
sinuate with you in the behalf of a good play? 
T am not furnished like a beggiir, therefore to 
beg will not become me : my way is, to conjure 
you ; and I’ll begin with the women. I 


charge you, O w^omen ! for the love you l)oar 
to men, to like ns much of this phiy jis please 
you : and I charge you, O men ! for the love 
you bear to women (as I perceive by your 
simpering, none of you hates tliora), that 
between you and the women, the play may 
please. If I were a woman, I would kiss as 
many of you as h.ad beards that plea.sed me, 
completions that liked me, and breaths that I 
defied not ; and, 1 am sure, as many as have 
good beards, or good faces, or sweet breaths, 
will, for my kind offer, when I make curtsy, 
bid me fajewell. [ExeunJt. 


412 



HAMLET, PRIKOE OF DENMARK. 


DRAMATIS PKUSONJS. 


Claudius, Kiwf oj^ Denmorh 
Hamlet, Son to the forniery and Nephew to 
the jyreaent King. 

Horatio, Friend to Hamlet. 

POLONius, Lm'd Ghamherlain. 

Laertes, hin Son. 

VOLTIMANI), ^ 

Cornelius, 

Rosencrantz, 

Guildenstejin, 

Osriok, 

A Gentlemanf 
A Prieftt. 

MAftnULLUS, > „ 

Bernardo, * 


Courtiers. 


Francisco, a Soldier. 

Reynaldo, ServarU to Polonms. 

A Captain. 

Rnglish Amhassadors. 

Ghost of IlamleTs Father. 

Fortinbras, Prince of Norway. 

Players. 

Ttoo Clowns, Grave-diggers, 

Gertrude, Qw.m of Dcnviark, and Mother 
to Hamlet. 

Ophelia, Daughter to Polonins. 

Jjovds, Jjodles, Officers, Soldiers, Sailors, 
Messengers, and Attendants. 


SCENE— DmtAiiRK. 


ACT 

Scene f, — Elsinoro. A Platforiii before the 
(/astle. 

Francisco on his post. Enter to him 
Bernardo. 

Ber, Wlio ’s tJicre ? 

Fran. Nay, answer me: stand, and unfold 
yourself. 

Ber, Long live the king ! 

Fran. Bernardo ? 

Ber. He. 

Fran. You come most carefully upon your 
hour. 

Ber. ’T is now struck twelve ; get thee to 
bed, Francisco. 

Fran. For this relief much thanks: ’tis 
bitter cold, 

And I am sick at heart. 

Ber. Have you had quiet guard 1 
Fran. Not a mouse stiiTing. lo 

Ber. WeU, good night. 

If you do meet Homtio and Marcellus, 

The rivals of my watch, bid them make ha.ste. 
Fran. 1 think T hear them. — Stand ! Who's 
there ? 

Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 

Hot. Friends to this gi’Ouud. 


I. 

Mar. And liegemen to tlie Bane. 

Fran. Give you good night. 

Mar. 0 ! farewell, honest soldier : 

Who hath reliovM you 1 

Fran. Bernardo has my place. 

Give you good night. [Exit 

Mar. Holla ! Bernardo ! 

Ber. Sa^. 

What ! is Horatio there '? 

Ilor. A piece of him. 

Ber. Welcome, Horatio: wehrome, good 
Marcellus. 

Mar. What, has this thing appear’d again 
to-night ? 

Ber. 1 have seen nothing. a 

Ma;r. Horatio says, ’t is but our fantasy, 
And will not let belief take hold of him. 
Touching this di’eaded .sight twice seen of us. 
Therefore, I have entreated him along 
With iw to watch the minutes of this 
night, 

That, if again this apparition come. 

He may approve our eyes, and sjieak to it. 
Hot, Tush, tush ! 't will not appear. 

Ber. Sit down awhile, a> 

And let us once again assail your cal’s, 

That are so fortified against our story, 

What we two nights have seen. 
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II Well, sit we down, 
And let us hear Bernardo speak of this. 

Ber. Last night of all, 

When yond same stai', that ’s westward from 
the pole, 

Had made his course to illume that }>art of 
heaven 

Where now it burns, Marcellus, and myself, 
The bell then beating one, — ■ 

Mar. Peace ! break thee : lotjk, where 
it comes again ! 

Enter Ohofti. 

Ber. In the same figure, like the king 
that ’s dead. 

Mar. Thou art a scholar; speak to it, 
Horatio. 

Ber. Looks it not like the king ? mark it, 
Horatio. 

Hot. Most like : — it harrows me with fear 
and wonder. 

Ber. It would be si>oke to. 

Mar. Questyn it, Horatio. 

Hor. What art thou, that usurp’st this time 
of night, 

Together with that fair ^uid warlike form. 

In which the majesty of buriwl Denmark 
Did sometimes mai'ch 1 by Heaven, I chai*ge 
thee, speak ! 

Mar. It is ofiended. 

Ber. See ! it stalks away, so 

Ilor, Stay ! sjieak ; speak, I charge thee, 
speak ! Ghost. 

Mar. 'T is gone, aiid will not answer. 

Ber. How now, Hoiatiol you tremble, and 
0 look i>ale : 

Is not this something more than fantasy 1 
What think you on ’t 1 

Hor. Before my God, I might not this 
believe. 

Without the sensible and true avouch 
Of mine own eyes. 

Mar. Is it not like the king ? 

Hor. As thou art to thyself. 

Such was the very armour ho had on, , w 
When he the ambitious Norway combated. 

So frown’d he once, when, in an angry 
parle. 

He smote the sledded Polacks on the ice, 

’Tis strange. 

Mar. Thus, twice before, and just at this 
dead hour. 

With martial stalk hath he gone by our 
watch. 

Hor. In what particidar thought to work, I 
know not ; 

But in the gross and scope of my opinion, 

This bodes some strange eruption to our state. 

414 


Mar. Good now, sit down, and tell me, he 
that knows, to 

Why this same strict and roost observant 
watch 

So nightly toils the subject of the landl 
And why such daily cast of brazen cannon. 
And foreign mart for implements of war % 
Why such impress of shipwrights, whose sore 
task 

Does not divide the Sunday from the week ? 
What might be toward, that this sweaty haste 
Doth make the night joint-labourer with the 
day. 

Who is ’t, that can inform me 1 ^ 

Hor. That can I ; 

At least, the whisper goes so. Our last king. 
Whose image even but now appear'd to us, 
Was, as you know, by Foid-inbras of Norway, 
Thereto prick’d on by a most emulate pride, 
Dar’d to the combat ; in which our valiant 
Hamlet 

(For so this side of our known world esteem’d 
* him) 

Did slay this Fortinbms ; who by a seal’d 
compact, 

Well ratified by law and heraldry, 

Did forfeit with his life all those his lands. 
Which he stood seiz’d of, to the conqueror ; 
Against the which, a moiety competent w> 
Was gaged by our king ; which had return’d 
To the inheritance of Fortinbras, 

Had he been vanquisher ; as, by the same 
cov’nant, 

And carriage of the article design’d, „ 

His fell to Hamlet. Now, sir, young Fortin- 
bras, 

Of unimproved mettle hot and full. 

Hath in the skirts of Norway, here* and there. 
Shark’d up a list of landless resolutes. 

For food and diet, to some enteiqiriso 
That hath a stomach in ’t : which is no other 
(As it doth well a])pear unto our state) loi 
But to recover of \is, by strong hand 
And terms compulsative, those ’foresaid lands 
So by his father lost. And this, I take it. 

Is the main motive of our jireparations,. 

The source of this our watch, and the chief 
head 

Of this post-haste and romage in the land. 

Ber. I think, it be no other, but e’en so : 
Well may it sort, that this portentous figure 
Comes armtsd through our watch, so like the 
king no 

That was, and is, the question of these wars. 
Hor. A moth it is to trouble the mind’s 
eye. , 

In the most high and palmy state of Rome, 

A little ere the mightiest Julius fell. 
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The graves stood tenautless, and the sheeted 
dead 

Did squeak and gibber in the Roman streets : 
As stars with trains of fii’e and dews .pf blood, 
Disasters in the sun ; and the laoist star, 
Upon whoso influence Neptune’s empire 
stands. 

Was sick almost to doomsday with ..eclipse : 120 
And even the like precurse of fierce events — 
As harbingers preceding ..ill the fates, 

And prologue to the omen coming on — 

Have heaven and earth together demonstrated 
Unto our climatures and countrymen.-— 

But, soft ! b^old ! lo, where it comes again ! 

Re-enter Ghost. 

I ’ll ci*oss it, though it blast me. — Stay, illusion ! 
If thou hast any souiul, or use of voice, 

Speak to me ; 

If there be any good thing to be done, 130 
That nuiy to thee do esise, and gi*ace to me. 
Speak to me : 

If thou art privy to thy country’s fate, 

Which happily foreknowing may avoid, 

O, s[)eak ! 

Or if thou hast uphoarded in thy life 
Extorted treastii-e in the womb of earth. 

For which, they say, you spirits oft walk in 
death, [Cock crows. 

Speak of it ; — stay, and speak ! — Stop it, 
Marcollus, 

Mar. Shall I strike at it with luy partisanl 
Hor. Do. if it will not stand. 

Ber. ’T is here ! 

Ifor. ’T is hero ! 

. Mar. ’T i.s gone ! \_Exit GJwst. 

We do it wi’ong, being so majestical, 

To offer it the sliow of violence ; 

For it is, as the air, invulncmble, 

An<l our vain blows maliciou.s mockery. 

Ber. It was about to speak, when the cock 
crew. 

liar. And then it started, like a guilty 
thing 

Upon a fearful summons. I have heard, 

The cock, that is the trumpet to the morn, iM 
Doth with his lofty and shrill-sounding throat 
Awake the god of day ; and at his warning. 
Whether in sea or fire, in earth or aii*, 

I'he extravagant and erring spirit hies 
To his confine ; and of the truth lutein 
This present object made probation. 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the cock. 
Some say, that ever ’gainst that season comes 
Wherein our SaviouFs birth is celebrated. 

The bird of dawning singeth alb night long : 
And then, they say, no spirit can walk 
abroad ; 102 , 


The nights are wholesoma ; then no planets 
strike. 

No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to 
charm. 

So hallow’d and so gnocious is the time. 

Ifor. So have 1 heard, and do in part 
Iwjlieve it. 

But, look, the morn, in russet mantle clad, 
Walks o’er the d^w of yon high eastern Iiill. 
Break we our watch up ; and, by my advice, 
Let us impart what we have seen to-night 
Unto young Hamlet : for, upon my life, iro 
This spirit, dumb to us, will spe^ak to him. 

Do you consent we shall acquaint him with it, 
As needful in our loves, fitting our duty 1 
Mar. TiCt ’s do ’t, I pray ; and 1 this morn- 
ing know 

Where we shall find him most conveniently. 

[Exeunt. 


Scene II. — The Same. A Room of State. 

En-ter the Kmo, Qtteen, Hamlet, Polonius, 
Laertes, Voltimamd, Cornelius, Lords, 
a'tul Attendants. 

King. Though yet of Hamlet our dear 
brother’s deatli 

The memory be green, and that it us befitted 
To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole 
kingdom 

To be contracted in ono brow of woe ; 

Yet so fai’ hath di.scretion fought with natui'C, 
That we with wisest sorrow think on him. 
Together with remembrance of ourselve.s. * 
Therefore, our sometime sister, now our queen, 
The imjterial j<jiutres.s of this warlike state, 
Have we, as ’t were, with a defeated joy, — m 
With one ausj)icious, and one dropping eye. 
With mirth in funeral, and with dirge in 
marriage. 

In equal scale weighing delight and dole, — 
Taken to wife : nor have we herein barr’d 
Your bettor wisdoms, which have freely gone 
With this aflTair along : for all, our thanks. 
Now follows, tliat you know, yoimg Fortin- 
bi’as. 

Holding a weak sui)posal of our worth, 

Or thinking, by our late dear brother’s death. 
Our state to be disjoint and out of frame, »• 
Col leagued with the dream of his advantage, 
He hath not fail’d to poster us with message, 
Importing the surrender of those lands 
Lost by his father, with all bonds of law, 

To our most valiant brother. — So much for 
him. 

Now for ourself, and for this time of meeting. 


415 
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Thus mucli the business is. We have here 
writ 

To Norway, uncle of young Fortinbras, — 
Who, impotent and bed-rid, scarcely hears 
Of this his nephew's purpose, — ^to suppress so 
His further gait herein, in that the levies. 
The lists, and full proportions, are all made 
Out of his subject : and we here despatch 
You, good Cornelius, and you, Voltimand, 
For bearers of this greeting to old Norway ; 
Giving to you no further peraonal power 
To business with the king, more than the 
scope 

Of these dilated articles allow. 

Farewell ; an<l let your haste commend your 
duty. 

Cor., Vol. In that, and all tilings, will we 
show our duty. 40 

King, We doubt it nothing : heartily fare- 
well. 

[Exeunt Voltimand and Cornelius. 
And now, Laertes, what 's the news with you? 
You told us of some suit ; what is 't, Laertes? 
You cannot speak of reason to the Dane, 

And lose your voice : yliat wouldst thou beg, 
Laertes, 

That shall not be my offer, not thy asking ? 
The head is not more native to the heart. 

The hamV more instrumental to the mouth, 
Than is the throne of Denmark to thy father. 
What wouldst thou have, Laertes ? 

Laer. Dread my lord. 

Your leave and favour to return to France ; 
From whence though willingly I came to 
Denmark, 

■To sliow my duty in your coronation. 

Yet now, I must confess, that duty done. 

My thoughts and wishes bend again towam 
France, 

And bow them to your gracious leave and 
Iiardon. 

King. Have you your fathei''s leave ? 
What says Polonius ? 

Pol. He hath, my lord, wrung from me 
my slow leave. 

By laboursome petition ; and, at last, 

Upon his will I seal’d my hard consent : eo 
1 do beseech you, give him leave to go. 

Kimj. Take thy fair hour, Jjaertes; time 
be thine. 

And thy best graces spend it at thy will. — 
But now, my cousin Hamlet, and my son, — 

Ham. [Afiide.'\ A little more than kin, and 
less than kind. 

King. How is it that the clouds still hang 
on you ? 

Mam. Not so, my lord ; I am too much i’ 
the sun. 


Qvxen. Good Hamlet, cast thy nigbted 
colour off. 

And let thine eye look like a friend on Den- 
juark. 

Do not, for ever, with thy vailed lids ?o 

Seek for thy noble father in the dust : * 

Thou, know’st, 't is common ; all that lives 
must die. 

Passing through nature to eternity. 

Ham. Ay, madam, it is common. 

Quern. If it be. 

Why seems it so particular with thee ? * 

Ham. Seems, madam ! nay, it is ; 1 know 
not seems. ' 

'T is not alone my inky cloak, good mother. 
Nor customary suits of solemn black, 

Nor wimly suspiration of forc’d breath. 

No, nor the fruitful river in the eye, . » 

Nov the dejected haviour of the visage. 
Together with all forms, modes, shows of 
grief, 

That can denote me truly : these, indeed, 
seem, 

For they are actions that a man might play ; 
But I have that within, which passeth show. 
These but the trappings and the suits of woe. 
King. ’T is swtjet and commendable in your 
nature, Hamlet, 

To give these mourning duties to your father: 
But, you must know, your father lost a 
father ; 

That father' lost, lost his ; and the survivor 
bound 

In filial obligation, for some term, ' 

To do obsequious sorrow : but to persever 
In obstinate condolement, is a course 
Of impious stubbornness; ’tis unmanly grief; 
It shows a will mo.st incorrect to’ Heaven, 

A heai't unfortified, a mind impatient. 

An understanding simple and unschool’d : 

For what, we know, must be, and is as 
common 

As any the mo.st vulgar thing to sense. 

Why shouhl we, in our peevish opposition, 100 
Take it to heart 1 Fie ! ’t is a fault to 
Heaven, 

A fault against the dead, a fault to nature, 

To reason most absurd, whose common theme 
Is death of fathers, and who still hath ciied. 
From the first corse till he that died to-day, 

“ 'This mimt be so.” We pray you, throw to 
earth 

This unprevailing woe, and think of us 
As of a father ; for let the world take note. 
You are the most immediate to our throne ; 
And, with nb less nobility of love, no 

Than that which dearest father bears his son, 
Do I impart toward yotu For your intent^ 
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lii going back to school in Wittenberg, M 7 father’s brother, but no more like my 

It is most retrograde to our desire ; father 


And we beseech you, bend you to remain , 
Here, in the cheer and comfort of our eye, 
pur chiefest courtier, cousin, and our son. 

Qtieen. Let not thy mother lose her prayers, 
Hamlet : ' 

I pray thee, stay with us ; go not to Witten- 
berg. 

Ham. I shall in all iuy best obey you, 
madam. 

Wing. Why, ’t is a loving and a fair reply : 
Be as ourself in Denmark. — Madam, come \ 
This gentle and unforc’d accord of Hamlet 
Sits smiling to my heart : in grace whereof. 
No iocund health that Denmark drinks to- 
day, 

But the great cannon to the clouds shall tell. 
And the king’s rouse the heavens shall bruit 
again, 

Re-speaking earthly thunder. Come away. 

[FUmriaJh. Exeunt King, Queen, Lords, <Stc., 
PoLONiir.s, and Laebtes. 

Ham. O ! that this too too solid flesh 
would melt. 

Thaw, and resolve itself into a dew ; iso 

Or that the Everlasting had not fix’d 
His canon ’gainst self-slaughter ! O Grod 1 O 
God ! 

How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable. 

Seem to me all the uses of this world ! 

Pie on ’t ! O fie ! ’t is an un weeded garden. 
That grows to seed ; things rank, and gross 
in nature, 

Possess it merely. That it should come to 
this ! 

But two months dead !— r-nay, not so much, 
not two : 

So eiCcellent a king; that was, to this, 
Hyperion to a satyr ; so loving to my mother, . 
That he might not beteem the winds of 
heaven m 

Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and 
earth ! 

Must I remember 1 why, she would hang on 
him, 

As if increase of appetite had grown 
By what it fed on ; and yet, within a month, — 
Let me not think on ’t : — Prailty, thy name 
is woman 

A little month ; or ere those shoes were old, 
With which she follow’d my poor fathers 
body. 

Like Niobe, all tears j — ^why she, even she, 

(O God ! a beast, that wants ^discourse of 
reason, m 

Would Imve mourn’d .longer,)*~'married with 
my uncle. 


Than I to Hercules : within a month ; 

Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous tears 
Had loft the flushing in her galled ^es. 

She married. — O most wicked speed, to post 
With such dexterity to incestuous sheets I 
It is not, nor it cannot come to, gobd ; 

But break, my heart, for I must hold my 
tongue 

^ Enier Horatio, Bernardo, and Marcellus. 

Hot. Hail to your lordship ! 

Ham. I am glad to see you well : 

Horatio, — or I do forget myself. im 

Hot. The same, my lord, and your poor 
servant ever. 

Ham. Sir, my good friend ; I *11 change 
that name with you. 

And what make you from Wittenberg; 

Horatio 1 — 

Marcellus 1 

Mar. My good lord, — 

Ham. I am very glad to see you. — Good 
even, sir. — • 

But what, in faith, make you from Witted- 
beig ? 

Hot. a truant disposition, good my lord. 

Ham. I would not hear your eftemy say 
so ; in . 

Nor shall you do mine ear that violence, 

To make it truster of your own rejwrt 
Against yourself : I know, you are no trnan^ 
But what is your aflair in Elsinore ? 

We ’ll teach you to drink deep, ere you de- 
part. 

Hor. My lord, I came to see your father's 
funeral. 

Ham. I pray thee, do not mock me, fellow- 
student ; 

I think, it was to see my mother’s wedding. 

Hor. Indeed, my lord, it follow’d hard 
upon. 

Ham. Thrift, thrift, Horatio ! the funeral 
bak’d meats im 

Did coldly furnish forth the marriage tables. 
’Would I had met ray dearest foe in heaven 
Ere I had ever seen that day, Horatio 1 — 

My father, — methinks, I see my fkther. 

Hor. O ! where, my lord ? 

Ham. In my mind’s eye, Horatia 

Hor. I saw him once : he was a goodly 
king. 

Ham. He was a man, take him for all in 
aU, 

I shall not look upon his like again. 

Hor, My lord, I think I saw him yest^ 
niight. 
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Ham. Saw wlio 1 

H<yr. My lord, the king your father. 

Ham. The king my luther ! 

Hor. Season your admiration for a while 
With an attent ear, till I may deliver, 

Upon the witness of these gentlemen, 

This marvel to you. 

Ham. For God’s love, let me hear. 

Hor. Two nights togetheuhad these gentle- 
men, 

Marcellus and Bernardo, on their watch, 

In the dead waste and middle of the night. 
Been thus encounter’d : a figure like your 
father, • 

Armed at point, exactly, cap-a-pe, aw 

Appears before them, and with solemn march 
Goes slow and stately by them ; thrice he 
walk’d. 

By their oppress’d and fear-surprised eyes, 
Within his truncheon’s length ; whilst they, 
distill'd 

Almost to jelly with the act of fear, 

Stand dumb, and speak not td him. This to 
me 

In dreadful secrecy impart they did. 

And 1 with them the third night kept the 
watch ; 

Where, as they had deliver’d, both in time, 
Form of the thing, each word made true and 
good, 210 

The apparition comes. I knew your father ; 
Those hands are not more like. 

Ham. But where was this 1 

Mar. My lord, uimn the platform where 
we watch’d. 

Ham. Did you not speak to it 1 
Hor. My lord, I did ; 

But answer made it none : yet once, me- 
th ought. 

It lifted up its head, and did address 
Itself to motion, like as it would speak ; 

But, even then, the morning cock crew loud. 
And at the sound it shrunk in haste away. 

And vanish’d from our sight. 

Ham. ’T is very strange. 

Hor. As I do live, my honour’d lord, ’t is 
true ; sai 

And we did think it writ down in our duty, 

To let you know of it. 

Ham. Indeed, indeed, sirs, but this troublec 
me. 

Hold you the watch to-night ? 

Mar.f Her. We do, my lord. 

Ham. Arm’d, say you ? 

Mar., Her. Arm’d, my lord. 

Ham. From top to toe ? 

Mar., Her. My lord, from head to foot. 

Ham. Then, saw yon not his face 1 

iis 


Hor. O ! yes, my lord ; he wore his beaver 
up. 

Ham. What, look’d he frowningly 1 
Hor. «A countenance more in swtow than 
in anger. tut 

Ham. Pale, or red t * 

Hor. Nay, very |)ale. 

Ham. And fix’d his eyes upon you ?' 

Hor. Most constantly. 

Ham. 1 would I had been there. 

Hor. It would have, much amaz’d you. 
Ham. Very like, very like. Stay’d it long? 
Hor. While one with moderate haste might 
tell a hundred. 

Mar., Her. Longer, longer. 

Jlor. Not when I saw ’t. 

Ham. * His beard was grizzled 1 no % 
Hoi\ It was, as I have seen it in his life,. 

A sable silver’d. 

Ham. I will watch to-night : no 

Perehance, ’t will walk again. 

Hor. I warrant it wilL 

Ham. If it assume my noble father’s 
person, 

I ’ll speak to it, though hell itself should gA>pe„ 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all. 
If you have hitherto conceal’d this sight. 

Let it be tenable in your silence still ; 

And whatsoever else shall hap to-night. 

Give it an understanding, but no tongue : 

I will refjuite yo»ir loves. So, faro you well.. 
Upon the platform, ’twixt eleven and twelve^ 

I ’ll visit yoxi. 

All. Our duty to your honour, mi 

Ham. Your loves, as mine to you. Fare- 
well. 

[Exempt Horatio, Marcellus, avv ^ 

' Bernardo. 

My father’s spirit in arms ! all is not well ; 

I doubt some foul play : ’would, the night 
were come ! 

Till then sit still, my soul. Foul deeds will 
rise. 

Though all the earth o’erwhelm them, to 
men’s eyes. \EoM. 


Scene III. — A Room in Polonius’ House. 

Enter Laertes and Ophelia. 

La&r. ]V^ necessaries are embark’d : fare- 
well j 

And, sister, as the winds give benefit. 

And convoy is assistant, do not sleep, 

But let me hear from you. 

Oph. *' Do you doubt that % 

Laer. For Hamlet, and the trifling of his 
favour, 
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Hold it a fashion, and a toy in blood ; 

A violet in the youth of primy nature, 
Forward, not permanent, sweet, not lasting. 
The perfume and suppliance of a minute ; 

. No more. 

Oph. No more but so 1 
Laer. Think it no more : 

For nature, crescent, does not grow alone 
In thews, and bulk; but, as this temple 
waxes. 

The inward service of the mind and soiil 
Grows wide withal. Perhaps, he loves you 
now y. 

And now no soil, nor cautel, doth besmirch 
The virtue of his will : but you must fear. 
His greatness weigh’d, his will is not his 
own. 

For he himself is subject to his birth : 

He may not, as unvalu’d iwrsons do, 

Carve for himself ; for on his choice depends ao 
The safety and the health of the whole state ; 
And therefore must his choice be circum- 
scrib’d 

Unto the voice and yielding of that body. 
Whereof he is the head. Then, if he says he 
loves you, 

It fits your wisdom so far to believe it, 

As he in his particular act and place 
May give his saying deed ; which is no 
further. 

Than the main voice of Denmark goes withal. 
Then weigh what loss your honour may sus- 
tain, 

If with too credent ear you list his songs, ao 
Or lose your heart, or your chaste ti’easuro 
open 

To his unmaster’d importunity. 

Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister ; 

And keep within the rear of your affection. 
Out of the shot and danger of desire. 

The chariest maid is prodigal enough, 

If she unmask her beauty to the moon. 

Wirtue itself ’scapes not calumnious strokes : 
The canker galls the infants of the spring. 

Too oft before their buttons be disclos’d ; «» 

And in the mom and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blastments are most imminent. 

Be Avary then ; best safety lies in fear : 

Fouth to itself rebels, though none else near. 
Oph, I shall the effect of this good lesson 
keep. 

As watchman to my heart. But, good my 
brother, 

Do not, as some ungracious imstore do, 

Show me the steep and thorny way to heaven, 
Whilst like a pu^d and reckless libertine, 
Himself the primrose path of dalliance 
treads, 


And recks not his own read. 

Lcter. O ! fear me not 

I stay too long ; — but here my father cornea 

J^nter PoLONiua 

A double blessing is a <louble grace ; 
Occasion smiles upon a second leave. 

/*ol. Yet here, Ijaeitesl aboard, aboard, 
for shame ! 

The wind sits in the shoulder of your sail. 
And you are stay’d for. There, — my bless- 
ing with you ; 

[Layituf his hand on Laertes’ head. 
And these few precepts in thy memory 
See thou character. Give thy thoughts no 
tongue. 

Nor any unproportion’d thought his act. aa 
Bo thou familiar, but by no means vulgar : 
The friends thou bast, and their adoption 
tried, 

Grapple them to thy soul with hoops of steel ; 
But do not dull thy palm with entertain- 
ment 

Of each new-hatch’d, unfledg’d comrade. 
Beware • 

Of entmnee to a quarrel ; but, being in. 

Bear ’t, that the opposed may beware of thee. 
Give every man thine okr, but few thy voice ; 
Take each man’s censure, but reserve thy 
judgment. 

Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy, 70 
But not express’d in fancy ; rich, not gaudy : 
For the apparel oft proclaims the man ; 

And they in France, of the best rank and 
station. 

Are most select and generous, cliief in that. 
Neither a borrower, nor a lender be ; 

For loan oft loses both itself and friend. 

And bonowing dulls the edge of husbandly. 
This above all, — to thine own self be true ; 
And it must follow, as the night the day. 
Thou canst not then be false to any man. w 
Farewell ; my blessing season this in thee 1 
Laer. Most humbly do I take my leave, 
my lord. 

Pol. The time invites you : go, your ser- 
vants tend. 

Xoer. Farewell, Ophelia; and remember 
well 

What I have said to you. 

Oph. T is in my memory lock’d. 

And you yourself shall keep the key of it. 
Laer. Farewell. [Exit. 

PoL What is’t, Ophelia, he hath said to you? 
Oph. So please you, something touching 
the Lord Hamlet. 

Pot Marry, well bethought : » 

’T is told me, he^atii very oft of late * 
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Given private time to you ; and you yourself 
Have of your audience b^n most free and 
bounteous. 

If it be so, (as so ’t is put on me, 

And that in way of caution,) 1 must tell you, 
You do not understand yourself so clearly. 
As it behoves my daughter, and your honour. 
What is between you! give me up the truth. 

■ Opii. He hath, my lord, of late made many 
tenders 

Of his affection to ma 100 

Pol. Affection 1 pooh ! you speak like a 
green girl. 

Unsifted in such perilous circumstance, 

Do you l)elieve his tenders, as you call them % 

Oph. I do not know, my lord, what I 
should think. 

Pol. Marry, I ’ll teach you ; think yotir- 
self a Imby ; 

That you have ta’en these tenders for true 
pay. 

Which are not sterling. Tender yourself 
more dearly ; 

Or, not to crack the wind of the poor phrase. 
Running it thiis, you 'irtender me a fool. 

Oph. My lord, he hath importun’d me 
' with love, . no 

In honourable fashion. 

Pol. Ay, fashion you may call it ; go to, 
go to. 

Oph. And hath given countenance to his 
speech, my lord. 

With almost all the holy vows of heaven. 

PoL Ay, springes to catch woodcocks. I 
do know. 

When the blood bums, how prochgal the 
soul 

I«ends the tongue vows : these blazes, 
daughter. 

Giving more light than heat, — extinct in 
both. 

Even in their promise, as it is a making, — 
You must not take for fire. From this 
' time, laa 

Be somewhat scanter of your maiden pre- 
sence : 

Set your entreatments at a higher rate, 

Tlian a command to parley. For Lord 
Hamlet, 

Believe so much in him, that he is young ; 
And with a larger tetlier may he walk, 

Than may be given you. In few, Ophelia, 

Do not b^eve his vows, for they are brokers 
Not of that dye which their investments 
show. 

But mere implorators of unholy suits, 
Breathing like sanctified and pious bawds, iw 
The better to beguile. Thitfis for sdl, — 


I would not, in plain terms, from this time 
forth, 

Have you so slamlcr any moment leisure, 

As to give words or talk with- the Lord 
Hamlet. 

Look to ’t, I charge you ; come your ways. 
Oph. I shall obey, my lord. [ExeutU. 


Scene IV. — ^The Platform. ^ 
Enter Hamlkt, H0R.A.T10, mid ^arcellusl 

Ham. The air bites shrewdly ; it is very 
cold. 

Hor. It .is a nipping and an eager air. 

Ham. What hour now ? 

Hor. I think, it lacks of twelve. 

Mar. No, it is struck. 

Hor. Indeed! I heard it not: it then 
draws near the season, • 

Wherein the spirit held his wont to walk. 

[A Jiom'ish of trumpets^ and ordnance 

shot off, within. 

What does this meiin, my lord? 

Ham. The king doth wake to-night, and 
takes his rouse, 

Keeps wassail, ami the swaggering up-spring 
reels ; 

And as he drains his draughts of Rhenish 
down, 10 

The kettle-drum ami trumpet thus bray out 
The triumj)h of his pledge, 
j Hor. Is it a custom % 

I Ham. Ay, marry, is ’t ; 

But to rny mind, — though I am native here. 
And to the manner bom, — it is accustom 
More honour’d in tho breach than the obser- 
vance. 

This heavy-headed revel, east and west. 

Makes us traduc’d and tax’d of other nations : 
They clepe us drunkards, and with swinish 
phrase 

Soil our addition ; and, indeed, it takes » 
From our achievements, though perform’d at 
height. 

The pith and marrow of our attribute. 

So, oft it chances in particular men, 

That for some vicious mole of nature in them. 
As, in their birth, (wherein they are not guilty 
Since nature cannot choose his origin,) 

By their o’ergrowth of some complexion. 

Oft breaking down the pales and forts of 
reason; 

Or by some habit, that too much o’er-leavens 
The form of plausive manners ; — ^that these 
men, — * *», 

Carrying, 1 say, the stamp of one defect, 
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Being nature's livery, or fortune's star, — And draw you into madness'} tiunk of it ; 


Their virtues else, be they as pure as grace, 
As infinite as man may undergo. 

Shall in the general censiire take corruption 
From that {>articular fault : the dram of 
bale 

Doth all the noble substance off and out 
To his own scandal. 

Enter Gho- i. 

Hot. Look, my lord 1 it comes. 

Ham. Angels and ministers of grace defend 
us ! ^ 

Be thou a spirit of health, or goblin damn’d, « 
Bring with thee airs fram heaven, or blasts 
from hell. 

Be thy intents wicked, or charitable. 

Thou com’st in such a questionable shape, 
That I will speak to thee. I ’ll call thee 
. Hamlet, 

King, father, royal Dane : O ! answer me : 
Let me not burst in ignorance ; but tell, 

Why thy canonis’d l>ones, heansed in death. 
Have burst their cerements ; why the sepul- 
chre. 

Wherein we saw thee quietly in-urn’d. 

Hath op’d his ponderous and marble jaws, bo 
To cast thee up again. What may this mean. 
That thou, dead corse, again, in complete steel, 
Revisit’st thus the glimpses of the moon. 
Making night hideous ; and wo fools of nature. 
So horridly to shake our disposition. 

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our 
.souls t 

Say, why is this? wherefore? what should 
we do? \The Ghoet beckons Hamlet. 
llor. It beckons you to go away with it. 

As if it some impartment did desire 
To you alone. 

Mar. Look, with what courteous action » 
It waves you to a more removed ground : 

But do not go with it. 

Ilor. No, by no means. 

Ham. It will not speak ; then will I follow 
it 

Uor. Do not, my lord. 

Ham. Why, what should be the fear ? 
I do not set my life at a pin’s fee ; ( 

And, for my soul, what can it do to that, - 
Being a thing immortal as itself? 

It waves me forth again : — I ’ll follow it. 

Hot. What, if it tempt you toward the 
fiood, my lord. 

Or to the dreadful summit of the cliff, ro 
That beetles o’er his base into the sea. 

And there assume some other honrible form. 
Which might deprive your sovereignty of 
reason 


The very place puts toyir of desperation, 
Without more motive, into every brain 
That looks so many fathoms to the sea. 

And hears it roar beneath. 

Ham. It waves me still : — go on, I ’ll 
follow thee. " 

Mar. You shall not go, my lord. 

Ham. • Hold off your hands. 

Hot. Be rul’d : you shall not go. 

Ham. My fate cries out, si 

And makes each potty artery in this body 
As hardy as the Nemean lion’s nerve. — 

[Ghost beckons. 

Still am I call’d. — Unhand me, gentlemen, — 

[BreaMny from them. 
By Heaven, I ’ll make a ghost of him that 
lets me : — 

I say, away ! — ^go on, I ’ll follow thee. 

[Exeutvl Ghost and Hamlet. 
Hot. He waxes desperate with imagina- 
tion. 

Mar. Let ’s follow ; ’t is not fit thus to 
obey him. 

Hot. Have after. — what issue will this 
come ? e» 

Ma/r. Something is rotten in the state of. 
Demnark. 

Hot. Heaven will direct it. 

Mar. Nay, let ’s follow him. 


Scene V. — A more remote Part of the- 
Platform. 

Enter Ghost and Hamlet. 

Ham. Where wilt thou load me? speak; 

I ’ll go no further. 

Gltost. Mark me. 

Ham. I will. 

Ghost. My hour is almost come, 

When I to sulphumus and tormenting fiames 
Must render up myself. 

Ham. Alas, poor ghost r 

Ghost. Pity me not ; but lend thy serious 
hearing 

To what I sliall unfold. 

Ham. Speak, I am bound to hear. 

Ghost. So art thou to revenge, when thou 
' shalt hear. 

Ham. What? 

Ghost. I am thy father’s spirit ; 

Doom’d for a certain term to walk the 
night, 

And for the day confin’d to fast in fires. 

Till the foul crimes, done in my days of 
nature. 
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HAMLET, PRINCE OF DENMARK. 


Scene V. 


* 

Are burnt aiul pui'g’d away. But that I am 
forbid 

To tell the secrets of my prison-house, 

1 could a tale unfold, whose lightest word 
Would harrow up thy soul, freeze thy young 
blood, 

Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from 
their sphei*es. 

Thy knotted and combined* locks to })ai‘t. 

And each particular hair to stand au-end. 
Like quills upon the fretful porjaiutine ; 20 

But this eternal blazon must not be 
To ears of flesh and blood.-— List, Hamlet,* O 
list ! — 

If thou didst ever thy dear father love, — 
Ham. O God ! 

(rfiost. Revenge liis foul and most un- 
natural murder. 

Ham. Murder ? 

(Hiost. Murder most foul, as in the best it 
is; 

But tliis most foul, strange, and unnatural. 
Ham. Haste me to know’t, that I, with 
wings as swift 

As meditation, or the*thoughts of love, 30 
May sweep to my revenge. 

GhoHt. I find thee apt ; 

And duller shouldst thou be than the fat 
weed 

That rots itself in ease on Lethe wharf, 
Wouldst thou not stir in this. Now, Hamlet, 
hear. 

'T is given out, that, sleeping in mine orchard, 
A serpent stung me ; so the whole ear of 
Denmark 

Is by a forg(}d process of my death 
Rankly abus'd ; but know, thou noble youth. 
The serpent that did sting thy father’s life 
Now weal’s his crown. 

Ham. O my prophetic soul ! 40 

Mine uncle ! 

Ghost. Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate 
beast. 

With witchcraft of his wit, with traitorous 
gifts, 

<(0 wicked wit, and gifts, that have, the power 
•So to seduce !) won to his shameful lust 
The will of my most seeming-virtuous queen. 

0 Hamlet, what a falling-ofi* was there ! 

From me, whose love was of that dignity, 

That it went hand in hand even with the 

vow 

1 made to her in nianiage ; and to decline so 
Upon a wretch, whose natural gifts were poor 
To those of mine ! 

But virtue, as it never will be mov’d. 

Though lewdness conrt it in a shape of heaven. 
So lust, though to a radiant angel link’d, 


Will sate itself in a celestial bed. 

And prey on garbage. 

But, soft ! methiuks, I scent the morning 
*air : 

Brief let mo be. — Sleeping within mine or- 
chard. 

My custom always in the afternoon, 00 

Uj)on my secure hour thy uncle stole. 

With juice of cursed hebenoii in a vial, 

And in the porches of mine ears did pour 
Tlui leperous distilmeut ; whose effect 
Holds such an enmity with blootl of man,* 
That, swift as quicksilver, it courses through 
The natural gates and alleys of the body ; 
Ami with a sudden vigour it doth jmset 
And cur*l, like ejiger droppings ihto milk, 

Tlie thin and wholesome blood : so did it 
mine ; ?o 

And a most instant tettei’* bark'd about. 

Most lazur-lik(!, with vile and loathsome 
crust, 

^Vll my smooth, body. 

Thus was T, sleeping, by a brother’s hand. 

Of life, of ci-own, and queen, at once des- 
patch’d ; 

Out off even in the blossoms of my sin, 
IJidiousel’d, disappointed, unanol’d ; 

No reckoning macle, but sent to my account 
With all my imperfections on my head ; 

O, hoiTible ! O, homble ! most horrible ! to 
If thou htist nature in thee, bear it not ; 

Let not the royal bed of Denmark be 
A couch for luxury and damned incest. 

But, howsoever thou pursu’st this act. 

Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive 
Against thy mother aught : leave her to 
Heaven, 

And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge, 
To prick and sting her. Fare thee well at 
once. 

The glow-worm shows the matin to be near. 
And ’gins to ^mle his uneffectual fire : 00 

Adieu, adieu ! Hamlet, remember me. [ExU. ■ 
Ham. O all you host of heaven ! O earth ! 
Wliat else 1 

And shall I couple hell ? O tie ! — Hold, hold, 
my heart ; 

And you tny sinews, grow not instant old. 

But bear me stiffly up ! — Remember thee ! 

Ay, thou poor ghost, while memory holds a 
se^t 

In this distracted globe. Remember thee ! 
Yea, from the table of my memory 
I ’ll wij)e away all trivial fond records, 

All saws of, books, all forms, all pressures 
past, i«o 

That youth and observaHon copied there ; 

And thy commandment all alone shall live* 
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Act I. 


HAMLET, PRINCE OF DENMARK. 


Scene V. 


Within the book and volume of my brain, 
Unmix'd with baser matter: yes, by Heaven! 
O most pernicious woman ! 

0 villain, villain, smiling, damned villain I 
My tables, — nu^et it is, 1 set it down. 

That one may smile, and smile, and be a 
villain ; 

At least, I am sure, it may be so in Denmark: 

So, uncle, there you ara . Tow to my word ; 
It is, “ Adieu, adieu ! remember me.” m 

1 have sworn ’t. 

//or. \Withhi.^ My lord 1 my lord ! 

Mar. [IKii/mt.] Lord Hamlet ! 

/{or. yWithin.^ Heaven secure him ! 

Mar. [ Within. So be it ! 

//or. \ }Vithin.\ Illo, ho, ho, my lor<l 1 
/lanu. Hillo, ho, ho, boy ! come, bird, 
come. 

Eriter Horatio and Marcellus. 

Mar. How is ’t, my noble lonl 1 

//or. What news, my lord ? 

//am. O, wonderful ! 

/ior. Good my lord, tell it. 

//am. No ; you will reveal it. 

//or. Not I, my lord, by Heaven. 

Mar. Nor I, my lord, vm 

I/am. How say you, then ; would heart of 
man once think it '{ — 

But you ’ll be secret 1 

//or.. Mar. Ay, by Heaven, my lord, 
//am. There 's ne’er a villain dwelling in 
all Denmark, 

But he ’s an arrant knave, 

//or. There needs no ghost, my lord, come 
from the giuve. 

To tell us this. 

//am. Why, right ; you are i' the right ; 
And so, without more circumstance at all, 

I hold it fit that we shake hands, and jiart : 
You, as your business and desire shall point 
you. 

For every man hath business and desii’e, lao 
Such as it is ; and, for mine own poor party 
Look you, I ’ll go pray. 

//or. These are but wild and whirling 
words, my lord. 

J/am. I am soriy they offend you, heartily; 
yes, 

'Faith, heartily. 

//or. There ’s no offence, my lord. 

Ham. Yes, by Saint Patrick, but there is, 
Horatio, 

And much offence too. Touching this vision 
here. 

It is an honest ghost, that let me tell you : 

For your desire to know what is between us, 


O’ermaster’t as you may. And now, good 
friends, ua 

As you are friends, scholars, and soldiers. 
Give me one poor request. 

/Ior. What is’t, my lord? we will. 

Ham. Never make known what you have 
seen to-uight. 

//or., Mar. My lord, we will not. 

Ham. Nay, but swear 't. * 

Hot. * In faith, 

My lord, not I. 

Mar. Nor I, my lord, in faith. 

f/am. Upon my .sword. 

Mar. We have sworn, my lord, already. 

Ham. Indeed, upon my sword, indeed. 

Ghont. \^/ie'tiea>th.\ Swear. 

Ham. Ha, ha, boy! say’st thoii so? art thou 
thei’e, true-penny? iw 

Come on, — you hear this fellow in the cellar- 
age,— 

Consent to swear. 

//or. Propose the oath, my lord. 

Ham. Never to speak of this that you liave 
seen. 

Swear by my sword. • 

Ghmt. \^Iieiieath,^ Swear. 

Ilanu Hie et xdtiq'oe / then, we '11 shift our 
ground. — • 

Come hither, gentlemen. 

And lay your hands again xqKm ray sword : 
Never to speak of this that you have heard. 
Swear by my sword. ibo 

Ghost. [Beneath.^ Swear. 

Ham. Well .said, old mole! can.st work i’ 
the <!arth so fiist ? 

A worthy pioner l- -Once more remove, good 
friends. 

//or. O day and night, but this is wondi-ous 
strange 

Ham. And therefore as a stranger give it 
Avelcome. 

There are more things in heaven and earth, 
Horatio, 

Than are dreamt of in your philosophy. 

But come ; — 

Here', as before, never, so help you mercy, 
How strange or odd soe’er I bear myself, — . 
As I, perchance, hereafter shall think meet 
To put an antick disjjosition on, — m 

That you, at such times seeing me, never 
shall, 

With arms encumber'd thus, or this head- 
. shake, 

Or by pronouncing of somq doubtful phrase. 
As, “Well, well, we know;” — or, “We 
could, an if we would ; ” — 

Or, “ If we list to speak ; ” — or, “ There be, 
an if they might ; '' — 
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Act IX ^ HAMXBT, PRINCE OP DENMARK. 

Or such amhiguous giving out, to note j And. what so poor a man as Hamlet is 

That you know ought of me ; — this not to do, May do, to express his love and friending to 
So grace and mercy at your most need help you, 

you, God w|lling, shall not lack. Let us go in to> 

Swear. gether ; 

GJiost. \Beneatk\ Swear. And stSl your fingers on your lips, I pray. * 

Ham,. Rest, rest, perturbed spirit ! — So, The time is out of joint : — C cursed spite, 
gentlemen. That ever I was bom to set it right ! i«o 

With all my love I do commend me to you : Nay, come ; let ’s go together. \Ex&u.rd. 


A<3T II. 


Scene X — ^A Room in Polonius’ House. 
Enter Polonius antd Reynaldo. 

PoL Give him this money, and these notes, 
Reynaldo. 

Rey. I will, my lord. 

Pol. You shall do marvellous wisely, good 
Reynaldo, 

Before you visit him, to malsp inquiry 
Of his behaviour. 

Rey. • My lord, I did intend it. 

Pol. Marry, well iaid : very well said. 
Look you, sir, 

Inquire me first what Danskers are in Paris; 
And how, and who, what means, and where 
they keep. 

What company, at what expense ; and find- 

By this encompassment and drift of question, 
That they do know my son, come you more 
nearer u 

Than your particular demands will touch it : 
Take you, as 't were, some distant knowledge 
of him ; 

As thus, — “I know his fether, and his 
friends. 

And, in part, him : ” — do you mark this, 
Reynaldo ? 

Rey. Ay, very well, my lord. 

Pol. “ And, in part, him ; but,” you may 
say, “ not well : 

But if ’t be he I mean, he ’s very wild, ' 
Addicted so and so ; ” — and there put on him 
What foi^eries you please; marry, none so 
rank to 

As may dishonour him : take heed of that ; 
But, sir, such wanton, wild, and usual slips. 
As are companions noted and most known 
To youth and liberty. 

As gaming, my lord. 

Pol, Ay, or drinking, fencing, swearing, 
quarrelling. 

Drubbing : you may go so far. 

Rey, My lord, that would dishonour him. 


Pol. ’Faith, no ; as you may season it in 
I the charge. 

' You must not put another scandal on him. 
That he is open to incontinency : sn 

That ’s not my meaning ; but breathe his 
faults so quaintly, * 

Tliat they may ^m the taints of liberty ; 
The flash and outbreak of a fiery mind ; 

A savageness in unreclaimed blood. 

Of general assault. 

Rey. But, my good lord, — , 

P(d. Wherefore should you do this ? 

Rey. Ay, my lord, 

I would know that. 

7W. Marry, sir, here ’s my drift ; 

And, I believe, it is a fetch of warrant : 

You laying these slight sullies on my son, 

As ’t were a thing a little soil’d i’ the work- 
ing, 40 

Mark you, . 

Your party in converse, him you would 
sound, 

Having ever seen in the prenominate crimes 
The youth you breathe of guilty, be assur’d. 
He closes with you in this consequence 
“ Good sir,” or so ; or “ friend,” or “ gentle- 
man,” — 

According to the ])hrase, or the addition, 

Of man, and country. 

Rey. Veiy good, my lord. 

Pol. And then, sir, does he this, — ^he 
does — 

What was I about to say ? — By the mass, I 
was to 

About to say something; — where did I leave? 

Rey. At “ closes in the consequence,” 

At “friend or so,” and “ gentleman.” 

Pol. At| closes in the consequence, — ay, 
marry; 

He closes with you thus : — “ I know the 
gentleman; 

I saw him yesterday, or t* other day, 

Or then, or then ; with such, or such i aadf 
as you say, ‘ \ 
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There was he gaming; there o’ertook in’s 
rouse ; 

There falling out at tennis ; ” or, perchance, 

“ I saw him enter such a house of sale/' « 
Videlicet., a brothel, or so forth. — 

Sife you now ; 

Your bait of falsehood takes this carp of 
truth ; 

^ And thus do we of wisdom and of reach, 
With windlaces, and with a».says of bias, 

By indirections find directions out : 

So, ^y my former lecture and advice, . 

Shall you my son. You have me, have you 
not? ' 

Rey. My lord, I have. 

Pol. God be wi' you ; fare you well. 

Rey. Good my low! ! «> 

Pol. Observe his inclination in yourself.' 
Rey. I shall, my lord. 

Po7. And let him ply his music. 

Rey. Well, my lord. 

Pol. Farewell I [Ascii Reynaldo. 

Enter Ophelia. 

How now, Ophelia ? what 's the matter ? 
Oph. Alas, my lord, I have been so 
afirighted ! 

Pol. With what, in the name of God ? 

Oph. My lord, as I was sewing in my 
chamber. 

Lord Hamlet, — with his doublet all unbrac’d; 
No hat upon his head ; his stockings foul’d. 
Ungarter’d, and down-gyved to Ids ancle ; w 
Pale as his shirt; his knees knocking each 
other ; 

And with a look so piteous in purport. 

As if he had been loosetl out of hell, 

To speak of horrors, — ^he comes before me. 
Pol. Mad for thy love 1 
Oph. My lord, 1 do not know ; 

But, truly, I do fear it. 

Pol. What said he ? 

Oph. He took me by the wrist, and held me 
hard ; 

Then goes he to the length of all his arm. 
And, with his other hand thus o’er his brow, 
He falls to such perusal of my face, eo 

As he would draw it. Long stay’d he so : 

At last, — a little shaking of mine arm, 

And thrice his head thus waving up and 
down, — 

He rais’d a sigh so piteous and profound, 
That it did seem to shatter all his bulk, 

And end. his being. That done, he lets me go, 
And, witlr his head o’er his shoulder turn’d. 
He seem’d to find his way without his eyes ; 
For out n’ doors he went without their help. 
And to the last bended their l^ht .on me. loo 


Pol. Come, go with me : I Mrill go seek the 
king. 

This is the very ecstacy of Jove, 

Whose violent i)roi)erty fordoes itself, 

And leads the will to des))erste undertakings. 
As oft as any passion under heaven. 

That does afflict our natures. I am sorry — 
What ! have you given him any bard words 
of late ? • 

Oph. No, my good lord ; but, as you did 
command, 

I did repel his letters, and denied 
His access to me. 

Pol. That hath made him mad. no 

I am sorry tliat with better heed and judg- 
ment 

I had not quoted him : I fear’d he did but 
trifle. 

And meant to wrack thee ; but, beshrow my 
jealousy ! 

It seems, it is as proper to our age 
To cast beyond ourselves in our opinions. 

As it is common for the younger sort 
To lack discretion. Come, go we to the 
king : 

Tliis must be known ; which, being kept close, 
might move . 

More grief to hide, than hate to utter love. 
Come. \Exeunt. 


Scene II. — A. Room in the Castle. 

Enter King, Queen, Rosencrantz, 
Guildenstern, and Attendants. 

King. Welcome, dear Rosenciant.T, and 
Guildenstern ! 

Moreover that we much did long to see you. 
The need we have to use you did provoke 
Our hasty sending. Something have you 
heaixl 

Of Hamlet’s transformation ; so I call it, 
Since not the exterior nor the inward man 
Resembles that it was. What it should be. 
More than his father’s death, that thus hath 
put him 

So much from the understanding of himself, 

I cannot dream of : I entreat you .both, lo 
That, being of so young days brought up with 
him. 

And since so neighbour’d to his youth and 
, humour, 

That you vouchsafe your rest here in our 
court 

Some little time ; so by your companies 
To draw him on to ^Musures, and to gather, 
So much as from occasions you may glean. 
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Whether aught, to ub unknown, afflicts him 

thlLS, 

That, open’d, lies within our remedy. 

Qiteen. Good gentlemen, lie hath much 
talk’d of you ; 

And, sure 1 am, two men there are not living. 
To whom he more adheres. If it will please 
you 21 

To show us so much gentry, and good will. 
As to expend yoitr time with ns awhile. 

For the supply and profit of our hope, 

Your visitation shall receive such thanks 
As fits a king’s remembrance. * 

Roa. Both your majesties 

Might, by the sovereign power you have of 
us. 

Put your dread pleasures more into command 
Than to entreaty. 

Guil. We both oljey ; 

And here give up ourselves, in the full 
bent, 80 

To lay our services freely at your feet. 

To be commanded. 

Kiiig. Thanks, Rosencrantz, and gentle 
G iiildenstern.* 

Queen. Thanks, Guildenstern, and gentle 
Rosencrantz : 

And I beseech you instantly to visit 
My too much changed son. — Go, some of you. 
And bring these gentlemen wliere Hamlet is. 

GuU. Heavens make our presence, and our 
practices. 

Pleasant and helpful to him ! 

Qu^en. Ay, Araci 

[^Exeunt Rosencrantz, Guildenstern, 
and some Attendants. 

Enter Polonius. 

Pol. The ambas.sadors from Norway, my 
good lori 

Are joyfully return’d. « 

King. Thou still hast been the father of 
good newa 

Pol. Have I, my lord? Assure you, my 
good liege, 

I hold my duty, as I hold my soul, 

Both to my God, and to my gracious king : 
And I do tiiink (or else this brain of mine 
Hunts not the trail of jK>licy so sui-e 
As it hath us’d to do), that I have found 
The very cause of Hamlet’s lunacy. 

Kiytg. O ! s])eak of that ; that do I long to 
hear. . eo 

Pol. Give first admittance to the ambassa- 
dors ; 

My news sh^l be the fruit to that great feast. 

King. Thyself do grace to them, and bring 
them in. — [Exit Polonius. 


He tells me, my sweet queen, that he hath 
found 

Tlie head and source of all your sou's distem- 
‘ per. 

Queen. £ doubt, it is no other but the main; 
His father’s death, and our o’erhasty marriage. 
King. Well, we shall sift him. — 

Re-enter Polonius, with Voltimand, and 
Cornelius. 

Welcome, my good friends. 
Say, Voltimand, what fi*om our brother Nor- 
way! 

Volt. Most fair return 6i greetings and 
desires. <n 

Upon our first, he sent out to si<ppress 
His nephew’s levies ; which to him appear’d 
To be a preparation ’gainst the Polack : 

But, better look’d into, he truly found 
It was against your highness : whereat 
griev’d, — 

That so his sickness, age, and impotence. 

Was falsely borne in hand, — sends out ar- 
rests 

On Fortinbras ; which he, in brief, obeys. 
Receives rebuke from Norway, and, in fine. 
Makes vow before his uncle, never more m 
To give the essay of arms against your 
majesty. 

Whereon old Norway, overcome with joy. 
Gives him three thousand crowns in annual 
fee, 

And his commission to employ these soldiers. 
Bo levied a.s before, against the Polack ; 

With an entreaty, herein further shown, 

[Giving a paper. 

That it might please you to give, quiet jiass 
Through your dominions for this enterprise ; 
On such regards of safety, and allowance. 

As therein are set down. 

King. It likes us well ; » 

And, at our more considei'’d time, we '11 read, 
Answer, and think upon this business ; 
Meantime, we thank you for your well-took 
labour. 

Go to your rest ; at night we' ’ll feast together : 
Most welcome home ! 

[Exeunt Voltimand and Cornelius. 
Pol. This business is well ended. 

My liege, and madam, to expostulate 
What majesty should be, what duty is, 

Why day is day, night, night, and time is 
time, 

Were nothing but to waste night, day, and 
time. 

Therefore, since brevity is the soul of wit, «> 
And tediousness the limbs and outward 
fiourishes, 
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I will be brief. Your noble son is mad : 

Mad call I it ; for, to define true madness, 
What is 't, but to be nothing else but mad 1 
But let that go. « 

Queen. More matter, with loss art. 

Pol. Madam, I swear, I use no art at all. 
That he is mad, ’t is true : ’t is tnie 't is pity; 

* And pity ’t is ’t is true : a foolish figure ; 

, But farewell it, for I will use no art. 

Mad let us grant him, . then ; and now re- 
mains, * lot) 

Th&t we find out the cause of this ^ect ; 

Or rather say, jbhe cause of this <lefect, 

For this effect defective comes by cause : 

Thus it remains, and the remainder thus. 
Perpend. • 

I have a daughter; have, whilst she* is mine; 
"Who, in her duty and obedience, mark, 

Hath given mo this. Now gather, and sur- 
niise. 

— “ To the celestial, and my soid’s idol, the 
most beautified Ophelia,” — no 

That ’s an ill phrase, a vile phrase : “ beauti- 
fied ” is a vile phrase ; but you shall hear. — 
Thus : 

“ Jn her excellent-wliite bosom, these,” tkc.-- 
Queen. Came this from Hamlet to herl 
Pol. Good madam, stay awhile ; I will be 
faithful. — [.ftmcfe,] 

** Doubt thou, the stars ai’c fire ; 

Doubt, that the .sun doth move ; 
Doubt truth to be a liar ; 

But never doubt, I love. 

‘^O dear Ophelia ! I am ill at these numbers ; 

X have not art to reckon my groans ; but 
that I love thee Iwst, O most best ! believe it. 
Adieu. 182 

“ Thine evermore, most dear lady, 
whilst tins machine is to him, Hamlet.” 
This in obedieirce hath my daughter show’d 
me ; 

And more above, hath his solicitiugs. 

As they fell out by time, by means, and place. 
All given to mine ear. 

Khig. But how hath she 

Receiv’d his love ? 

Pol. What do you think of me ? 

Kiruj. As of a man faithful and honourable. 
Pol. I would fain prove so. But what 
might you think, m 

When I had seen this hot love on ^he wing, 
^As I perceiv’d it, I must tell you that, 

Before my daughter told me,) what might you,' 
Or my dear majesty, your queen here, think. 

If I had play’d the desk, or table-book ; 

Or given my heart a winking,^ mute and 
dumb ; 

Or look’d upon this love with idle sight : 

m 


What might you think 1 No, I went round 
to work. 

And my young mistress thus did I bespeak : 
“ Lord Hamlet is a prince, out of thy star ; ui 
This must not be : ” and then I precepts gave 
her. 

That she should lock herself from his resort, 
Admit no messenger, receive no tokens. 
Which done, she took the fruits of my advice; 
And ho, ivipulsed, — a. short tale to make, — 
Fell into a sadne.S8 ; then into a fast ; 

Thence to a watch ; thence into a weakness ; 
Thbncc to a lightness ; and, by this declension. 
Into the madness wherein now he raves, iso 
And all we wail for. 

King. Do you think ’t is this 1 
Queen. It may be, very likely. 

Pol. Hath there been such a time, I ’d fain 
know that. 

That I had po.sitively said, “ ’T is so,” 

When it prov’d otherwise ? 

King. Not that I know. 

Pol. Take this from this, if this be other- 
wise. 

If circumstances lead me, I will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the centra. 

King. How may we try it furtlier ? 

Pol. You know, sometimes he walks four 
hours together, i»» 

Hero in the lobby. 

Queen. So he does, indeed. 

Pol. At such a time 1 ’ll loose my daughter 
to him ; 

Be you and I behind an arras then ; 

Mai*k the encounter : if he love her not. 

And be not frain his reason fall’n thereon, 

Let me be no assistant for a state. 

But keep a farm, and cartei-s. 

Kvujg. We will try it. 

Queen. But, look, where sadly the poor 
wretch comes i-eacling. 

Pol. Away ! I do beseech you, both away. 
I ’ll board him presently : — O ! give me 
leave.— 

[Exeunt Kiko, Queen, and Attendants. 

Enter Hamlet, reading. 

How does my good Lord Hamlet 1 
Ham. Well, God-a-mercy. 

Pol. Do you know me, my lord ? 

Ham. Excellent well; you are a fish- 
monger. 

Pol. Not I, my lord. 

Ham. Then I would you were so honest a 
man. 

Pol. Honest, my lord ? 

Ham. Ay, sir : to be honest, as this world 
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goes, is to be one man picked out of ten 
thousand. 

Pol. That 's very true, my lord. 

Ham. For if the sun breed maggots in a 
dead dog, being a god kissing carrion, — Have 
you a daughter ? 

Pol. I have, my lord. 

Ham, Let her not walk i* the sun : con- 
ception is a blessing; but not as your 
daughter may conceive. — Friend, look to ’t. 

PoL How say you by that 1 — ^Aside.'\ Still 
haipiug on my daughter : — yet he know mo 
not at first; he said, I was a fishmonger. 
He k far gone, far gone : and truly in my 
youth, I suffered much extremity for love ; 
very near this. I ’ll speak to him again. — 
What do you read, my lord ? 

Ham. Wonls, words, words. 

Pot What is the matter, my lord ? 

Ham. Between who 1 

Pol. I mean, the matter that you read, my 
lord. , 

Ham. Slanders, sir : for the satirical slave 
says here, that old men have grey beards; 
that fJieir faces arcT wrinkled ; their ey^ 
purging thick amber and plum-tree gum; 
and tlmt they have a plentiful lack of wit, 
together with most weak hams : all of which, 
sir, though I most powerfully and potently 
believe, yet I hold it not honesty to have it 
thus set down ; for you yourself, sir, should 
be old as 1 am, if like a crab you could go 
backward. 

Pol, [Aside.^ Though this be madness, yet 
there is method in ’t. — ^Will you walk out of 
the air, my lord ? 

Hamn Into my grave ? sos 

Pot Indeed, that is out o’ the air. — \Aside.'\ 
How pregnant sometimes his replies are 1 a 
happiness that often madness hits on, which 
reason and sanity could not so prosperously 
be delivered of. I will leave him, and sud- 
denly contrive the means of meeting between 
him and my daughter. — My honourable lord, 

I will most humbly take my leave of you. 

Ham. You cannot, sir, take from me any- 
thing that I will more willingly part withal ; 
except my life, except my life^ except my life. 

Pol. Fare you well, my lord. 

Ham. These tedious old fools ! m 

Enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstebx. 

Pot You go to seek the Lord Hamlet; 
there he is. 

Ro$. [To I^OLONius.] Qod save you, sir ! 

\Efdt PoLOirius. 

Quil, Mine honour’d lord ! 

Bo*. most dear lord 1 


Ham. My excellent good friends ! How 
dost thou, Guildenstern % Ah, Rosencrantz ! 
Good lads, how do ye both ? 

Hoal As the in^fferent children of the 
earth. 

Guit Happy, in that we are not over- 

On Fortune s cap we are not the very button. 
Ham. Nor the soles of her shoe 1 m 

Ro8. Neither, my loixl. 

Ham, Then you Kve about her waist, or 
in the middle of her favours 1 • 

Gnxt ’Faith, her privates \jre. 

Ham. In the secret parts of Fortune ? 0 ! 
most true ; she is a strumpet. What news % 
Ro8. None, my lord, but that' the world ’s 
grown honest. 2 a» 

Ham. Then is doomsday near; but your 
news is not true. Let me question more in 
jMirticular : what have you, my good friends, 
deserved at the hands of Fortune, that she 
'sends yon to prison hither ? 

Guit Prison, my lord 1 
Ham. Denmark ’s a prison. 

Roa. Then is the world one. 

Ham. A goodly one ; in which there are 
many confines, wai-ds, and dungeons, Denmark 
lieing one of the worst. 

Roa. We think not so, my lord. aso 

Ham. Why, then ’t is none to you ; for 
there is nothing either good or bad, but 
thinking makes it so : to me it is a prison. 

Roa. Why, then your ambition mak^s it 
one : ’t is too narrow for your mind. 

Ham. O God ! I could be bounded in a 
nut-shell, and count myself a king of infinite 
space, were it not that I have b^ad dreams. 

GuU. Which dreams, indeed, are ambition; 
for the very substance of the ambitious is 
merely the shadow of a dream. mi 

Ham. A dream itself is but a shadow. 

Roa. Truly, and I hold ambition of so airy 
and light a quality, that it is but a shadow’s 
shadow. 

Ham. Then are our beggars bodies, and our 
monarch8,and outstretched heroes, the beggars’ 
shadows. Shall we to the court ? for, by my 
fay, I cannot reason. 

Roa., GuU. We’ll wait upon you. a» 

Ham. No such matter : I will not sort you 
with theiTOst of my servants; for, to speak to 
you like an honest man, I am most dreadfully 
attended. But, in the beaten way of fnend- 
ship, what make you at Elsinore ? 

Roa. To Yjisit you, my lord ; no other occasion. 
Ham. Beggar that I am, I am even poor 
in thanks; but I thank you : and sufe, doar 
ftiends, my thanks are too dear, a halfpenGdy; 
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Were you not sent for ? Is it your own in- 
clining) Is it a free visitation) Come, come ; 
deal justly with me: come, come; nay, speak. 
(ruil. What should we say, my lord ) * sw 
.^am. Why, anything, — ^ ut to the pui-pose. 
You were sent for : and there is a kind of 
confession in your looks, which your modesties 
have not craft enough to colour; I know, the 
good king and queen have ser ' for you. 

Jios. To what end, my idrd) 

• • //am. That you, must teach me. But' let 
me c<)iyure you, by the rights of our* fellow- 
ship, by the conB«nancy of our youth, by the 
obligation of our ever-preservefi love, and by 
what more dear a better proposer could charge 
you withal, be even and direct wi^jh me, 
whether you were sent for, or no. aa 

Jiog, What say you ) 

J^am. Nay, then I have an eye of you. — If 
you love me, hold not off. 

Crzd/. My lord, we were sent for. 

I/am. I will tell you why ; so shall my 
anticipation prevent your discovery, and 
your sqprecy to the king and queen moult no 
feather. T have of late (but wherefore I know 
not) lost all my mirth, forgone all custom of 
exercises ; and, indeed, it goes so heavily 
with my disposition, that this goodly fram6, 
the earth, seems to me a sterll promontory ; 
this most excellent canopy, the air, look 
you, this brave o’erhanging firmament, this 
majestical roof fretted with golden fire, why, 
it appeareth no other thing to me than a foul 
and pestilent congregation of vapours. What 
a piece of work is a man ! how noble in reason! 
how infinitedn faculty ! in form and moving, 
how express and admimble ! in action, how 
like an angel I in apprehension, how like a 
god ! the beauty of the world I the paragon 
of animals ! And yet, to me, what is this 
quintessence of dust ) man delights not me ; 
np, nor woman neither, tliough by your 
smiling you seem to say so. 

My lord, there was no such stuff in 
ray thoughts. 

Ham. Why did you laugh then, when I 
said, man delights not me ) su> 

Ro», To think, my lord, if you delight not 
in man, what lenten entertainment the players 
shall receive from you: we coted them on 
the way, and hither are they coming ^ offer 
you service. 

Ham. He that plays the king shall be wel- 
come ; his majesty shall have tribute of me : 
the adventurous knight shall use Ins foil and 
target : the. lover c^l not sigh gratis : the 
bai;aoroU's man shall end his part in peace: 

shall make tboee-laugb, whose lungs 


are tickled o' the sere : and the lady shall tuiy 
her mind freely, or the blank vrasSe shall haft 
for 't. What players are they ) • . , 

Ros. Even those you weie wont to teke 
such delight in, the tragedian.s of the pity. 

Ham, How chances it they tiavel ) ^their 
residence, both in reputation and piofit, was 
better both ways. 

Rob. I think, theii* inhibition comes by the 
means of the late innovation. 

Ham. Do they hold the same estimation 
they did when 1 was in the city ) Are they 
so followed ) 

Rob. No, indeed, they are not. sw 

Ham. How cotne.s it) Do they grow 
rusty ) 

Rob. Nay, their endeavour keeps in the 
wonted pace : but there is, sir, an aery of 
children, little eyases, that cry out on the top 
of question, and are most tyrannically clapped 
for 't : these are now the fashion ; and so be- 
rattle the common stages (so they call them) 
that many wearing rapiers are afraid of goose- 
quills,, and dare scarce come thither. . m 

Ham. What ! are tliey children ) who 
maintains them) how ate they escoted) Will 
they pumue the quality no longer than they 
can sing) will they not say afterwards, if they 
should grow themselves to common players, 
(as it is most like, if their means are not 
better,) their writers do them WTOiig, to make 
them exclaim against their own succession ? 

Rob. ’Faith, there has been much to do on 
both sides ; and the nation holds it no sin, to 
tarre them to controversy : there was, for a 
while, no money bid for argument, un]e.ss the 
poet and the player went to cuffs in the 
question. soo 

Ham. Is it possible ) 

Guil. O ! thei’o has been much throwing 
about of brains. 

Ham. Do the boys carry it away ) 

Rob. Ay, that they do, my lord; Hercules, 
and his load too. 

Ham. It is not stiunge; for my uncle is 
King of Denmark, and those that would make 
mows at him while my father lived, give 
twenty, forty, fifty, an hundi'ed ducats a-piece, 
for his picture in little. ’Sblood, there is 
something in this more than natural, if phi- 
losophy could fiml it out. vt 

[Mouruh of trvmjtetB wUhin. 

GuU. There are the players. 

Ham. Gentlemen, you are . welcome to 
Elsinore. Your hands. Come, -^then ; the 
appurtenance of welcome is fashion and cere- 
mony : let me comply with you in this garb, 
lest my extent to the, playraa (which, I tell 
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.(jroti, must show fairly outward) should more 
ap^ar like entertainment than yours. You 
are welcome ; but my uncle-father, and aunt- 
mother, are deceived. ssi 

Guil. In what, my dear lord ? 

Ham. I ’am but mad north-north-west : 
when the wind is southerly, I know a hawk 
from a jbandsaw. 

Jie-enUr I^olonius. 

Pol. Well bo with you, gentlemen ! 

Ham. Mark you, Guildenstem ; — and you 
too ;-*-at each ear a hearer : that great*baby, 
you see there, is not yet out of his .swathing- 
clouts. 

Hos. Happily he’s the second time come to 
them ; for, they say, an old man Ls twice a 
child. tao 

Ham. I will prophesy, he comes to tell me 
of the players ; mark it. — You say right, sir : 
for o’ Monday morning : ’t was so indeed. 

Pol. My lord, I have news to tell you. * 
Ham. My lord, I have news to tell you. 
When Roscius was an actor in Rome, — 

Pol. The actors are come hither, my lord. 
Ham. Buz, buz ! 

Pol. Upon my honour, — »» 

Ham. Then came each actor on his ass, — 
Pol. The best actoi'S in the world, either 
for tragedy, comedy, history, pastoral, pastoral- 
comical, historical-pastoral, tragical-historical, 
tragical-comical-historical-pastoral, scene indi- 
vidable, or poem unliinite.d : Seneca cannot be 
too heavy, nor Plautus too light. For the law 
of writ, and the liberty, these are the only 
men. 

Ham. “ O Jephthah, judge of Israel,” what 
a treasure hadst thou ! ' 

Pol. What a treasure had he, my lord 1 *io 
Ham, Why, 

“ One fair daughter, and no more. 

The which he loved passing well.” 
Pol. [Aside.] Still on my tlaughter. 

Ham. Am I not i’ the right, old Jephthah ? 
Pol. If you call me Jephthah, my lord, I 
have a daughter that I love passing well 
Ham. Nay, that follows not. 

Pol. What follows then, my lord 1 
Ham. Why, <»• 

“ As by lot, God wot,” 
and then, you know, • 

. “ It came to pass, as most like it was,” — 
the first row of the pious chanson will show 
you more ; for look, where my abridgment 
comes. 

MrUer four or Jive Playera 
You are welcome, masters ; welcome, all — I 


am glad to see thee well : — welcome, goc^ 
friends. — O, my old friend ! Why, thy fabe ’ 
is valanced since I saw thee last : com’st thou , 
to beard me in Denmark? — ^What ! my young 
lady and mistress ! By’r lady, your l^y* 
ship is nearer^ to heaven, than when I saw 
you last, by the altitude of a chopine. Pray 
God, your voice, like a piece of uncurrent 
gold, be not cracked within the ring. Mai^: 
ters, you are all welcome. We ’ll e’en to 't 
like IVench falconere, fly at anything we see:,, 
we ’ll have a speech straight. Come, give us 
a taste of your quality ; qome, a passionate 
speech. 

1 Play. What speech, my gbod lord 1 as 
Ham. I heard thee speak mb a speech once, 
— but it was never acted ; or, if it was, not 
abdve once ; for the play, I remember, pleased 
not the million ; ’twas caviare to the general: ■ 
but it was (os I received it, and others, whose 
judgments in such matters cried in»the top of 
mine) an excellent play, well digested in the 
scenes, set down with as much modesty as 
cunning. I remember, one said, there were 
no sallets in the lines to make the‘ matter 
savoury, nor no matter in the phrase that 
might indite the aiithor of affectation, but 
called it an hone.st method, as wholesome as 
sweet, and by very much more handsome than 
fine. One speech in it I chiefly loved : ’t was 
ACneas’ tale to Dido ; and thereabout of it 
especially, where he speaks of Priam’s 
slaughter. If it live in your memory,^ begin 
at this line : — let me see, let me see : — 

“ The rugged Pyrrhus, like the Hyrcanian 
beast,” , 

— ’t is not so ; it begins with, Pyrrhus : — 

“ The rugged Pyrrhus, — he, whose sable 
arms. 

Black as his purpose, did the night resemble 
When he lay couched in the ominous 
horse, m 

Hath now this dread and black complexion 
smear’d 

With heraldry more dismal j head to ifoot 
Now is he total gules ; horridly trick’d 
With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, 
sons ; 

Bak’d and impasted with the parching 
streets, 

That lend a tyrannous and a damned light 
To tneir vile murderers ; roasted in ufratib^ 
and fire. 

And thus o’er-sized with coagulate gdre, « 
With ,,eye8 like carbuncles the n^lliafi 
Pyrrhus 

Old ^undsire PrUm seeka”— . 

So, proceed you. 
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HAMLET AND THE PLAYERS. 


JHamiei, € heard thee speak me a speech once. 
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Pol. ’Fore God, iny lord, well spoken; with 
good accent, and good discretion. 

1 Plai/. “ Anon he finds him 
Striking too short at Greeks : his ai&tique 
swoi'd, 

'Rebellious to his arm, lies where it falls, 
Repugnant to cohimand. Unequal match’d, 
Pyrrhus at Priam drives ; in rage, stiikes 
wide ; 

But with the whiff and und of his fell 
sword 

The unnerved father falls. Then senseless 
Ilium, «» 

Seeming to feel this blow, with flaming 
top 

Stoops to his base ; and with a hideous 
crash 

Takes prisoner Pyrrhus’ ear : for, lo ! his 
sword, 

Which was declining on the milky head 
Of reverend Priam, seem’d i’ the air to 
stick : 

So, as a painted tyrant, Pyrrhus stood ; 
And, like a neutral to his will and matter. 
Did nothing. 

But, as we often see, against some storm, 

A silence in the heavens, the I'ack stand 
still, ■»«> 

The bold winds speechless, and the orb be- 
low 

As hush as death, anon the dreadful 
thunder 

Doth I'end the region: so, after Pyrrhus’ 
• pause. 

Aroused vengeant;e sets him new a-work ; 
And never did the Cyclops’ hammers fall 
On Mars his annour, forg’d for proof 
eteme, ’ 

With less remorse than PyiThus’ bleeding 
sword 

Now falls on Priam. — 

Out, out, thou strumpet. Fortune ! All you 
gods. 

In general synod, take away her power; aoo 
Break all the spokes and fellies from her 
wheel. 

And bowl the round nave down the. hill of 
^heaven. 

As low as to the fiends 1 f 
PoL ( This is too long. 

Ham. It shall to the barber’s, with your 
beard.— Pr’ythee, say on ; — ^he’s for a jig, or a 
tale of baw^y, or he sleepa — ^^Say on : come 
to Hecuba. 

1 Pfay. *^But who, O ! who had seen the 
: mobled ^eeh 

^ 4 ^ . The n^obled queen t ' * ' 

good; moUed queen ^good. uo 


1 Play. “ Run barefoot up and down, 
threat’ning the flames 

^ With bisson rheum ; a clout upon that 
head, 

Where late the diadem stood ; and, for a 
robe. 

About her lank and all o’er-teemed loins, 

A blanket, in the alarm of fear caught up ; 

Who this had see'll, with tongue in venont 
steep’d, 

’Gainst Fortune’s state would treason have- 
pronounc’d : 

But if the gods themselves did see her 
then, 

When she saw Pyrrhus make malicious 
sport 

In mincing with his sword her husband’s 
limbs, B*o 

The instant burst of clamour that she 
made, 

(Unless things mortal move them not at 
all,) 

Would have made milch the burning eyes 
of heaven. 

And passion in the gods.” 

Pol. Look, whe’er he has not turned hi» 
colour, and has tears in’s eyes ! — Pr’ythee, na 
more. 

Ham. ’T is well ; I ’ll have thee speak out 
the rest of this soon. — Good my lord, will you 
see the players well bestowed 1 Do you hear, 
let them be well used ; for they are the ab- 
stracts, and brief chronicles, of the time : 
after your deuth you were better have a bad 
epitaph, than their ill report while you lived. 

Pol. My lord, I will use them according to- 
their desei-t. 

Ham. God’s bodikin, man, much better ; 
use eveiy man after his desert, and who should 
’scape whipping ? Use them after your own 
honour and dignity : the less they deserve, 
the more merit is' in your bounty. Take 
tliem in. 

Pol. Come, sirs. wo 

Ham. Follow him, friends : we ’ll hear a 
play te-moripw. \Bxit Polonius, wiUi all tite 
flay era except the Firat.'^ Dost thou hear me,, 
old friend 1 can you play the Murder of Gon- 
zagol 

1 Play. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. We’ll liave it to-morrow night. You 
could, for a need, study a speech of some 
dozen or sixteen lines, which I would set 
down and insert in ’t, could you not? 

V Play. Ay, my lord. »» 

Hem,. Very well. — Follow that lord ; and 
look you mock him not. [Exit Firat Player.! 
My good fiiends \to Bos. and Gun*], I’ll 
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leave you till night : you are welcome to 
Elsinore. 

JHos. Good my lord ! 

Ham. Ay, so, God be wi' ye.~ 

[Exmni Kosbncraktz emd Guildenstern. 

Now 1 am alone. 

O, what a rogue and peasant slave am 1 ! 

Is it not monstrous, that this player here. 
But ip a fiction, in a dret^ of juission, 

Could force his soul so to his whole conceit, 
That, from her working, all, his visage 
, wann’d ; 

Tears in his eyes, distraction in ’s aspect,' 

A broken voice, and his whole function 
suiting 

With foi'ras to his conceit! and all for 
nothing ! 

For Hecuba ! 

What ’s Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 

^ That he should weep for her? What would 
he do. 

Had he the motive and the cue for passion. 
That I liave? He would* drown the stage 
with teal's, 

And cleave the general ear with hortid 
speech ; sro 

Make mad the guilty, and appal the free. 
Confound the ignorant ; and amaze, indeed. 
The very faculties of ^yes and ears. 

Yet r, 

A dull and muddy-mettled rascal, peak. 

Like J ohn-a-di'eams, unpregnant of my cause, 
And can say nothing ; no, not for a king, 
Upon whose property, and most dear life, 

A damn’d defeat was made. Am I a coward! 
Who calls me villain ! breaks my pate across ! 
Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face? 
Tweaks me by the nose? gives me the lie 
i’ the throat, 

As deep as to the lungs ? Who does me this? 
Ha! 


ACT 

Scene I. — A Boom in the Castle. 

Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, 
Rosencrantz, a/nd Guildbnstern. 

Kit^g. And can you, by no drift of cir- 
cumstance, 

Get from him, why he puts on this confusion. 

Grating so harahly all his days of quiet 

With turbulent and dangerous lopacy ? 

Eos. He does confess, he feels himself dis- 
tracted; 

But from what cause he will by no means 
speak. 


’Swounds ! I should take .it; for it. cannot boi 
But I am pigeon-liver’d, and lack gall 
To make oppression bitter, or, ere this, 

I shoiJd have fatted all the r^ion kites 
With this slave’s offal. Bloody, bawdy 

villain ! ' , 

Remorseless, treacherous, lecherous, kindless 
villain ! - sw 

O, vengeance! ^ 

Why, what an ass am I ! Ay, sure, this is 

most brave ; • . , 

That I,, the son of a dear father muitier'd;' 
Prompted to my revenge by Jieaven and hell. 
Mush like a whore, unpack my heart with 
words, 

And fall a-cursing, like a very drab, 

A scullion ! 

Fie upon 't ! foh ! About, my biain ! — I 
have heard, 

That guilty creatures, sitting at a play, 

Have by the very cunning of the scene «o 
Been struck so to. the soul, that presently 
They have proclaim’d their maleikctions ; 

For murder, though it have no tongue, will 
speak 

With most miraculous organ. I ’ll have these 
players 

Play something like the murder of my father. 
Before mine uncle : J ’ll observe his looks ; 

I ’ll tent liim to the quick : if he but blench, 

I know my coui-se. The spirit that I have 
seen 

May be the devil : and the devil hath power 
To assume a pleasing shape ; yea, and, 
perhaps, «» 

Out of my weakness, and my melancholy. 

As he is very potent with such spirits. 

Abuses me to damn me. 1 ’ll have grounds 
More relative than this : — ^the play ’s the thing. 
Wherein I ’ll catch the conscience of the king. 

[Emt. 


IIL 

Guil. Nor do we find him forward to be 
sounded. 

But, with a crafty madness, keeps alo(^, 
When we would bring him on to some con- 
fession 

Of his true state. 

QueerC. Bid he receive you well! lo. 

Boa. Most like a gentleman. 

Guil. But with much. forcing of his dis- 
position. 

^ 08 . Niggard of question ; but; of our 
demwds, \ ' 

Most frea in his reply. 
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Queen. Did you assay him 

To any pastime ? 

Roa. Madam, it so. fell out, that certain 

Pla-yere . ’ 

We o*er-raught on the way: of these we told 

And there did seem in, him a kind of joy 
To hear of it. They are about the court ; 
And, as I think, they have already order a> 
<(This night to play before hi* ti, 

Pol. ?r is most true : 

4 ^ 

•And he beseech’d me' to entreat your 
majesties, ' 

To hear and see^the matter. 

King. With all my heart; and it doth 
much content me 
To hear him so inclin’d. 

Good gentlemen, give him ^;further edge, 
And drive his purpose on to these delights. 
Roa. We shall, my lord. 

\Exemit Rosencrantz and GuimENSTEiuir. 
King. ' Sweet Gertrude, leave us too ; 
For we have closely sent for Hamlet hither, 
That he, as ’t were by accident, may here so 
Affi'oi^t Ophelia. 

Her. father, and myself, (lawful espials,) 

Will so bestow ourselves, that, seeing, un- 
seen. 

We may of their encounter fiunkly judge ; 
And gather by him, as he is behav’d, 

If ’t be the affliction of his love, or no. 

That thus he suffers for. 

Queen. I shall obey you. — 

And,, for your part, Ophelia, I do wish. 

That your good beauties be the happy cause 
Of Hamlet’s wildness ; so shall I hope, your 
virtues w 

Will bring hitu to his wonted way again. 

To both your honours. 

Oph. Madam, 1 wish it may. 

[Exit Queex. 

Pol. Ophelia, walk you hero. — Gracious, so 
please you. 

We will bestow ourselvea — [To Ophelia.] 
Read on this book ; 

That^ow of such an exercise may colour 
Your loneliness.-^We are oft to blame in 
this, — 

*ris too much prov’d, that, with devotion’s 
visage. 

And pous action, we do sugar o’er 
The devil himself. i 

King. [Aside.'] O ! ’tis too true ! 

How smaH a lash that^speech doth give my 
conscience ! ao 

The harlot’s cheek, beautied with plastering 
Art, 

la imt more ugly to the thing that h^js it, 


Than is my deed to my most painted word. 

O heavy burden ! 

Pol. I hear him coming : let ’a withdraw, 
my lord. 

[Edieunt King and Fot.ONiU8. 
Erder Hamlet. 

Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the 
question : — ^ 

Whether ’t is nobler in the mind, to suffbr 
The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune ; 
Or to take arms against a sea of troubles, 

And by opposing end them^ — ^To die, — to 
sleep, <» 

No more ; — and, by a sleep, to say we end 
The heart-ache, and the thousand rnttural 
shocks 

That flesh is heir to, — ^’t is a consummation 
Devoutly to be wish’d. To die, — to sleep: — 
To sleep ! percliance to dream : — ay, there ’s 
the rub ; 

For in that sleep of death what dreams may 
come, t 

When we have shuffled off this mortal coil. 
Must give us pause. There ’s the respect, 
Tiat makes calamity of so long life ; 

For who would bear the whips and scorns of 
time, • 

The oppressor’s wieng, i^the proud man’s con- 
tumely, 

The i>ang8 of despis’d love, the law’s delay. 
The insolence of office, and the spurns 
That patient meiit of the unwoitihy takes. 
When he himself might his quietus make 
With a bare bodkin? who would these fardels 
bear. 

To grunt and sweat under a weary life. 

But tliat the dread of something after 
death, — 

The midiscover’d country, from whose bourn 
No traveller returns, — puzzles the will, ao 

And makes us rather beai* those ills we have, 
Than fly to others that we know not of? 

Thus conscience does make cowards of us all ; 
And thus the native hue of resolution 
Is sicklied o’er with the pale cast of thought; 
And enterprises of great pith and moment 
With this regard their currents turn awry. 
And lose the name of action. — Soft you, 
now! 

The fair Ophelia. — Nymph, in thy orisons 
Be all my sins I’emember’d. 

Oph. Good my lord, m 

How does your honour for this many a day? 
Ham. I humbly thank you; well, well, 
well. 

Oph, My loixl, I have remembrances of 
yours, 
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That I have longed long to re-deliver ; 

I pray you, now receive them. 

Hmn, No, not I ; 

I never gave you aught. 

O'ph My honour’d lord, you know right 
well you did^ 

And, with tliem, words of so sweet breath 
compos’d, 

As made the things mor^j.; rich : their perfume 
lost, 

Take these again ; for, to the noble mind, «» 
Rich gifts wax poor when givers prove un- 
kind. 

There, my lord. 

Ham. Ha, ha ! are you honest 1 

Oph. My lord I 

Ham. Are you fair ? 

Oph. What means yoiu* lordsliip ? 

Ham. That if you be honest, and fair, your* 
honesty should admit no discourse to your 
beauty. 

Oph. Could beauty, my lord, have better, 
commerce thaxx with honesty? iw 

Ham. Ay, truly ; for the power of beauty 
will sooner transforjn honesty from what it is 
to a h^’^d, than the force of honesty can 
translate beauty into his likeness : this was 
sometime a paradox, but now the time gives 
it proof. I did love you mice. 

Oph. Indeed, my lord, you made me believe 
so. 

Ham. ''You should not have believed me ; 
for virtue cannot so inoculate our old stock, 
■but we shall relish of it. I loved you not. rso 

O^h. I was the more deceived. 

Ham. Opt tho§ to a nunnery : why wouldst 
thou be a breeder of sinners 1 I am myself 
indifferent honest ; but yet I could accuse me 
of such things, that it were better, my mother* 
had not borne me. I am very proud, revenge- 
ful, ambitious; with more offences at my beck, 
than I have thoughts to put them in, imagi- 
nation to give them shape, or time to act them 
in. What should such fellows as I do crawl- 
ing between heaven and earth? We are 
aiTant knaves, all ; believe none of us. Go 
thy ways to a nunnery. Where ’s your 
father ? 

Oph. At home, my lord. 

Ham. Let the doors be shut upon hijn, 
that he may play the fool nowhere but in ’s 
•own house. Farewell j 

Oph. O ! help him, you s#eet hervons ! wo i 

Ham. If thou dost marry, I ’ll give thee ^ 
this plague for thy dowry ; be thou as chaste 
as ice, as pure as snow, thqu shalt not escape 
calumny. Get thee to a nunnery ; go, fare- 
well. Or, if thou wilt needs marry, marry a 


fool ; for wise men know well enough 
monsters you make of them. To a nuiuier,^^ . ^ 
go ; and quickly too. ' Parewell ' V 

Op^i. O heavenly powers, restore hiinl 
Ham. I have heard of your paintings tbi^ ; 
well enough : God hath given you one 
aird you make yourselves another ; you 
you amble, and you lisp, and nickname G^’a 
creatures, and .make your wantonness yoiU||; 
ignorance. Go to : 1 ’ll no more on ’t : « 
hath made me mad'.' I say, we will have no-’ 
more mprriages: those that are married al>.* 
ready, sJl but one, shall live ; the rest shall 
keep as they are. To a nuilfnery, go. [Exit, 
A O, what a noble mind is here o’er- 
thrown ! * 

The courtier’s, soldier’s, scholar’s, eye, tongue, 
sword ; 

The exjrectancy and rose of the fair state, wo 
Tire glass of fashion, and the mould of 
form, 

The observ’d of all observers, quite, quite 
down ! 

And I, of ladies most deject and wretched, 
'That suck’d the honey of his music v<yws. 

Now see that noble and most sovereign 
reason, 

Like sweet bells jangled, out of tune and 
harsh : 

That unnratch’d form and feature of blown 
youth 

Blasted with ecstacy. O, woe is me, 

To have sbon what I have seen, see what I 


Re-enter Kin(J arui PoLONlUS. 

King. Ijovc ! his affections^ do not that 
way tend ; m 

Nor what he spake, though it lack form a 
little, 

Was not like madness. There ’s something 
in his soul, 

O’er which his melancholy sits on brood; 
And, I do doubt, the hatch, and the disdode, 
Will bo some danger t which for to preyekit, 

I have, in quick determination, ’ 

Thus set it down. He shall with iqpeed to. 
England, 

For the demand of our neglected tribute t 
Haply, the seas, and countries, different^ 

With variable objects, shall expel 
This sohrething'Settled matter in his hearjb | 
Whereon his brains still beating puts hitb 
thus 

From fashion of himself. What think you 
ott’t? : 

Pot It shall do well ; hut yet dol beli^vd^ 
The or^|in and commencement of jhis [ 
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liamUt. I loved you not. 

^ OphiUa. I «rat ^ more deceived. 
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Scene II. 


PRIN03B OP DENMARK. 


StiaruXik from neglected ^lovfi,~~Hov nov, 
' Ophelia ! 

You need not tell us^wIm^ Lord Hamlet 
said; ^ 

We heard it all. — My lord, do as you please ; 

you hold it fit, after the play, im 
Let his queen mother all alone entreat him 
To |diow his griefs ; let her be round with 
him ; 

ilhid I ’ll be plac'd, so please y' ii, in the ear 
Of all their oonfisrence. If she find him not, 
Too England send him ; or confine him, whme 
Your iirisdoin best shall think. 

'> It shall be so : 

in great ones must not un watch’d go. 

^ExeutU. 


Scene II. — A Hall in the Same. 
Enter Hamlet and certain Players. 


having the accent of Christians, nor the gait 
of Christian, pagan, nor man, have so strutted, 
^d bellowed, that I have thought some of 
nature’s journeymen had made men, and not 
made them virell^ they imitated humanity so 
abominably. 

1 Play. I hope, we have reformed that 4n- 
differently with us. as 

Ham. O ! reform it altogether. And let 
those that play your clowns speak no more 
than is set down for them: for there be of 
them, that wiH themselves laugh, to s^ on 
some quantity of barren 8{>ectators to laugh 
too; though, in the meantime, some necessary 
question of the play be then to be considered : 
that ’s villainou£>, and shows a most pitiful 
ambition in the fool that uses it. Go, make 
you ready. — [Exeimt Players. 

EnJter Polonius, Rosencrantz, and 
Guildenstern. 


Ham. Speak the speech, I pray you, as I 
pronounced it to you, trippingly on the 
tongue; but if you mouth it, as many of your 
players do, I had as lief the town-crier spoke 
my lines. Nor do not saw the air too much 
with your hand, thus ; but use all gently : 
for in the very torrent, tempest, and (as I 
may say) the whirlwind of passion, you must 
acqiiire and beget u tem^jerauce, that may 
give it smoothness. O ! it offends me to the 
soul, to hear a robustious jieriwig-pated fellow 
tear a passion to tatters, to very rags, to split 
the eet 4 ^ of the groundlings ; who, for the 
most part, are capable of nothing but inex- 
plicable dumbshows, and noise : I would 
have such a fellow whipped for o’erdoing 
Termagant ; it out-herods Herod : pray you, 
avoid it. 

1 Play. I warrant your honour. i« 

Ham. Be not too tame neither, but let 
your own discretion be your tutor : suit the 
to the word, the word to the action, 
special observance, that you o’er- 
ste|hlS^he modesty of nature; for anything so 
from the purpose of playing, whose 
the first, and now, was, and is, 
M. 't were, the mirror up to nature ; 
^'^rtue her own feature, scorn her own 
the very age and bofly of the time, 
pressure. Now, tl^ overdone, 
oT, OQnb^ tardy off, though it make the unskil- 
ful '^kuigh, cannot but make the judicious 
gritfve; the censure of the which one must, 
in ^our allowance, o’erweigh a whole theatre 
of others. O ! there be players, that I have 
seen play, — and heard others praise, and that 
highly, — not to speak it pi^fisnely, th^jieither 
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How now, my lord ? will the king hear this 
piece of work,? 

Pol. And tlie queen too, and that presently. 
Ham. Bid the players make haste. — 

’ \^Exit 3’olonius. 
Will you two help to hasten them ? w* 

Ros., Gud. We will, my lord. 

[Exeura Kosencuantz and Guilpenstebn. 
llam. What, lio ! Horatio. 

Enter Horatio. 

Hot. Here, sweet lord, at your service. 
Ham. Horatio, thou art e’en as just a man 
As e’er my conversatian cop’d withal. 

Hor. O ! my dear lord, — 

Ham. Nay, do not think^ flatter ; 

For what advancement may I hojie from 
thee. 

That no revenue host but thy good spirits. 

To feed and clothe thee? Why sliould the 
poor be flatter’d ? * 

No ; let the candied tongue lick absurd 
pomp, ao 

And crook the pregnant hinges of the knee^ 
Where thrift may follow fawning. Dost thou 
hear ? • 

Since my dear soul was mistress of her 
clioice. 

And could of men distinguish, her election 
Hath seal’d thee for herself : for thou hast" 
been 

As one, in suffering all, that suflfers nothing, 
A man; that Fortune’s buffets and rewards 
Hast ta'en with equal thanks : and bless’d are 
those, 

Whose blood and judgment are so well co- 
xuingled, 
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That they are not a pipe f orsFortune’s finger 
To sound what stop she please. Give me 
that man 

That is not passion's, . 4 fiave, and I will wear 
him 

In niy heart’s core, ay, in my* heart of heart, 
As I do thee. — Something too much of 
this— 

There is a play to-night before the king ; 

Oiie scene, of it comes Aear the circumstance, 
Which I have told thee, of niy father’s death: 
I pr'ythee, when thou scest that act afoot, 
Even with the very comment of thy soul 
Observe mine uncle: if his occulted guilt so 
Do not itmlf unkennel in one speech, 
liis a damned ghost that we have seen. 

And my imaginations are as foul 
As Vulcan’s stithy. Give him heedful note : 
For I mine eyes will rivet to his face ; 

And, after, we will both our judgments join 
In censure of his seeming. 

Hot. Well, my lord : 

If he steal aught, the whilst this play is 
playing, 

And 'scape detecting, I will pay the theft. 
Ham. They are^:oming to the play : I must 
be idle ; w 

Get you a place. 


Ham. I mean, my head upon your 

Oph. Ay, my l<wra. 

Ham. Do you think, 1 meant epuntiy 
matters ? 

Oph, I think nothing, my lord. 

Ham. That's a fair wought to lie betwieen 
maids’ legs. * 

Oph. What is, my lord) » 

Ham. Nothing. 

Oph. You are merry, my lord. 

Ham. Who, I? 

Oph. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. OGod! your only jig-maker. ‘What 
should a man do, but be mprry) for, look you, 
how cheerfully my mother looks, and my 
father djed within 's two hours. • 

Oph. Nay, ’t is twice two months, my 
lord. w 

Ham. So long) Nay then, let the devil 
wear black, for I ’ll have a suit of sablea O ; 
heavens ! die two months ago, and not for- 
gotten yet ) Then there ’s hoi)e, a great man’s 
memory may outlive his life half a year; but, 
by’r lady, he must build churches then, or 
else shall he sufier not thinking on, with the 
hobby-horse ; whose epitaph is, “For, O! for, 
O ! the hobby-horse is forgot." 

Hauti)oya play. TJie dumh-ah>ow eniers. 


Damish march. A Jlourish. Enter King, 
Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Rosencrantz, 
Guildenstern, and othsrs. 

King. How fares our cousin Hamlet ) 
Ham. Excellent, i’ faith; of the chameleon’s 
dish : I eat the air, promise-crammed. You 
cannot feed capons so. 

King, t have nothing with this answer, 
Hamlet : these words are not mine. 

Hum. No, nor mine now. — \To Polonius.] 
My lord, you played once in the univ'eraity, 
you say ) 

Pol. That did I, my lord; and was accounted 
a good actor. loi 

Ham. And what did you enact ) 

Pol. I did enact Julius Oeesar : I was 
killied i’ the Capitol ; Brutus killed me. 

Ham. It was a brute jiart of him to kill so 
capital a calf there. — Be the players ready) 
Ros. Ay, my lord ; they stay upon your 
|>atience. 

Queen. Come hither, my good Hamlet, sit 
by me. 

Ham. No, good mother, here's metal more 
attractive. . no 

Pdl. O ho ! do you mark that ) 

Ham. Lady, shall 1 lie in your lap ) 

[Lying down at Ovwsi^Afeet. 
Oph. No, my lord. 


Enter a King amid a Quern, very lovingly ; 
the Queen emhramng him, and he her. She 
kneele, and makes show of protestatimi unto 
him. He takes her up, and declines hie 
head upon her neck ; lays him down upon 
a bald: of fiowems ; she, seeing him asleep, 
leaves him. Anon comes in a fellow, takes 
off his croton, kisses it, and poxirs poison in 
the King's ears, and exU.^> The Queen re- 
turns, finds the King dead, and makes pas- 
sionate action. The Poisotier, with some 
two or three Mutes, comes in again, seeming 
to lament with her. The dead body is car- 
ried away. The Poisoner woos ike Quern 
with gifts : she seems loath and nnunll^^ 
awhile ; but in the end accepts his love. 

Oph. What means this, my lord )• 

Ham. Marry, this is miching ma|lec)io ; it 
means mischief. * 

Oph. Belike, this show imports jargiib' 
ment of the play. 

• Enter Prologue. 

Ham. We shall know by this fellow : the 
players cannot keep counsel ; they ’ll tell 
all. I 

Oph. Will he tell us what this show meant ) 
Ham. Ay, or any show that you'will ahow 
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hitti: be not you ashamed to show, he 11 not 
shame to tell you what it means. 

Oph. You are naught, yon are naught. I’ll 
mark the play. isa 

, Fro. For us, and for tragedy, 

Here stooping to your clemency, 

We beg your hearing patiently. 

[JSxit. 

Ham. Is this a prologue, or the posy of a 
* ringl 

Oph. ’T is brief, my loixl. 

‘ • ^cmi. As woman’s love. 

Unter ^ King and a Quaen. 

P, King. Full thirty times Lath Phoebus’ 
cart gone round 

Neptune’s salt wash, and Tellus’ orbed 
ground ; 

And thirty dozen moons, with borrow’d 
sheen. 

About the world have times hvelve thirties 
been ; iw 

Since love our hearts, and Hymen did our' 
hands, 

Unite commutual in most sacred bauds. 

P, Qwen. So many journeys may the sun 
and moon 

Make us again count o’er, ci’e love be done. 
But, woe is me ! you are so sick of late, 

So far from cheer, and from your former 
state, 

That I distrust you. Yet, though I dis- 
trust, 

Dis'iorafort you, ray lord, it nothing must ; 
For women’s fear and love holds quantity, 

In neither aught, or in extremity. x7o 

Now, what ray love is, pi*oof hath made you 
know j 

And as iny love is siz’d, my fear is so. 

Where love is great, the littlest doubts are 
fear; 

Where little fears grow gi-eat, great love grows 
there. 

P. King. ’Faith, I must leave thee, love, 
and shortly too ; 

My operant powers their functions leave to 
do : 

And thou shalt live in this fair world be- 
hind. 

Honour’d, belov’d ; and, haply, one as kind 
For husband shalt thou — 

' P, Queen. O, confound*the rest ! 

Buch love must needs be treason in my 
breast : iso 

In second husband let me be accurst ; 

None wed the second, but who kill’d the 
first. 

Ham. [Asitfe.j Wormwood, wormwood. 


jP. Queen. The instiinoeS, that second mar- 
riage move. 

Are base respects of thrift, but none of love : 
A second time I kill my husband dead. 
When second husband kisses me in bed. 

P. King. 1 do believe you think what now 
you speak ; 

But what we do determine oft we break. 
Purpose is but the slave to memory, i« 

Of violent birth, but poor validity ; 

Which how, like fruit unripe, sticks dn the 
tree,* 

But fall unshaken, when they mellow be. 
Most necessary ’t is, that we foi'get 
To pay ourselves what to ourselves is debt : 
What to oui’selves in passion we propose, 

The passion ending, doth the purpose lose. 
Tlie violence of either grief or joy 
Their own enactures with themselves destroy ; 
Where joy most I’evels, grief doth most 
lament ; s» 

Grief joys, joy grieves, on slender accident. 
This world is q,ot for aye ; nor ’t is not 
strange. 

That even our loves should with our fortunes 
change : * 

For ’t is a question left us yet to prove. 
Whether love lead fortune, or else fortune 
love. 

The great man down, you mark, his favourite 
flies; 

The poor advanc’d makes friends of enemtea 
And hitherto doth love on fortune tend: 

For who not needs shall never lack a friend; 
And who in want a hollow friend doth try. 
Directly seasons him his enemy. ni 

But, orderly to end whei’e I l>egtln, 

Our wills and fates do so contraiy run. 

That our devices still are overthrown ; 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our 
own : 

So think thou wilt no second husband wed ; 
But die Uiy thoughts, when thy first lord ia 
dead. 

P. Queen. Nor earth to me give food, nor 
heaven light! 

Sport and’ I'epose lock from me, day and 
night ! 

To desperation turn my trust and hope 1 
An anchor’s cheer in prison be my scope 1 
Each opposite, that blanks the face of joy. 
Meet what I would have well, and it destroy! 
Both here, and hence, pursue me lasting 
strife. 

If, once a widow, ever I be wife ! 

Ham. If she should break it now 1 

P. King. ’T is deeply sworn. Sweet, leave 
me here awhile : 
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My spirits grow dull, and fain, I ■would be- 
guile 

The tedious day with sleep, [Sleeps. 

P, Qiteen. Sleep rock thy bi’ain ; 

And never ccune mischance between us twain ! 

[Exit. 

Ham. Madam, how like you this play 1 asi 
Queen. The lady protests too much, mo- 
thinks. ^ 

Ham. O ! but she ’ll keep her word. 

Kv^. Have you heard the argument ? Is 
there no offence in’t 1 

Ham. No, no ; they do but jest, poison, in 
jest : -np offence i’ the world. 

King. What do you call the play 1 ssh 
Pkbm. The Mouse-trap. Many, how 1 
Tropically. This play is the image of a 
mm^er done in Vienna : Gonzago is the 
duke’s name j his wife, Baptista. You shall 
see anon ; ’t is a knavish piece of work : but 
what of that? your majesty, and we, that 
have free souls, it touches us not : let the 
galled jade wince, our withers are unwrung. 

Enter Lucianus. 

This is one Lucianus,'' nephew to the king. 
Oph. You are a good chorus, my loi*d. 

Ham. I could interi)ret between you and 
your love, if I could see the puppets dallying. 

Oph. You arc keen, my lord, you are 
keen. sw 

Ham. It would cost you a groaning to 
take off my edge. 

Oph. Still better, and worse. 

Ham. So you must take your husbands. — 
Begin, murdei’cr : pox, leave thy damnable 
faces, and begin. Come ; — the croaking raven 
doth bellow for revenge. 

Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit, 
and time agreeing ; 

Confederate season, else no creature seeing ; 
Thou mixture rank, of midnight weeds col- 
lected. 

With Hecate’s ban thrice blaste<l, thrice in- 
fected, . 260 

Thy natural magic and dire property, 

On wholesome life usurp immediately. 

[Pours the poison into tJte Sleejter'a ears. 
Ham. He poisons him i’ the gaiden for ’s 
estate. His name ’s Gonzago : the stoiy is 
extant, and writ in choice Italian. You wall 
see anon, how the murdei’er gets the love of 
Gonzago’s wife. 

oh. The king rises. 

Sam. What I frighted with false fire ? 
Queen. How fares my lord ? 

Pol. Give o’er the play. 2ro 

King. Givf me some light 1 -r-away I 


All. Lights, lights, lights ! 

[Exeunt aU but Hamlet and Hobatio. 
Ham. Why, let the strucken deer go weep, 
,The hart ungalled play ; 

For some must watch, while some miist 
sleep : < 

Thus runs the world away. 

Would not this, sir, and a forest of feathers, 
(if the rest of my fortunes turn Turk with 
me,) with two Provincial roses on my razed 
shoes, get me a fellowship in a cry of players, 
sir ? ’ ^,280 

Hot. Half a share. 

Ham. A whole one, I, 

For thou dost know, O Damon dear. 

This I’ealm dismantled wa^ 

Of Jove himself : and now reigns here 
A very, very — pajock. 

Hor. You might have rhymed. 

Ham. O good Horatio ! I ’ll take the 
ghost’s word for a thousand pound. Didst 
j)erceive ? 

Hor. Very well" my lord. 200 

Ham. Upon the talk of the poisoning, — 
Hor. I did very well note him. 

Ham. Ah, ha ! — Come, some music ! come, 
the recorders ! 

For if the king like not the comedy, 

Wliy then, belike, — he likes it not, perdy.— - 
Come, some music ! 

Enter Hosencuantz and Guildenstbrn. 

Ouil. Good my lord, vouchsafe me a word 
with yoiu I 

Ham. Sir, a whole history. 

GuU. The king, sir, — 

Ham. Ay, sir, what of him ? aoo 

Guil. Is, in his retirement, marvellous dis- 
tempered. 

Ham. With drink, sir ? 

Guil. No, my lord, rather with choler. 

Ham. Your wisdom should show itself 
more richer, to signify this to his doctor ; fo%4. 
for me to put him to his purgation, would, 
perhaps, plunge him into far more choler. 

GuU. Good my lord, pxit your discourse 
into some frame, and start not so wildly from 
my affair. «• 

Ham. I am tame, sir ; — pronounce. 

Guil. The qxieen, yoiu’ mother, in most 
great aifliction of spiiit, hath sent me to you. 
Ham. «You are welcome. 

GKlU. Nay, good my lord, this courtesy is 
not of the right breed. If it shall please you 
to make me a wholesome answer, I will do 
your mother’s commandment ; if not, your 
jMirdon and my return shall be the end of 
my business. 
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Ham, Sir, I cannot. »» 

GuU. What, my lord] 

Hmn. Make you a wholesome answer ; my 
wit ’s diseased ; but, sir, such answer as I 
can make, you shall command ; or, rather, as 
y 9 _u say, my mother : therefore no more, but 
to the matter. My mother, you say, 

£os. Then, thus she says. Your behaviour 
hath struck her into amazement and admira- 
*tion. 

Ham. O wonderful son, that can so astonish 
a mother ! — But is there no sequel at the heels 
of this mother’s admiration 1 impart. aji 

Jioe. She desli’es to speak with you in her 
closet, ere you go to bed. 

Ham. We shall obey, were she ten times 
our mother. Have you any further trade 
with us ] 

Hos. My lord, you once did lovo me. 

Ham. And do still, by these pickera and 
stealers. 

Ros. Goof? my lord, what is your cause of 
distemper % you do freely bav the door of your 
own liberty, if you deny your griefs to your 
friend, •’no 

Ham. Sir, I lack advancement. 

Afos. How can that Ixi, when you have the 
voice of the king himself for your succession 
in Denmark ] 

Ham. Ay, sir, but “ While the grass 
grows j "—the proverb is something musty. 

Enter Pltiyfrs with renn'ilers. 

O ! the recorder : let me .see one. — To with- 
draw with you. — Why «lo you go about to 
recover the wind of me, as if you would drive 
me into a toil i 

Guil. O, my. Ioi*d, if my duty be too bold, 
my love is too unmannerly. 

Ham. I do not well understand that. 
Will you phiy upon this pipe] 

Guil. My lord, I cannot. 

. I pray you. 

GuU. Believe me, I cannot. 

Ham. I do beseech you. 

Guil. I know no touch of it, my loi'd. 

Ham. It i.s as easy as lying ; govern these 
ventages with your finger and thumb, give 
it breath with your mouth, and it will dis- 
counse most eloquent music. Look you, 
these are the stops. sei 

Guil. But these cannot I command to any 
utterance of harmony : 1 have not the skill. 

Ham. Why, look you now, how unworthy 
a thing you make of me. You would play 
upon me; you would seem to know my stops; 
you would pluck out the heart of my myatciy; 
you would sound me from my lowest uote to 


the top of my compfu9s; *and there is much 
music, excellent voibe, in this little organ, 
yet cannot you make it speak. 'Sblood ! do 
you think I am easier to be played on than a 
pipe) Call me what instrument you will, 
though you can fret me, you cannot play 
upon me. — srs 

Enter Polonius, 

God bless you, sir ! 

Pol. My lord, the queen would speak' with 
you, and presently. 

Ham. Do you see yonder cloud, that *a 
almost in shai>e of a camel t ' ' 

Pol. By the mass, and ’t is like a camel, 
indeed. 

Ham, Methinks, it is like a weasel. aso 
Pol. It is backed like a weasel. 

Ham. Or, like a whale 1 
Pol. Very like a whale. 

Ham. Then will 1 come to my mother by- 
and-by. — They fool me to the top of my bent. 
— I will come by-^nd-by. 

Pol. I will siiy so. \^Exit. 

Ham. By-and-by is easily said. — Leave me, 
friends. lExeun^ RosIsncrantz, Guiloen- 

8TERN, Horatio, 4ee. 

’T is now the very witching, time of night, 
When churchyards yawn, and hell itself 
breathes out soo 

Contagion to this world : now could I drink 
hot blood. 

And do such bitter business as the day 
Would (juakc to look on. Soft ! now to my 
mother. — 

0 heart ! lo.se not thy nature ; let not ever 
The soul of Nero enter this firm bosom : 

Jjct me be cruel, not unnatural. 

1 will speak <laggers to h<u*, but use none ; 
hly tongue ami soul in this bo hy]M)crites : 
How in my words soever she be .shent, aw 
To give them seals never, my soul, consent 1 

[Exit. 

Scene III. — A Room in the Same. 

Enter Kino, Rosencrantz, and Guilden- 

STERN. 

King. I like him not ; nor stands it safe 
with us. 

To let his madness range. Therefore, prepare 
you : 

I your commission will forthwith despatch. 
And he to England shall along with you. 

The terms of our estate may not endure 
Hazard so dangerous, as doth hourly grow 
Out of his lunacies. , * 
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GvAl. .We will ouiwlves provMe. 

Meet holy and religious fear it u, 

To keep those many many bodies safe, 

That live and feed upon your majesty. io 
Ro8. The single an|l peculiar life is bound, 
With all the strength and armour of the 
mind, 

To keep itself from noyance ; but much more 
That spirit, upon whose weal depends and 
rests 

The lives of many. The cease of majesty 
Dies not alone ; but, like a gulf,* doth draw 
What 's near it with it : it is a massy wheel. 
Fix’d on the summit of the higliest mount. 

To whose huge spokes ten thousand lesser 
.. things 

Are mortis’d and adjoin’d ; which, when it 
falls, 30 

Each small annexment, petty consequence. 
Attends the boisterous ruin. Never alone 
Did the king sigh, but with a general groan. 
King. Arm you, I pray you, to this speedy 
voyage ; 

For we will fetters put upon this fear. 

Which now goes too free-footed. 

Ros.f GuU. '■ We will haste us. 

[ExevM Bosencbantz and Guildensterk. 

Enter PoLONius. 

Pol, My lord, he ’s going to his mother’s 
closet. 

Behind the arras I ’ll convey myself, 

To hear the process : 1 ’ll warrant, she ’ll tax 
him home ; 

And, as you said, and wisely was it said, »> 
Tis meet that some more audience than a 
mother, 

Since nature makes them partial, should o’or- 
hear 

The speech, of vantage. Fare you well, my 
liege : 

I ’ll call upon you ere you go to bed, 

And tell you what I know. 

King. Thanks, dear my lord. 

[Exit POLONIUS. 

0 I my offence is rank, it smells to heaven ; 

It hath the primal eldest curse upon ’t, 

A brother’s murder ! — Pray can I not, 

Though inclination be as shaiq) as will : 

My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent ; 
And, like a man to double business bound, n 

1 stand in jiause where I shall first begin, 

And both neglect. What if this cursed liand 
Were thicker than itself with brother’s blood, 

Is there not rain enough in the sweet heavens. 
To wa4ih it- white as snow ) Wheieto serves 

mei'cy, 

But to confiiwt the visage of offence ? 
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And what ’s ' in prayer, but this two-fbld 
force, — 

To be forestalled, ere vfe come to fall, .. 
Or pardon’d, being down ? Then, I ’ll look up : 
My ^ult is past. But, Ot what form , of 
prayer , 

Can seiwe my turn ? Foigive me my foul 
murder ! — 

That cannot be ; since I am still possess’d 
Of those effects for which I did the murder. 
My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen. 
May* one be |>ardon’d, and I'etain the offence I 
In the uomipted currents of this world, ” 
Offence’s gilded hand may shove by justice ; 
And oft ’t is seen, the wicked piize itself 
Buys out the law : but ’t is not so above ; «• 
There ip no shuffling, there the action lies 
In his true nature ; and wo ourselves com- 
pell’d, 

Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults, 
To give in evidence. What then? what 
i-ests? 

Try what repentance can ; what can it not 1 
Yet what can it, when one can not repent ? 

O wretched state ! O bosom, black as death I 
O limed soul, that, struggling to be free. 

Art more engaged ! Help, angels ! make, 
assay : 

Bow, stubborn knees ; and heart, with strings . 

of steel, > 

Be soft as sinews of the new-born babe. n ' 
All may be well. [Retiree and hneete. 

Enter Hamlet. 

f 

Ham. Now might I do it, jxit, now he ,is 
praying ; 

And now I ’ll do ’t : — and so he goes to heaven ; 
And so am I reveng’d? l^at would bo 
scann’d : 

A villain kills my father ; and, for that, 

I, his sole son, do this same villain send 
To heaven. 

Why, this is hire and salary, not I’evenge. — 
He took my father grossly, full of bread ; ao 
With all his'erimes broad blown, as flush as 
May j 

And how his audit stands, who knows, save 
Heaven ? 

But, in our cdroumstance and coiirse of 
thought, 

’T is heavy with him. And am 1 then 
reveng’d, 

To take him in the purging of his 80ul> . 

When he is fit and season’d for his passage ? 
No. 

Up, swor£ ; and know thou a more hoiTid 
. hent: 

When he is drui^, asleep, or in his fisge ^ 
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Or in the incestuous pleasures of liis bed ; » 

At gaining, swearing ; or about some act. 

That has no relish of salvation in 't ; 

Then, tiip him, that his heels may Irick at 
heaven, 

^nd that his soul may be as damn’d, and 
black. 

As hell, whereto it goes. My mother 
stays : 

This physic but prolongs th^ sickly days. 

[AanV. 

7 %i Kino rises and advances. 

King. My words fly up, my thoughts re- 
main betow 

Words without thoughts never to heaven ga 

\ExU. j 


Scene IV. — A Room in the Same. 

Enter Queen and Polonius. 

Pol. He will come straight. L(X)k, you lay 
homo to him ; 

Tell him, his pranks have been too broad to 
bear with. 

And that your grace hath screen’d and stood 
between 

Much heat and him. 1 ’ll silence me e’en 
hero. 

Pray you, bo round with him. 

Ham. [Within.^ Mother, mother, mother! 

Qneen. 1 ’ll warrant you ; fear me not : 

Withdraw, I hear him coming. 

[Polonius hides himself hehhai the arras. 

Enter Hamlet. 

IJam. Now, mother, what’s the matter? 

Queen. Hamlet, thou hast thy father much 
offended. 

Ham. Mother, you have my father much 
offended. 

Come, come ; you answer with an 
idle tongue. 12 

Ham. Go, go ; you" question with a wicked 
tongue. 

Qusen. Why, how now, Hamlet ? 

Ham. What ’s the matter now 1 

Queen. Have you forgot me 1 

Ham. No, by the rood, not so : 

Vou are the queen, your husband’s brother’s 
wife ; » 

But — ’would you were not so ! — you are my 
mother. 

Queen. Nay then, I ’ll set those to you that 
can speak. ^ 

Ham* tJome, come, and sit you down ; you 
dludl not bud^ : 
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You go not, till 1 set you up a ghiss ao 

Where you may see the inmost part of you. 
Queen. What wilt tliou do ? thou wilt not 
murder me ? 

Help, help, ho ! 

Pol. [Behind.^ What, ho! help, help, helf)! 
Ham. How now ! a lat ? \^Draws.^ Dead I 
for a ducat, dead ‘ 

\Make.e, a pass through the arras. 
Pol. [/ie/wAid.] O ! I am slain. 

[ Falls, and dies. 

Queen. O me ! what hast thou done ? 

Ham. Nay, I know not : 

Is it the king ? 

Queen. O, what a rash and bloody deed is 
this I 

Ham. A bloody deed ; almost as bad, good 
mother. 

As kill a king, and marry with his brother, so 
Queen. As kill a king ! 

Ham. Ay, lady, ’t was my word. 

l^Lifts up the at'ras, and draws 
, forth Polonius. 

Thou wretched, rash, intruding fool, farewell • 
I took thee for thy better ; take thy fortune : 
Thou find’st, to be t<x) busy is some danger. — 
Leave wringing of your hands. Peace ! sit 
you down, 

And let me wring yonr heart : for so I shall 
If it l)e made of jjenetrable stufl" ; 

If damned custom have not braz’d it so; 

That it is proof and bulwark against sense. 
Queen. What have I done, that thou dar’st 
wag thy tongue « 

In noise so rude against me? 

Ham. Such an act, 

That blurs the grace ami blush of modesty ; 
Calls virtue, hy|M)crite ; ttikes oil* the.* i-ose 
From the fair forehead of an innocent love, 
And sets a blister there ; makes mamage 
vows 

As false as dicers’ oaths : O ! such a deed, 

As from the body of contruotiou plucks 
The very soul ; and sweet religion makes 
A I'hapsody of words : heaven’s face doth 
glow; 

Yea, this solidity and compound mass, sj 
With tristful visage, as against the doom. 

Is thought-sick at the act. 

Q^^en. Ah me ! what act. 

That roai« so loud, and thunders in the index? 
Ham. Look hei-e, upon this picture, and on 
this ; * 

The countei^it presentment of two brothers. 
See, what a grace was seated on this brow : 
Hyperion’s curls ; the front of Jove himself ; 
An eye like Mars, to threaten aivl command ; 
A station like the herald Mercury, 
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New^-lighted on a beaven-kisaiiig liill ; oo 
A oombiuaiion, and a form, indeed, . 

Whore every god did seem to set his seal,' 

To give the woi'ld assurance of a man. 

Tiiis was your husband : look you now, what 
follows. 

Here is your husband ; like a mildew’d ear, 
Blasting his wholesome biutlier. Have you 
eyes ? 

Could you on this fair* mountain leave to 
feed, 

And batten on this moor? Ha! have you 
eyes? 

You cannot call it love ; for, at your age,* 
The hey-day in the blood is tame, it’s humble, 
And waits upon the judgment ; and what 
judgment n 

Would step from thi.s to this ? Sense, .suiv, 
you have, 

Else could you not have motion ; but, sui'e, 
that sense 

Is apoplox'd ; for madnean would not err. 

Nor sense to ecstacy was ne’er so thrall’d, 

But it reserv’d some quantify of choice, 

To serve in such a difference. What devil 
was ’t, « 

That thus hath cozen’d you at hoodrnan-blind? 
Eyes without feeling, feeling without sight. 
Ears without hands or eyes, smelling sans all. 
Or but a sickly part of one true sense w 
Could not so mope 

O shame ! where is thy blush ? Rebellious 
hell. 

If thou canst mutine in a matron’s l)ones. 

To flaming youth let virtue be as wax. 

And melt in her own fire : proclaim no shame. 
When the compulsive ardour gives the 
charge ; 

Since frost iteelf as actively doth bum, 

And reason panders will 

Qxieen. O Hamlet ! speak no* more ! 

Thou turn’st mine eyes into my very soul ; » 
And there 1 see such black and grained spots, 
As will not leave theii* tinct. 

Ham. Nay, but to live 

In the rank sweat of an euseamed bed ; 

SteVd in corruption ; honeying, and making 
love 

Over the nasty sty ; — 

Queen. O, 8p<mk to mo no more ! 

These words like daggei-s enter in mine ears : 
No more, sweet Hamlet I 

Ham. A murderer, and a villain ; 

A slave, that is not twentieth part the tithe 
Of your precedent lord : — -a Vice of kings ; 

A cutpurse of the empire and the rule, loo 
That from a shelf the precious diadem stole, 
wAnd put it in his pocket ! 


Qmen, No more ! 

Ham. A king of shreds and patches.— 

ErUer Giboat. 

Save nic, and hover o’er me with your wings, 
You heavenly guards I — What would your 
gracious figure ? • 

Queen. Alas I he ’s mad. 

Hain. Do you not come your tardy son to 
chide, • : 

That, laps’d in time and pas.sion, lets go by 
The imjsjrtant acting'of your diead command? . 
O, say ! • » no 

GJboat. Do not forget. Thjp visitation 
I.S but to whet thy almost blunted purpose. 

But, look I amazement on thy mother sits ; 

O, stop between her and. her fighting soul ; 
Conceit in weakest bodies strongest works : 
Speak to her, Hamlet. 

Ham. How is it with you,* lady ? 

Queen. Alas ! how is ’t with yon, 

That you do beml your eye on vaeaimy, 

' And with the incoi’poiul air do hold dis- 
course? . no . 

Forth at your eyes your spirits wildly i)eep ; 
And, as the slee])ing soldiers in the alafm. 
Your bedded hair, like life in excrements, 
Starts up, and stands on end. O gentle 
son ! 

Upon the heat and flante of thy distemper. 
Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you 
look ? 

Ham. On him, on him 1 — Ix>ok you, how 
pale he glares ! 

His form and cause conjoin’d, preaching to 
stones. 

Would make them capable. — Do not look 
upon me; 

Lest with this piteous action you convert 
My stern effects : then, what I have to do i») 
Will want true colour ; tears, perchance, for 
blood. 

Qtieen. To whom do you spegk this ? 

Ham. Do you see nothing therST^ ’ 

Queen. ' Nothing at all ; yet all, that is, I 
see. 

Ham. Nor did you nothing bear ? 

Queen. No, nothing but ourselves. 

Ham. Why, look you there ! look, how it 
* steals away ! 

My father, in his habit as he liv’d ! 

Look, where he goes, even now, out at t|ie 
portal ! [Exit Ghoat. , 

Queen. This is the very coinage of your 
brain : 

This bodUfSs creation ecstacy 
Is very cunning in. 

I ‘ Ham. Ecstacy I 
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My pulse, as yours, doth temijerately keep 
time, * 

‘ And makes as healthful music. It is not 
madness 

_ ff 

That I have utter’d : bring me to the test. 
And I the matter will re- word ; which mad- 
ness 

Would gambol from. Mother, for love of 
grace, 

Lay not that flabterinj, unction to your 
- soul. 

That not your tres^Mtss, but my madness 
* speaks : 

It will but skin and film tlie ulcerous place ; 
Whilst rank coiTuption, mining all within, 
Infects uiween. Confess yourself to Hea- 
ven ; »w) 

Repent what ’s past ; avoid what is to come ; 
And do not spread the compost on the weeds, 
To make them ranker. Forgive me this my 
virtue ; 

For, ill the fatness of these pursy times, 
Virtue itself of vice must pardon beg. 

Yea, curb and woo, for leave to do him 
good. 

Queen. Q Hamlet ! thou hast cleft my 
heart in twain. 

Ham. O, throw away the woi-ser part 
of it. 

And live the purer with the other half. 

Good night ; but go not to mine uncle’s bed : 
Assume a virtue, if you have it not. wi 

■Tliat monster, cu.stom, who all sense doth 
eat. 

Oft habits’ devil, is angel yet in this. 

That to the use of actions fair and good 
He likewise gives a frock, or lively. 

That aptly is put on. Refrain to-night ; 

And that shall lend a kind of easiness 
To the next abstinence : the next more easy ; 
For use almost can change the stump of 
nature, 

V And master the devil, or throw him out iro 
With wondrous potency. Once more, good 
night ; . 

And when you are desirous to be bless’d, 

I '11 blessing beg of you. — For, this same loid, 

\^Pointinff to Polonius. 

I do repent : but Heaven hath pleas’dat .so, — 
To punish me with this, and this with me, — 
That I must be their scourge and minister, 
t ?^ill bestow him, and will answer well 
The death I gave him. So, again, good 
night. — 

I must be cruel, only to be kind : 

Thus bad begins, and worse ^remains be- 
hind. — , 

One word more, good lady. ' 


Queen. What shall I do 1 

Hfjfyn. Not this, by no means, tliat I bid 
you do : 

Let the bloat king tempt you again to 
bed ; 

Pinch wanton on your cheek ; call you his 
mouse ; 

And let him, for a pair of reochy kisses, 

Or paddUiig in your neck with his damn’d 
fingers, 

Make you to ravel all tliis matter out, 

That I essentially am not in inadne.ss, 

Rut mad in cnifb. ’T were good, you let him 
know ; 

For who, that 's but a queen, fair, solier, 
wise, iwi 

Would from a paddock, from a hat, a gib, 
Such dear concernings hide? who would do 
sol 

No, in despite of sense, and secrecy, 

Unpeg tlie basket on the house’s top, 

Let the birds fly, and, like the famous ape, 

To try conclusions, in the basket ci’eep. 

And break your own neck down. 

Queen. Be thou assur’d, if words be made 
of bixjath, * 

And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 
What thou hast said to mo. wo 

Ham. I must to England ; you know 
that. 

Qv 4 en. Alack ! 

I had forgot : ’t is so concluded on. 

Ham. There ’s letters seal’d : and my two 
school-fellows, — 

Whom I will trust, as I will adders fang’d, — 
They bear the maiulate ; they must sweep 
my way. 

And marshal me to knavery. Let it work ; 
For ’t is the sport, to have the enginer 
Hoist with his own potar : and 't shall go 
hard, 

But I will delve one yard below their mines, 
And blow them at the moon. O ! 't is mo^ 
sweet, 

When in one line two crafts directly meet. — 
This man shall set mo ])acking ; 

I ’ll lug the guts into the neighbour 
room. — 

Mother, good night. — Indecil, this coun- 
sellor 

Is now most still, most secret, and most 
grave, 

Who was in life a foolish prating knave. 
Come, sir, to draw toward an end with 
you. 

Good night, mother. 

[Ex&unt eeuerdUy ; Hamlkt dragging wt 

Polonius. 
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Act IV. 


Scene IT. 


ACT 

Scene I. — ^The Same. 

JSVife?* Kino, Queen, Rosencrantz, ami 
Guiedenstern. 

King. There ’s matter in those siglis : these 
profound heaves 

Vou must translate ; ’t is fit we understand 
them. 

Wheie is your son 1 

Queen. Bestow this place on ns a little 
while. — ^ 

[Exeunt Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. 
Ah, my good lord, what have T seen to-night ! 

King. What, Gertrude? How does Ham- 
let ? 

Queen. Mad as the sea, ami wind, when 
both contend 

Which is the mightier. In his lawless fit, 
Behind the arras hearing something stir. 

He wliips his rapier out, and cries, “ A mt ! 

a rat !” * lo 

And, in this brainish apprehension, kills 
The unseen good old man. 

King. O heavy deed 1 

It had been so with us, had we been there. 

His liberty is full of threats to all ; 

To you yourself, to us, to every one. 

Alas ! how shall this bloody deed be answer’d ? 
It will be laid to us, whose j)rovidence 
Should have kept short, restrain’d, and out 
of haunt. 

This mad young man j but so mucli was our 
love. 

Wo would not understand what was most 
fit ; 30 

But, like the owner of a foul disease. 

To keep it from divulging, let it feed 
Even on the pith of life. Where is he gone ? 

Queen. To dmw ai>art the body he hath 
kill’d ; 

O'er whom his very madness, like some ore 
Among a mineral of metals base. 

Shows itself pure : he weeps for what is done. 

King. O Gertrude ! come away. . 

The sun no sooner shall the mountains touch. 
But we will ship him hence; and this vile 
deed ao 

We must, with all our majesty and skill. 

Both counteiiance and excuse. — Ho 1 Guil- 
denstorn ! 

Ee-enter Roskncuantz ami Guildenstern. 

Friends l>oth, go join you with some further 
aid. 

Hamlet in mildness hath Polonius slain, 


IV. 

And from his mother’s closet hath he dragged 
hiin : 

Go, seek him out ; speak fair, and bring the 
body • 

Into the chapel. I pray you, haste in this. 

[Eiceant Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. 
Come, Gertrude, we’ll call up our wisest 
friends ; 

And let them know’, botli what we moan to 
do, 

And what ’s untimely done : so^, haply, slan- 
der 40 

Whase whisper o’er the world’s diameter, 

As level as the cannon to his blank, 

TransjKU’ts his poison’d shot — may miss our 
name. 

And hit the woundlcss air. O, come away ! 

My soul is full of discord, and dismay. 

[Eipeunt. 

1 Scene II. — Another Room in the Same. 
Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Safely stowed. 

Ros.y (Juil. [Within.] Hamlet ! Lord Ham- 
let ! 

I I am. What noise ? who calls on Hamlet ? 

O ! here they come. 

Enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. 

Roe. What have you done, my lord, with 
the dead body ? 

Ham. Comiwunded it with dust, whereto 
’t is kin. 

Roe. Tell us where ’t is ; that we may 
take it thence. 

And bear it to the chapel. 

Ham. Do not believe it. 

Roe. Believe what ? k* 

IlauK That I can keep your counsel, and 
not mine own. Besides, to be demanded of^ 
a siKinge, what replication should be made 
by the son of a king ? 

Ro8. Take you me for a sponge, my lord ? 
Ham. Ay, sir; that soaks up the king’s 
countenance, his reward.s, his authorities. 
But sucn ofiicere do the king best service in 
the end : he keeps them, like an ape, in the 
corner of J^is jaw ; first mouthed, to be last 
swallowed ; when he needs what you have 
gleaned, it is but squeezing you, and, sponge, 
you shall be diy again. 

Roe. I un^eretand you not, my lord. 

Ham. I am glad of it; a knavish speech 
sleeps in a foolish ear. 
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Hos. My lord, you must toil us where the 
body is, and go with us to the king. 

llam. The body is with the king, but 
the king is not with the body. The king h 
a thing — 

GuU. A thing, my lord ! 

. Ham. Of nothing : bring me to him. 
Hide fox, and all' after. \Exeunt. 


StiBNE III. — Another Room in the Same. 

• EiUer King, attoided. 

Khiy, I liat^e sent to seek liim, and to find 
the body. 

How dangerous is it, that this mangoes loose 
Vet must not we put the strong law on him : 
He ’s lov’d of the tlistmctcd multitude. 

Who like not in their judgment, but their 
eyes ; 

And where ’tis so, the ofiender’.s scourge is 
weigh’d, 

But never the oflenco. To bear all smooth 
and even, 

^rUis, sudden sending him away must seem 
Deliberate pause : <liseases, desperate giown, 
By desperate appliance Jiro reliev’il, lo 

Or not at al^- - 

Enter Rosencrantz. 

How now ! what hath befallen ? 
Ros. Where the dead body is bestow’d, my 
lord. 

We cannot get from him. 

King. But where is he ? 

Eo8. Without, my lord ; guarded, to know 
your pleasure. 

King. Bring him before as. 

Ros. Ho, Guildenstern ! bring in my lord. 

Enter Hamlet and Guildenstern. 

King. Now, Hamlet, where’s Polonius? 

At supper. 

King. At sujiper ! Where ? i» 

Ham. Not where he eats, but whore he is 
eaten : a cei'tain convocation of politic Avorms 
are e’en at him. Your worm is your only 
emperor for diet : we fat all creatures else, 
to fat us, and we fat ourselves for maiggots : 
your fat king, and your lean beggar, is biit 
variable service ; two dishes, but to one table : 
that ’s the end. ‘ 

King. Alas, alas ! 

Ham. A man may fish with the worm 
that hath eat of a king- ; and eat of the fish ' 
tliat hath fed of that worm. ' so ; 

Kimg. What dost 4hou mean by this 1 


liam. Nothing, but to show you how a 
king may go a progress through the guts of a 
beggar. 

King. Where is Polonius 1 
Ham. In heaven : send thither to see ; if 
your messenger find him not there, seek him 
i’ the othei* place yourself. But, indeed, if 
you find him not within this month, y'ou 
shall nose him as you go up the stairs into 
the lobby. 

Khig. \To some AUendnnts.'\ Go seek him 
there. 40 

Ham. He will stay till you com(\ 

[^Exeunt Attendants. 
King. Hamlet, this deed, for thine esj>ccial 
safety, — 

Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve 
For that which thou hast done, - must send 
thee hence 

With fiery quickness ; therefore, pi-epare thy- 
self. 

The bark is reswly, and the wind at help, 

I’he associates tend, and everything is bent 
For England. ,, 

Ham. For England ? 

Khvg. Ay, Hamlet. 

If am. “ Good. 

King. So is it, if thou knew’st our pur- 
poses. 

Ham. I see a cherub that .sees them. — 
But, come ; for England ! — Farewell, dear 
mother. si 

King. Thy loving father, Hamlet. 

Ham. My mother : father and mother is 
man and wife, man and wife is one flesh; 
and so, my mother. Come, for England ! 

[Exit. 

King. Follow him at foot; tempt him 
with speed aboard : 

Delay it not, I '11 have him hence to-night. 
Away, for everything is seal’d and done. 

That else leans on the afiair : pray you, make 
haste. 

[Exeunt Rosbncrantz and Guildenstern. 
And, England, if my love thou hold'st at 
aught, <» 

(As my gi'eat jiower thereof may give thee 
sense. 

Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and i*ed 
After the Danish sword, and thy free awe 
Pays homage to us,) thou may’st not coldly 
set 

Our sovereign process, which imports at 
full. 

By letters conjui'ing to that effect. 

The present death of Hamlet. Do it, Eng- 
land ; 

For like the hectic in iQ||y blood he rages, 
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And thon must cure me. Till I ktbw 'tis 
done, 

Howe’er ray haps, my joys were ne’er b^;un. w 

\Exit 

Scene IV. — A Plain in Denmark, 

Enter Fortinbras, a Captain, and Soldiers, 
nmrchvng. 

For. Go, captain ; from me greet the Dainish 
king; 

Tell him, that, by his license, Fortinbras 
Claims the conveyance of a promis’d mai-cb 
Over his kingdom. You know the rendez- 
vous. 

If that his majesty would ought with us, 

We shall express our duty in his eye, 

And let him know so. 


How all occasions do infbrm against me, 

And spur my dull revenge! What is a man» 
If his chief good, and market of his time. 

Be but' to sleep, and feed ? a beast, no more. 
Sure, He, that made^ ns with such large dis- 
course, 

Ijooking before and after, gave us not 
That capability and godlike reason 
To fust in us unus’d. Now, whether it be 
Bestial oblivion, or some craven scruple « 
Of thinking too precisely on the event, — 

A thought, which, quarter’d, hath but one 
part wisdom, « 

And ever three parts coward, — I do not know 
Why yet I live to say, “ This thing ’s to do ; ” 
Sith I have cause, and will, and sti'ength, and 
means, > 

To do ’t. • Examples, gross as eaith, exhort 
me : - ' 


Cap. I will do ’t, my lord. 

Fo'r. Go softly on. 

[Exeunt Fortinbras and Soldiers. 

Enter ‘ ilMiLET , Kosencrantz, Guilden- 
STERN, dee! 

Ham. Good sir, wljpse powers are these ? 
Cap. They are of Norway, sir. lo 

Uam. How purpos’d, sir, I pray you ? 

Cap. Against some part of Poland. 

Ham. Who commands them, sir I 
C((p. The nephew to old Norway, Fortin- 
bras. 

Ham. Goes it against the main of Poland, 
sir. 

Or for some frontier ? 

Cap. Truly to speak, sir, and with no 
addition. 

We go to gain a little patch of gi*ound, 

That hath in it no profit but the name. 

To pay five ducats, five, I would not farm it; 
Nor will it yield to Norway, or the Pole, n 
A ranker rate, should it be sold in fee. 

Ham. Why, then the Polack never will 
defend it. 

Cap. Yes, ’t is already garrison’d. 

Ham. Two thousand souls, and twenty 
. thousand ducats, 

Will not debate the question of this straw : 
This is the imposthume of much wealth and 
peace. 

That inward breaks, and shows no cause 
without 

Why the man dies. — I humbly thank you, sir. 
Cap. God be wi’ you, sir. [Ecit. 

Eob. Will ’t please you go, my lord 1 

Ham. I’ll be with you straight. Go a 
little before. si 

[Exemt Bosengbantz, Guildenstern, d-c. 


Witness this army, of such mass and charge, 
Led by a delicate and tender prince, 

Whose spirit, with divine ambition putfd, 
Makes mouths at the invisible event ; •'f' 

Exposing what is mortal, and unsm-e. 

To all that fortune, death, and danger, dare, 
Even for an egg-shell. Rightly to be givat 
Is not to stir without great argument. 

But greatly to find quanel in a straw, 

When honour ’s at the stake. How stand 1 
then, 

That have a father kill’d, a mother stain’d. 
Excitements of my reason, and my blood. 
And let all sleep? while, to ray shame, I see 
Tlie imminent death of twenty thousand men, 
That, for a fantasy and trick of fame, * «i 
Go to their graves like beds ; fight for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot tiy the cause ; 
Which is not tomb enough, and continent, 

To hide the slain ? — O ! from this time forth, 
My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth ! 

[Exit 


Scene V. — Elsinore. A Room in the CastleB******* 


Enter Queen and Horatio. 


Qaeen. I will not speak with her. 

Hot. She is importunate; indeed, distract: 
Her mood will ne^s be pitied. 

Quern. What would she have ? 

Hot. She speaks much of her father; says. 


she hears. 

There ’s fticks i’ the world ; 

beats her heart ; 
Spurns enviously at straws ; 
doul^t, 

That carry but half sense: 
nothing, 


and hems, and 
speaks things in 
her speech is • 
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- Yet, the un^haped iise of it doth move 
The hearers to collection ; they aim at it. 
And botch the words up fit to their owii 
thoughts ; 

Which, as her winks, and nods, al’id gestures 
yield them, 

Indeed would make oue think, there might be 
thought, 

Though nothing sure, yet much unhappily. 

’T were good she were spoken with, for .slie 
may strew 

Dangerous conjectim's in ill-breeding minds. 

« Queeti. Let her come in. \Exit Hokatio. 
To my sick soul, as sin’s true nature is, 

Each toy seems prologue to some great amiss : 
So full of artlesis jealousy is guilt, 

It spills itself in fearing to be spilt. a> 

lie-enter Horatio, tvith OriusniA, 

Oph. Where is the beauteous majesty of 
Denmark 1 

Queen. How now, Ophelia? 

Oph. \Singe.^ How sJumld, 1 your true love 
kiWW 

Fnmi another one '} 

* By hie cockle hoi and staff'. 

And his sandal slmtn. 

Queen. Alas, sweet lady, wliat imiwrts this 
song ? 

Oph. Say you ? nay, pray you, mark. 

He is deaA and gone, lady, 

He is dead and gone : so 

At his Itead a grass-green turf. 

At his heels a stone. 

O, ho ! 

Queen. Nay, but, Ophelia, — 

Oph. . Pray you, mark. 

Whi^ his shroud as the nu>untain 
snow , — 

Enter Kino. 

Queen. Alas ! look here, my lord. 

Oph. Larded with sfweet flowers ; 

Which bewept to tits grave did go. 
With true-love showers. 

King. How do you, pretty lady ? 40 

Oph. Well, God ’ield you ! They say, the 
owl was a baker’s daughter. Lord! we Imow 
what we are, but know not what we may be. 
God bo at your table ! 

King. Conceit upon her fathei. 

Oph. Piuy you, let’s have no words of 
this; but when they ask you what it means, 
sav YOU this : 

To-morrow is Saint Vdleraim*s day, 

AU in the vMmwng b^mSf 


A'nd I a maid alyour imndow, X',' 

To he your Valentine : s^. 

Then up Ite rose, and donrid his clothes, 

A ml dapp'd the chamber dooi' ; 

Let in the maid, that out a maid 
Never departed more. 

King. Pretty Ophelia ! 

Oph. Indeed, la ! without an oath, I ’ll 
make an end oi;i. ’t : 

By (Jis aiid by Saint Charity, 

Alack, ami Jie for shame ! 

Young men will do 't, if they come to 't j «» 
By cock, titey are to blame. 

Quoth sits, before you tumbled me., 

Yofu preymidd ms to wed : 

So would I luC done, by yonder sun. 

An thou hadst not corns to my bed. 

King. How long hath she been thr.s ? 

Oph. I hope, all will be well. We must 
be patient : but I cannot choose but weep, to 
think, they should lay him i’ the cold ground. 
My brother shall know of it, and so 1 tliank 
you for your good counsel. Come, my coach ! 
Good night,' ladies ; good night, sweet ladies ; 
good night, good night. \JSxit. 

King. Follow her close ; give her gooil 
watch, I pray you. [Eadt Horatio. 
O ! this is the jioison of deep grief ; it springs 
All from her father’s death. And now, be- 
hold, 

O Gertrude, Gertrude ! 

When sorrows come, the^ come not single 
spies, 

But in battalions. Fii’st, her father slain ; 
Next, your son gone ; and lie most violent 
author 

Of his own just remove ; the |jeople muddied, 
Tliick and unwliolosome in their thoughts and 
whisfiers, «i 

For gootl Polonius’ death ; and we have done 
but greenly, 

In hugger-mugger to inter him ; poor Ophelia 
Divided from herself, and her fair judgment. 
Without the which we are pictures, or mere 
boasts : ■< 

Last, and as much containing as all tliese, 

Her brother is in secret come from France, 
Feeds on his wonder, keeps himself in clouds, 
And wants not buzzers to infect his ear 
With pestilent speeches of his father’s death ; 
Wherein n^ssity, of matter beggar’d, »» 
Will notliiug stick our pemoii to arraign 
In ear and ear. O niy dear Gertrude! this, 
Like to a murdering-pieco, in many placijs 
Gives me superfliknia death. [/I noise within. 
Queen. : Alack I what noise is this? 
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Enter a GenUeman. 

King. Where are my Switzers? Let 
them guard the door. 

What is the mutter ? 

Gent Save yourself, my lord ; 

The ocean, over|>eeiing of his list. 

Eats not the date with more impetuous haste, 
Thau young Laertes, in a riotous head, loo 
O’crbears your officers. The babble call him 
lord ; 

And, as the woidd were now but to begin. 
Antiquity foigot, custom not known, 

The ratifiers and props of every word. 

They cry, “ Choose we ; Laertes shall be 
king ! ” 

Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the 
clouds, 

“ Laertes shall be king, LacHes king ! ” 
Queen. How cheeiTully on the false trail 
they cry ! 

O ! this is counter, you false Danish dogs. 
King. The dooi-s are broke. \N'oi8e within. 

Enter Laertes armed ; Danes following. 

Laer. Where is this king? — Sirs, stand you 
all without. lu 

Dan. No, lot ’s come in. 

Laer. I pray you, give me leave. 

Dan. Wo will, we will. 

[Theg retire without the door. 
Laer. I thank you : keep the door. — O 
thou vile king. 

Give me my father. 

Queen. Calmly, good lAiertes. 

Laer. That drop of blood that ’s calm pro- 
claims me bastard ; 

Cries, cuckold, to my father; brands the 
harlot 

Even here, between thechaste unsmirched brow 
Of my true mother. 

King. What is the cause, Laertes, 

That thy rebellion looks so giant-like ? — 120 

Let him go, Gertrude ; do not fear our person : 
There ’s such divinity doth hedge a king. 

That treason can but peep to what it would. 
Acts little of his will. — Tell me, Laertes, 

Why thou art thus incens’d. — Let him go, 
Gertrude. — 

Speak, man. 

Laer, Where is my fiither ? 

King. Dead. 

Queen. But not by him. 

King. Let him demand his fill. 

Laer. How came he dead ? 1 ’ll not be 
juggled with. 

To hell, * vow% to the blackest 

devil 1 I'u 


Conscience, and grace, to the profoundest pit! ' 
1 dare damnation. To this point 1 stand, 
That both the worlds I give to negligence ; 

Let come what comes, only 1 ’ll be reveng’d 
Most throughly for my father. 

King. Who shall stay you ? 

Laer. My will, not all the wv)rld ; 

And, for my means, 1 ’ll husband them so 
well, 

They shall go far with littla 

King. Good Laertes, 

If you desire to know the certainty 
Of your dear 'father’s death, is ’t writ in your* 
revenge, ,1 iw 

That, swoopstake, you will draw both friend 
and foe. 

Winner and loser ? 

Laer. None but his enemies. 

King. Will you know them then? 

Laer. To his good friends thus wide I '11 
ope my arms ; 

And, like the kind life-rendering pelican,’ 
Refjiast them with my* blood. 

King. Why, now you speak 

Like a good child, and a true gentleman. 

TJiat I am guiltless of your father’s death, * 
And am most sensibly in grief for it, 

It shall as level to your judgment pierce, 

As day does to your eye. 

Danes. [ Within.^ Let her come in. 

Laer. How now ! what noise is that ? 

Re-eider Ophelia. 

O heat, diy up ray brains ! tears seven times 
salt. 

Bum out the sense an<l virtue of mine eye! — 
By Heaven, thy madness shall be paid by 
weight. 

Till our scale turn the beam. O rose of May I 
Dear maid, kind sister, sweet Ophelia ! — 

O heavens! is ’t possible, a young maid’s wits 
Should be as mortivl as an old man’s life ? 
Nature is fine in love ; and, where ’t is fine. 

It .sends some precious instance of itself ]*i: 
After the thing it loves. 

Oph. Tlwy bore him barefac’d on the Iner , 
Hey non nonny, nonny, hey nonny : 
Arid in his grave rain'd many a 
tear ; — 

Fare you well, my dove ! 

Laer. Ha^st thou thy wits, and didst per- 
suade revenge. 

It could not move thus. 

Oph. You must sing, Down-a-down^ an you 
call him Ordoum-a. O, how the wheel becomes 
t f It is tibe false steward, that stole his 
master’s daughter. • mi 
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Laer. This nothing ’s more than matter. 
Oph. Tliere ’s rosemary, that ’s for reniem- 
bi’ance ; pray yon, love, remember ? and there 
is pansies, tliat ’s for thoughts. 

Tjoer. A document in madness ; thougiits 
and remembrance fitted. 

Oph. There ’s femiel for yoi\, and colum- 
bines ; — ^thore 's rue for •"pu ; and here 's some 
for me : we may call it call it herb-grace o’ 
Euiidays : — 0, you must wear your rue with 
ditfemicc. — There 's a daisy : .J would give 
you some violets ; but they withered all when 
iny father died. — They say, he made a goo<l 
end, — iKt 

For bonny sweet Robin w aUmyjoy , — 

Jjoer. Thought and affliction, passion, hell 
itself, 

She turns to fav'our, and to prcttinoss. 

Oph. A tid will he not come again 1 
A nd will he md come again I 
No, no, he is dead. : 

(to to thy death-bed : loo 

lie never will come again. 

His beard- as wh ite as snow. 

All fla.e^n was his poll ; 

He is gone, he is gone, 

And we east away moan: 

(Sod. ha' mercy on his sonl I 

And of all Christian .souls, 1 pray Go<l. Co<l 
be wi’ you ! [Exit. 

Laer. Do you see this 1 O God ! 

King. Laertes, I must commune with your 
grief. 

Or yon deny me right. Go but aj)art, awi 
Make choice of whom your wdsest friends yon 
will, 

And they shall hear and judge ’twixtyon and 
me. 

If by diretjt, or by collateral hand 
’They find us touch’d, we will our kingdom give. 
Our crown, our life, and all that we call ours, 
To you in satisfaction ; but if not, 

Re you content to lend your patience to us, 
And we shall jointly labour u'ith your soul 
To give it due content. 

Laer. Let this be so : 

His means of death, his obscure burial, — 210 
No trophy, swoifd, nor hatchment, o’er his 
bones. 

No noble rite, nor formal ostentation, — 1 

Cry to 1)6 heal'd, as ’t were from heaven t® ' 
earth, 

That I mint call ’t in question. 

King. So you shall ; 

And, where the offence is, let the gi*eat axe fall. 

I pray you, go with me. \Exeunt. 


Scene VI. — Another Room in the Same. 
Enter Ho ratio and a Servant. 

H&l. What are they, that would speak with 
me? 

Serv. Sailors, sir : they say, they have 
lottem for you. 

Hot. Let them come in. — [Exit Servant. 
I do not know from what part of tlie world 
I should be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet 

Enter Sailors. 

1 Sail. God bless you, sir. 

Hot. Let him bless thee too. 

1 Sail. He shall, sir, an ’t please him. 
There ’s a letter for you, sir : it comes from 
the arnbassmior that was bound for England, 
if your name l>e Horatio, as I am let to know 
it is. n 

Ilor. [Reads.!^ “ Hcratio, when thou shalt 
have overlooked thi.s, give these fellows some 
means to the king : they have lettei’S for him. 
Kro we were two days old at sea, a pirate of 
very warlike apjioiilitment gave us chase. 
Finding ourselves too slow of sail, wo put on 
a compelled valour ; in the grapple I boarded 
them : on the instant they gtjt eh'ar of our 
shi[), so I alone became their jirisoner. They 
have dealt with me like thieves of mercy ; 
but they know what they did ; 1 am to do a 
good turn for them. Let the king Jiavo the 
h'tters 1 have sent ; and rejiair thou to mo 
with as much haste ius thou wouldst fly ileath. 
I have words to speak in thine ear, will make 
thoo dumb ; yet are they much too light for 
the bore of the matter. These good fellow.s 
will bring tliee where I am. Rosencrantz 
and Guildenstern hold their course for 
England : of them I have much to tell thee. 
Farewell. 

Jle that thou knowest thine, Hamlet.” 
Come, I will give you way for these your 
letters ; *» 

And do ’t the s|)eedier, that you may direct 
me 

To him from whom you brought tliem. 

[Exeunt. 


Scene VII. — Another Room in the Same. 

Enter King and Laertes. 

King. Now must your conscience my 
acquittance leal. 

And you must put mo in your heart for 
friend, 

Sith you have heard, and with a knowing ear, 
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That he, which hath your noble father slain. 
Pursu'd my life. 

L<ner. It well appeals : but tell me 

Why you proceeded not against these feats, 
;\';,iSO)iC]idineful and so capital in nature, 

As by your safety, wisdom, all things else, 
You mainly wore stirr’d up. 

King. O ! for two*spocial reasons ; 

Which may to you, jierhaps, seem mucli un- 
siuew’d, . 10 

And yet to me they are strong. The queen, 
his mother, 

Lives almost by his looks ; and for myself, 
(My virtue, or my plague, be it either which,) 
She ’s so conjunctive to my life and soul, 

Tliat, as the star moves not but in his sphere, 

I could not but by her. The other motive. 
Why to a public count I might not go. 

Is the great love the general gender bear him ; 
Who, dipping all his faults in their aflection, 
Would, like the spring that turneth wood to 
stone, ‘ » 

Convert his gyves to graces; so that my 
arrows, *> 

Too slightly timber d for so loud a wind. 
Would have reverted to ray bow again. 

And not where I luul aim’d them. 

L(wr. And so have I a noble father lo.st ; 

A sister driven into desperate terms ; 

Whose worth, if praises may go back again, 
Htood challenger on mount of all the age 
For her perfections. But my revenge will 
come. 

King. Break not your sleeps for that ; you [ 
must not think. 

That we are made of stuff so flat and dull. 
That we can let our beard be shook with 
danger, 

And think it pastime. Yoii shortly shall 
hear more : 

I lov’d your father, and we love ourself ; 

And that, I hope, will teach you to imagine, — 

Enter a Messenger. 


How now ! what news 1 

Mess. Letters, my lord, from Hamlet 
This to your majesty : this to the queen. 
Khig. Frdm Hamlet ! who brought them ? 
Mess. Sailors, my lord, they say; I saw 
them not : 


Tliey were given me by Claudio, he receiv’d 
them 40 

Of him that brought them. 
f King. Laertfjs, you shall hear them. — 
Leave us. v \Exit Messenger. 

[i?ead!9.] “ High, and mighty, you shall know, 
I am set naked on your kingdom. To-morrow 
shall I beg leave to see your kingly eyes ; 
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when I shall, first asking your' pardon thein- 
unto, recount tlie occasions of my sudden and 
more strange return. Hamlkt.” 

Wliat should this mean? Are all the rest 
come back ? 

Or is it some abuse, and no such thing 1 
Laer. Know you the hand ? 

King. T is Hamlet’s character. 

' “ Naked,”— 

Ami, in a postscript here,- he says, “alone.” .y 
Can yoti atlvise me ? a 

JjOftr. I ’m lost in it, my lord, ^ut let liiro 
come : * 

It warms the very .sickness in my heart, 

That I shall live and tell him to his ‘teeth, 

“ Thus diddost thou.” 

King. Jf it be so, Laertes, 

(As how .should it bo so? how otherwise?) 
Will you l>e ruled by me ? 

Laer. Ay, my loiri ; 

So you w'ill not o’er-iTjle me to a peace. 

King. To thine own ]x*.ace. If he be now 
return’d, — »• 

As checking at his voyage, and that he means 
No more to undert<ake it,— -I will woj*k him 
To an exploit, now riptj in my device, 

Tinder the which he shall not choose but 
fall; 

And for his death no wind of blame shall 
breathe. 

But even his mother shall uncliarge the 

practice. 

And call it accident. * 

Laer. My lord, I will be nil'd 

The rather, if you could devise it so, 

That I might be the organ. 

King. It falls right. 

You have bee3i talk’d of since your travel 

much, ri> 

And that in Hamlet’s hearing, for a quality 
Wherein, they say, you shine : your sum of 
parts 

Did not together pluck such envy from him, 
As did that one ; and that, in my i-egard, 

Of the unwoi'thiest siege. 

hoffr. What parf is that, my lord ? 

King. A very riban<l in the cap of youth. 
Yet needful too ; for youth no less becomes 
The light and careless livery that iT; wears. 
Than settled age his sables, and his weeds. 
Importing Kealthand graveness. — Twomonths 
since, «> 

fjere was a gentleman of Nonnandy : — 

I h^o seen ipyself, and serv’d against, the 
French, 

And they can. well on horseback ; but this 
gallant ‘ i. 

If*d witchcTJ^ft in ’t ; be 'grew unto his seat ; 
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And to such wondrous doing brought hb 
horse, 

As he had been incot^is’d and deuii-iiatur’d 
With tl^e brave beast : so far ho topp'd my 
' thought. 

That I, in forgery of shapes and tricks, 

Come short of what he did. 

Laer. I Norrnau, was 't1 

King, A Norman. m 

iMer. Uix>n my life, Lamoixi 
'King. Tlie very same. 

Lmr. I know him well : he is the brooch, 
indeed, 

And gem of all the nation. 

King. He made confession of you ; 

And gave you such a masterly report, 

For art and exercise in your defence, 

And for your rapier most especially, 

That he cried out, 't would l)e a sight indeed. 
If one could match you : the scrimers of their 
nation, 

He swore, had neither motion, guar<l, nor eye. 
If you opjios’d them. Sir, this rejwrt of hi.s 
Did ’Hamlet .so envenom with his envy, !<« 
That he could nothing do, but wish and beg 
Your sadden coming o’er, to play with him. 
Now, out of this, — 

La4}r. What out of this, my lord ? 

King. Laeiies, was your father dear to you? 
Or are you like the painting of a sorrow, 

A face without a heart ? 

Laer. Why ask you this ? ; 

King. Not that I think yo\i did not love j 
your father ; j 

But that I know love is begun by time ; no j 
And that I see, in piissiiges of proof. 

Time qualifies the spark and fire of it. 

There lives within the very flame of love 
A kind of wick, or snuff, that will abate it ; 
And nothing is at a like goodness still ; 

For goodness, growing to a plurisy. 

Dies in his own too>much. That we would 
do. 

We should do when we would ; for this 
“ would " changes. 

And hath abatements and delays as many, 

As there are tongues, are hands, are accidents, 
And then this “ should ” is like a spendthrift 
sigh, Ml 

That hurts by easing. But, to thq quick o’ 
the ulcer : 

Hamlet comes back : what would you under- 
take, 

To show youi’self your father’s sovi in deed, 
3Iore tlian in words ? 

/ Laei. To out his throat i’ the churdi. 
King, No place, indeed, sliould .murder 
siuiotuarise ; 


Revenge should have no bounds. But, good 
Laertc.s, 

Will you do this, keep dose within your 
chamber. 

Hamlet, return’d, shall know you are come 
home : 

We’ll put on those shall [iraise your excellence, 
And set a double varnish on the fame isi 
The Frenchman gave you ; bring you, in fine, 
together, 

And wager on your heads : he, being remiss. 
Most generous, and free from all contriving, 
Will not [leruse the foils; so that with case. 
Or with a little shuffling, you may choose 
A sword unbated, and, in a pass of practice, 
-Requite him for your father. 

/jaer. I will do ’t ; 

And, for that purjioso, I ’ll anoint my sword. 
I bought an unction of a mountebank, 140 
So moi’tal, that but dip a knife in it, 

Whei’o it draws blood, no cataplasm so mre, 
Collected from all simples that have virtue 
Under the moon, can save the thing from 
death, * 

That is but sci'atch’d withal : I '11 touch mv 
point 

W'ith this contagion, that, if I gall him 
slightly, 

It may be death. 

Ki?tg. Let 's further think of tliis ; 

Weigh, wlmt convenience, both of time and 
means, 

May fit us to our shaptj. If this should fail, 
And that our drift look through our bad j)er- 
formaiice, iw 

’T were better not assay’d : therefore, this 
project 

Should have a back, or second, that might 
hold, 

If this should blast in proof. Soft ! — let me 
see': — 

We ’ll make a solemn wager on your oun- 
uings, — 

Iha't: ' 

W^en in your motion you are hot and dry, 
(As make your bouts more violent to t^t 
end,) 

And that he calls for diink, I '11 have pre- 
pai'’d him 

A chalice for the nonce ; Vrbereon but sipping, 
If he by chance esca|)e your venom’d stuck, iso 
Our purpose may hold there. But stay 1 
what uoise ? - 

How now, sweet queen ? 

Queen. One woe doth tread upon another's 
heel, 
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So fast they follow. — Your sister ’s drowiiM, 
Laertes, 

Xcwr. Drown’d ! — O, where 1 
Qtieen. There is a willow grows aslant a 
brook, 

That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy 
stream ; ^ 

There with fant»istic garlands did she come, 

Of crow-flowers, nettles, daisie.s, and long 
purples, 

That liberal shepherds give a grosser iiamo,.i7o 

But our cold maids do dead men’s fingers call 
them : 

There, on the pendant boughs her coronet 
weeds 

Clambering to hang, an envious sliver broke, 

When down her weedy trophies, and herself, 

Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes 
spread wide, 

And, mermaid-like, awhile they bore her up : 

Which time, she chanted, snatches of old 
tunes, 


As one incapable of her own distress, 

Or like creature native and indu’d 
Unto tiiat element : but long it could not 
be, iR' 

Till that her garments, heavy with their di’ink, 
Pull’d the poor wi*etch from her ignelodious lay 
To muddy death. / 

Lner, Alas I then, is she drown’d 1 

Queen. Drown’d, drown’d. 

Luer. Too much of water hast thou, poor 
Ophelia, 

And therefore I forbid my t<)a^ : but yet 
It is our trick ; nature her custom holds, 

Let shame say what it will ; when those are 
gone. 

The woman will be out. — Adieu, my lord ! 

1 have a speech of tire, that fain would blaze, i«> 
But that this folly douts it. ( 

Kintj. . Let ’s follow, (Jertrude. 

How much I had to do to calm his rage ! 

Now fear I, this will give it staj-t again ; 
Therefore, let’s follow. [E'xeuuL 


AC 

Scene I. — A Churchyard. 

Enier two Clowns, with spades and mattocks. 

1 Clo. Is she to be buried in Christian 
burial, that wilfully seeks her own salvation? 

2 Clo. I tell thee, she is ; and therefore 
make her grave straight: the crowner hath 
sat on her, and finds it Chri.stian burial. 

1 Clo. How can that be, unless she drowned 
heraelf in her own defence ? 

2 Clo. Why, ’t is found so. 8 

1 Clo. It must be se off&ndentlo ; it cannot 

be else. For here lies the point : if I drown 
myself wittingly, it argues an act, and an 
act hath thi'ee branches ; it is, to act, to do, 
and to perform : argal, she drowned herself 
wittingly. 

^ Clo, Nay, but hear you, goodman del- 
vor. — 

1 Clo. Give me leave. Here lies the water ; 

good : here stands the man ; good ; if the 
man go to this water, and drown himself, it 
is, will he, nill he, he goes ; mark you that : 
but i| the water come to him, and drown him, 
he drowns not himself : argal, he that is not 
guilty of his own death shortens not his own 
life. ^ n 

2 Clo. But is this lair 1 

1 Clo. Ay, many, is ’t, crownePs quest- 
law. 

2 Clo. Will you ha’ the truth on ’tt If 


' V. 

this had not been a gentlewoman, she should 
have been buried out of Chri.stian burial. 

1 Clo. W^hy, thei*e thou 8ay’.st ; ajid the 

more pity, that great folk shall have oouii- 
tenanco in this world to drown or hang them- 
selves, more than their even-Christiaii. Co’iue, 
my spade. There is no ancient gentlemen 
but gardeners, ditchers, and grave-makers ; 
they hold xip Adam’s profession. , : s 

2 Clo. Was he a gentleman?* 

1 Clo. He was the fiiwt that ever boi'e 
arms. 

2 Clo. Why, he had none. 

1 Clo. What, art a heathen? How dost 

thou understand the Scripture ? The Scrip- 
tui'e says, Adam digged : could he dig witli- 
out arms ? 1 ’ll put another question to thee : 
if thou answerest me not to the purpose, con- 
fess thyself — , 

2 Clo. Go to. 

1 Clo. What is he, that builds sti’onger 
than either the mason, tlie shipwright, or the 
caqxsnter ? 

2 Clo. The gallows-maker ; for that frame 
outlives a thousand tenants. 

1 Clo. I like thy wit well, in good faith :: 
the gaUowf»does well ; but how does it well i 
it does well to those that do ill : now, thou 
dost ill to say the gf^lowe is built stronger 
than the church : argal, the gallows may^ do 
well to thee. To 't again j come. w 
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2 Ch, Who biiiltls stronger than a mason 
a shipwright, or a cai’penter '? • 

\ Clo^ Ay, tell me that, and unyoke. 

2 Clo. Marry, now I can tell. 

1 Clo. To ’t. 

2 Clo. Mass, I camiot tell. 

ErUer Hamlet and Horatio, at a distance. 

1 Ch. Cudgel thy brums no more about it, 
fpr your dull ass will not mend his jJaco witl 
beating; and, when you are asked this ques- 
tion next, say, a grave-maker : the houses 
that he niaires last till doomstlay. Go, get 
thee to Yaughan ; fetch me a stoop of liquor. 

[Exit 2 Clown. 

1 Clown digs, and sings. 

Ingotith, when T did love, did love, 
Methought it was very sweet. 

To contfrekt, 0 ! the tinie,for-a ! my heJurve, 
0, methought, there was twthing-a meet. 

Ham. Hath this fellow no feeling of his 
business, that he sings at grave-making 1 

* Ilor. Custom; hath made it in him a pro- 
fierty of easiness. 

Ham. ’T is e’en so : the hand of little em- 
ployment hath the daintier sense. 

1 Ch. But age, vnth his stealiwj steps. 

Hath claw’d me in his clutch, 

And hath shipped me iritil the land, 

As if I had never been such. 

[I'hrows up a shell. 

Ham. That skull had a tongue in it, and 
could sing once : how the knave jowls it to 
the ground, as if it were Cain’s jaw-bone, that 
did the first murder ! This might be the pate of 
a politician, which this ass now o’er-offices, one 
that would circumvent God, might it not 1 hi 

Hot. It might, my lord. 

Ham. Or of a courtier, which could say, 
“ Good morrow, sweet lord ! How dost thou, 
gfx)d lord?” This might l>e my Lord Such- 
a-one, that praised my Lord Such-a-one’s 
hor.se, when he meant to beg it, might it not? 

Hot. Ay, my loid. «» 

Ham. Why, e’en so, and now my Lady 
Worm’s; chapless, and knocked about the 
mazzard with a sexton’s spade. Hei'e ’a fine 
revolution, an we hwl the trick to see 't 
Did these bones cost no moi« ^le bi’eeding, 
but to play at loggats with ’em ? mine ache 
to think on ’t. 

1 Ch. A pick-axe, and a spade, a spade, 

For and a shrond^tig sfwet : 

0 1 a pit of clay for to be made 
For such a yuest is meet. » 

[Throws up another skull. 


Ham. There’s another: why may not that 
be the skull of a lawyer? Where be his 
quiddits now, hisquillets, his cases, his tenures, 
and his tricks ? why does he suffer this rude 
knave now to knock him about the sconce 
with a <lirty shovel, and will not tell him of 
his action of battery ? Humph I This fel- 
low might be in^’s time a great buyer of land, 
with his statutes, his recognisances, his fines, 
his double vouchers, his recoveries : is this 
the fine of his fines, and the recovery of his 
recoveries, to have his fine pate full of fine 
dirt ? will his voucher’s vouch him no more of 
his purchases, and double ones too, than the 
leiij^h and breadth of a pair of indentui’es ? 
The very conveyances of his lands will hardly 
lie iir this box, and must the inhei’itor himself 
have no more ? ha ? 

Hot. Not a jot more, my lord. 

Ham. Is not parchment made of sheep- 
skins ? 

Hor. Ay, njy lord, and of calf-skins too. 

Ham. Tliey are sheep, and calves, whicli 
seek out assurance in that. I will speak to- 
this fellow. — Whose 'grave ’s this, sir ? u* 

1 Ch. Mine, sir. — 

Ola pit of clay for to be made 
For such a guest is meet. 

Ham. I think it be thine, indeed ; for thou 
1 liest in ’t. 

1 Ch. Yon lie out on ’t, su’, and therefore 
it is not yours ; for my part, I do not lie in % 
and yet it is mine. 

//am. Thou dost lie in ’t, to be in ’t, and 
say it is thine : ’t is for the dead, not for the 
quick ; therefore, thou liest. , isi 

1 Ch. ’T is a quick lie, sir ; ’t will away 
again, from me to you. 

Ham. What man dost thou dig it for? 

1 Ch. For no man, sir. 

Idam. What woman, then ? 

1 Ch. For none, neither. 

Ham. Who is to be buried in ’t ? 

1 Ch. One, that was a woman, sir; but, 
rest het soul, she ’s dead. m 

Ham. How absolute the knave is ! we mnst 
speak by the card, or eejuivocation will undo 
us. By the Lord, Horatio, this three years I 
have taken note of it ; the ago is grown so 
picked, that the toe of the peasant conies so 
loar the heel of the courtier, he galls his kilie. 
— How long hast thou been a grave-maker ? 

1 Ch. Of all the, days i’ the year, I came 
to ’t that day that , our last King Hamlet o’er- 
oame Fortiubras. ’ 

Ham, How long is that since ? 

1 Ch. Cannot you tell that? every fool 
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can tell that. It was tlio very (lay that 
yohng Hamlet was bom ; ho tliat is mad 
and sent into England. 

Ham. Ay, many; why. was he sent into 
. England H 

1 Clo. Why, because ho was mad : he shall 
recover his wits there ; or, if he do not, ’t is 
no great matter there. 

Ham. Why ? 

1 Clo. 'T will not be seen in him there ; 
there the men ai*e as mad as lie. 

Ham. How came he mad ? 

1 Clo. Very strangely, they say. 

Ham. How strangely ? 

.1 Clo. ’Faith, e’en with losing his wite. 

Ham. Upon wliat ground ? 

1 Clo. Why, here in Denmark : I have 
been sexton heTO, man, and boy, thirty yearn. 

Ham. How long will a man lie i’ the earth 
ere he rot? iro 

1 Clo. ’Faith, if he be not rotten before he 
die, (as we have many pocky corses now-a- 
days, that will scarce hold the laying in,) he 
will last you some eight year, or nine year : 
a tanner will last you nine year. 

Ham. Why he more than another ? 

1 Clo. Why, sir, his hide is .so tanned 
with his trade, that he will keep out water a 
great while ; and your water is a sore decayer 
of your whoreson dead body. Here ’s a skull 
now ; this skull hatli lain i’ the earth three- 
and-twouty yearn. im 

Ham. Whose was it? 

1 Clo. A whoreson mad fellow’s it was: 
whose do you think it was ? 

Ham. Nay, I know not. 

1 Clo. A ^lestilence on him for a mad rogue ! 
’a poured a flagon of Rhenish on my head 
once. This same skull, sir, this same skull, 
sir, was Yorick’s skull, the king’s jester. 

Ham. This? 

1 Clo. E’en that. m 

Let me see. [Taksg tlio skull.'] Alas, 
poor Ywick ! — I knew him, Horatio : a fel- 
low of infinite jest, of most excellent fancy : 
he hath benme me on his back a thousand' 
times ; and now, how abhorred my imagina- 
tion is ! my gorge rises at it. Here hung 
those lips, that I have kissed I know not how 
oft. 'Where be your gibes now? your gam- 
bids? your songs? your flashes of merriment, 
that were wont to set the table on a roar? 
Not one now, to mock your ow;n grinning ? 
quite ohap-follen ? Now, get you to roy lady’s 
cliamber, and tell her, let her paint an inch 
thick, to this favour she must come ; make 
h«r laugh at that — Pr’ythee, Horatio, tell me 
one thing. an 


Hot. What ’s that, my lord ? 

Ham. Dost thou think, Alexander look^ 
o’ this fashion i’ the earth ? 

Hor. E^en so. - 

Ham. And smelt so ? pah ! 

\Pv^'down the skuU. 
Hor. E’en so, my lord. 

Ham. To what base uses we may return, 
Horatio ! Why may not imagination trace 
the noble dust of Alexander, till he find it 
stopping A bung-hole ? sia 

Hor. ’T were to consider too curiously, tO • 
consider so. 

Ham. No, faith, not a jot ; but to follow 
him thither with modesty enough, and likeli- 
hood to lead it : as thus : Alexander died, 
Alexander was buried, Alexander retumeth 
into dust ; the dust is earth ; of earth we ' 
make loam ; and why of that loam, whereto 
he was converted, might they not Stop a beer- 
ban'el ? . sjo 

Imperious Ciesar, dead, and turn’d to clay. 
Might stop a hole to keep the wind away : 
O ! that that earth, which kept the world 
in awe, * ’ 

Should patch a wall to expel the winter’s 
flaw ! 

But soft ! but j soft ! aside ; — here comes the 
king, 

Enter Priests, in jrrocession ; the Gorsr. 
of Opuklia, Lakrtes and Mourners follow- 
ing ; Kino, Queen, tlmr Trains, ofec. 

The queen, the courtiers. Who is that tlie^ 
follow, 

And with such maimed rites ? Tliis doth be- 
token. 

The corse they follow did with desperate 
hand 

Fordo its own life ; ’t was of some estate. 
Couch we awhile, and mark. no 

[Retiring wiHh Horatio. 
Laer. What ceremony else ? 

Ham. That is Laertes, 

A very noble youth : mark. 

Laer. What ceremony else ? 

Priest. Her obsequies have lieen as far en- 
larg’d 

A s we have warrantise : her death was doubt* 
ful ; 

And, but that great command o’ersways the 
order. 

She should in ground unsanotified have 
lodg’d, 

Till the last tru mpet ; for charitable prayers, 
Shards, flints, and pebbled, should be thrown 
on her ; , • 

Yet here she is allow’d her virgin cranto. wo* , 
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Her maiden strewmentt), and the bringing 
home » 

Of bell and burial, ^ 

liMT. Must there no more be done ? 

, jPri^. No more be done : 

^?^^e should profane the service of the dead, 

To sing a requiem, and such rest to her, 

As to jwace-parted soula 

Laer. Lay her i’ the earth ; 

And from her fair and unpolluted flesh 
M^ violets spring !— tell thee, churlish 
priest, 

A miniHtering»(angel shall my sister be, 

When thou liest howling. 

Ham, What ! the fair Ophelia 1 sso 

Queen.' Sweets to the sweet : farovvell. 

. [Scatteriny flowers. 

S hop’d thou should'st have been my Hamlet’s 
wife : 

I thought thy bride-bed to have deck’d, sweet 
maid, 

And not have strew’d thy grave, 

Ijaer. O ! treble woe 

Fall fen times treble on that cursed head, 
Wliose wicketl deed tl»y most ingenious sense 
Depriv'd thee of ! — Hold off the tairth awhile, 
Till I have caught her once more in mine 
arms. [Leajmty into the grave. 

Now pile your dust uj)on the quick and 
dead. 

Till of this flat a mountain you have made, 2 «o 
'lo o’er-top old Pelion, or the .skyish head 
Of blue Olympus. 

Ham , , \Advancin(j.^ What is ho, whose 
grief 

Bears such an emphasis? whose phrase of 

SOJTOW 

Conjures the wandering stars, and makes 
them stand. 

Like wonder-wounde<l hearers ? This is I, 
Hamlet the Dane. [Leaping itUo tfie grave. 
Laer, The devil take thy soul ! 

[Grappling with him. 
Ham. Thou pray’st not well. 

I pr* 3 rthee, take thy fingers from my throat ; 
For though I am not splenitive and rash, «o 
Yet have I something in me dangerous. 
Which let thy wiseness fear. Away thy 
' hand ! 

Kintf. Pluck them asunder. 

Qmm. Hamlet I. Hamlet ! 

All. Gentlemen, — 

Hot. Good my lord, be quiet. 

' [The AUmdants part them^ and they 
come out ' of the grave. 
Ham. Why, I will fight with him upon 
this theme, 

tlntil my eyelids will no longier wag. 


Queen. O my son ! whd>t theme ? 

Ham. I lov’d Ophelia : forty thousiuul 
brothers 

Could not, with all their quantity of love, 
Make up my sum. — What wilt thou do for 
her? :ttio 

King. O'! he is mad, I^ftertes. 

Qmen. For love of Gotl, forbear him. 

Ham. ’Swounds'i .show me what thou ’It 
do : 

Woo’t weep? woo’t fight? woo’t fast? woo’t. 
tear thyself ? 

Woo’t drink U]> Esill ? eat a croco<]ilo 1 
I ’ll do ’t. — Dost thou come hero te whine % 

To outface me with leaping in hm* grave ? 

Be buried tjuick with her, an<l so will I : 

And, if thou pmte of mountains, let them', 
threw 

Millions of acres on us, till our ground, sdo 
Singeing his pateagJiinst the burning zone, 
Make Ossa like a wart ! Nay, and thou ’It 
mouth, 

I ’ll rant as well as thou. 

Queen. This is mere madness : 

And thus awhile the fit^will work on him ; 
Anon, as patient as the- female dove. 

When that her golden couplet are disclos’d. 
His silence will sit drooping. 

Ham. Hear you, sir : 

What is the reason that you use md thus ? 

I lov’d you ever : but it is no matter ; 

Let Hercules himself do what he may, soo 
The cat will mew, and dog will have his day. 

[Ahail. 

King. I pmy you, goo<l Horatio, wait upon 
him.— [Kmt Horatio. 

[To LAERTE.S.] Strengthen your jaitience in 
our last night’s speech ; 

We ’ll put the matter to the present push. — 
Good Gertrude, set some watch over your 
son. 

This grave .shall have a living monument ; 

An hour of quiet shortly shall wo see ; 

Till then, in patience our proceeding be. 

[Exeunt. 


Scene II. — A Hall in fhe Castle. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

Ham. So much for this, mv: now let me 
see the other 

You do rememl)er all the cirenimstance ? 

Hot. Remember it, my lord ! 

Ham. Sir, in my beart' there vv.os a kind 
of fighting, 

That would not let me sleep : methoughl^ 1 lay 
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Worse than the routines in the bilboes. 
Bashly, — 

And prais’d be rashness for it, — let us knpw, 
Our indiscretion sometimes serves us well, 
When our dear jilots do pall ; and that sliould 
teaoh us, 

There ’s a divinity that shapes our ends, lo 
Kongh-hew them how wo will, — 

llor. That is most certain. 

limn. Up from my cabin, 

Aly sea-gown .scai-fd about me, in ^ the dark 
Grop’il I to find out them ; had my desire ; 
Finger’d their packet ; and, in fine, with- 
drew 

To mine own room again : making so bold. 
My foal's forgetting manners, to unseal 
'their grand commission ; where 1 found, 
Horatio, 

0 royal knavery ! an exact command, — 
•Larded with niaiiy several sorts of reason.s, »» 
Importing Denmark’s health, and England’s 

too, 

With, ho ! such bugs and goblins in my life, — 
That, on the su}»ervise, no leisure bated, 

No, not U) stiiy the grinding of the axe, 

My head should be struck off. 

Jlor. ' Is ’t possible ? 

Ham. Here ’s the cjommission : read it at 
more leisure. 

But wilt thoJi hear me how I did j)roceed % 
Har, Ay, ’besecK-h you. 

Ham. Being thus benottod round with 
villainie.s, — 

Ere I could make a prologue to my brains, so 
They had begun the play, — T sat me down, 
Devis’d a new coimnis.sion ; wrote it fair : 

1 once <lid hold it, as our statists do, 

A l)a8eness to write fair, and labour’d much 
How to forget that learning ; but, sir, now 
It did me yeoman’s service. Wilt thou 
know 

The effect of what J wrote 1 

llor. Ay, goo<l my lord. 

Ham. An earnest conjuration from the 
king,— 

As England was his faithful tiibutairy. 

As love between them as the 2 >alm should 
floui'i.sh, 40 

As jicace should still her wheaten garland 
w(^ar. 

And stand a comma ’tween their amities, i 

And many such like as’s of great charge, — ' 

That, on the view and know of these con- 
tents, 

Without debatomont further, more or less. 

He should the bearers jnit to sudden death. 
Not shriving-time allow’d. 

Uor. How was this seal’d 1 


Ham. Why, even in that was Heavept 
ordinant. 

I had my father’s signet in my purse, 
Which’waa the model of that Danish seal; m 
F olded the writ up in form of the other ; 
Subsenb’d it ; gave ’t the impression ; p}M’^ 
it safely. 

The changeling never known. Now, the next 
day 

Was our sea-fight ; and vvhat to this was Se- 
quent 

Thou know’st already. «■ 

llor. So Guildenstem and l^sencrautz go 
to ’t. 

Ham. Why, man, they did make love to 
this employment : 

They are not near my con^ience : their de- 
feat ' . “ 

Does by their own insinuation grew. 

’T is dangei'ous, when the baser nature comes 
Between the pass and fell-incensed points oi 
Of mighty 02 ^i)ositp,s. 

Hor. Why, what a king is this ! 

Ham. Does it not, thinks ’t thee, ataml me 
now uj)on — ‘ 

He that hath kill’d my king, and whor’d my 
mother ; 

Popp’d in between the election and my hojK's; 
'Phrown out ]n.s angle for my jiroper life. 

And witJi such cozenage — is ’t not jicrfoct con- 
science, 

To quit him with this arm? and is’t not to o? 
damu’<l, 

To let this canker of our nature come ' 

In further evil? 

Hor. It must be shortly known to him from 
England, 

W^hat is the issue of the business there. 

Ham. It will be short : tlie interim is 
mine ; 

And a man’s life no more than to say, one. 
But I am very sorry, good Homtio, 

That to Laertes I forgot myself ; 

For, by the image of my cause, I see 
The portmiture of his : I ’ll court his fa- 
vours : 

But, sure, the bravery of his grief did put 
me 

Into towering passion. 

Hor. Peace ! who comes here ? w 

• Enter OsRlOK. 

Oar. Your lordship is right welcome back 
to Denmark. 

Ham. I ihumbly thank you, sir. — Dost 
know this water-fly ? 

Hor. No, my good lo^. 

Ham. Thy state is the more gracious; 
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for ’t is a vice to know liim. He hatib much 
leod, and fertile : let a beast be lord of beasts,, 
(Old his crib shall stand at the king's mess ; 
't'llb a chough ; but, as I say, spaciouif in the 
{Hisnession of dirt w 

Oar. ^eet lord, if your lordship were at 
leiSttTO, I should impart a thing to you from 
IpS/ majesty. 

H&m. I will receive it, sii, with all diligence 
of spirit Your bonnet to his right \iso; 't is 
for the head. 

0)tr. I thank your lordship, 't is very hot 
Ham. No, li^elieve me, 't is very cold ; the 
wind is northerly. 

Oar. It is indifferent cold, my lord, indeed. 
Ham. But yet, methinks, it is very sultry 
and hot, for my oonit>lexion. roi 

‘Osr. ‘Exc^dingly, my lord ; it is very sul- 
try, — as 't were, — I cannot tell how. — But, 
ray lonl, his majesty bade mo signify to you, 
that he has laid a groat wager on your head. 
Sir, this is the matter, - - 

Ham. I beseech you, i-emember — 

[Hamlkt movm him to put mt his Jtat. 
0«r. Nay, in good faith ; for mine eas<f, in 
good faith. Sir, here is lujwly come to court, 
Liiertes ; believe me, an absolute gentleman, 
full of most excellent diflerences, of very soft 
society, and great showing: indeed, to speak 
feelingly of him, he is tlie car<l or. calendar 
of gently, for you .shall lind in liim the con- 
tinent of what part a. gentleman would see. n.*. 

Ham. Sir, his definement suffei's no perdition 
in you; though, I know, to divide him iuven- 
torially, would dizzy the arithmetic of memory, 
and it but yaw neither, in respect of his quick 
sale. But, in the verity of cxtolrnent, 1 take 
him to be a .soul of great article ; ami his in- 
fusion of such dearth and rareness, as, to 
make true diction of him, his semblable is his 
mirror; and who else would trace Iiim, his 
^mbrago, nothing more, 123 

Osr. Yonr lordship speaks mo.st infallibly 
of him. 

Ha/m. The concemanoy, sir? why do we 
wrap the gentleman in our more rawer 
breath 1 
Orr. Sir? 

Hot. Is ’t not possible to understand in 
another tongue ? You will do 't, sir, really. 

Ham. What imports the nomination of this 
gentleman ? m 

Oar. Of Laertes ? 

Hor. His purse is empty already; all’s 
golden words are spent. « 

Ham. Of him, sir. 

Oar, I know, you are not ignorant — 

Ham. I woul^ you did,, sir ; yet, in faith, 

m 


if you did, it would not. much approve me. 
Well, sir. 

Oar. You are not ignorGmt of what excellence 
Laertbs is — ■ • 

Ham. I dare not confess that, lest I should 
compare with him in excellence; but, to know 
a man well, were to know liiinself. 

Osr. 1 mean, sir, for his Aveapon ; but in the 
imputation laid on liim by them, in his mei’d 
he’s unfellowed. 

Havi. What 's his weapon ? 

Osr. Rapier and dagger. 

Ham. That 's two of his weiqions : bnt, 
well. m 

Osr. The king, sir, hath wagered with him 
six Barbary houses : against the which he has 
imponed, as I take it, six French rapiers and 
poniards, with their assigns, as girdle, hanger.s, 
and so. Three of the cairiages, in faith, 
are very dear to fancy, very responsive to the 
hilts, most delicate carriages, and of very liberal 
conceit. 

Ham. What citll you the caiTiagcs? 

Hor. I knew, you must be edilitxl by tlui 
margent ei'C yon had done. 

Osr. Tlie carriages, sir, are the hangcra. i.w 

Ham. The phrase would be more german t«* 
the matter, if wo could carry cannon by oi;i' 
sides : I wouhl it might be hangers till then. 
But, on: six Barbary houses against si .x French 
swords, tlioir assigns, and three liberal con- 
eeited carriages ; that's the French bet against, 
the Danish. Why is this imponed, as you 
call it? 

Osr. The king, sir, hath laid, .sir, tliat in a 
dozen pas.s{\s between yourH<.df and him, he 
shall not exceed you tlu'ee hits : he hath laid 
on twelve for nine ; and that would come 

to immediate trial, if your lordship would 

vouchsafe the answer. in 

Ham. How, if I answei' no? 

Osr. I mean, my lord, the opfiasition of 
your person in trial. 

Ham. Sir, I will walk here in the hall ; if 
it please his majesty, it is the bronthing time 
of day witji me ; let the foils bo broj^ht, the 
gentleman willing, and the king hold his pur- 
pose, I will win for him, if 1 can ; if not, 1 
will gain nothing but my shame, and the odrl 
hits. j«' 

Oar. Shall I re-deliver you e’en so ? 

Ham. To this effect, sir; after what flourish 
your nature will. 

Osr. I commend my duty to your lord 
ship. 

Ham. Yours, yours. \Exit Osrick.] — He 
does well to commend it himself; there are 
no tongnes else for’s turn. 
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Hpr. This lapwing runs away with the 
flhelj on Ms head. ' im 

Ham. He did comply with his dug before 
. he sucked it. Thus has he (and many more 
of the same bevy, that, 1 kiiow, the drosi^t^e 
dotes on) only got the tune of the time, and 
outward habit of encoimter, a kind of yesty 
collection, which carries them through and 
through tlie most fond and^v^innowed opinions ; 
and do but blow them to their trial, the bub- 
bles are out. 

Enter a Jjord. 

Lord. My lord, his majesty commended Mm 
to you by young Osrick, who brings back to 
him, that you attend him in the hall : he sends 
to know, ^ your pleasure hold tc» play with 
JAertes, or that you will take longer time. a«i 

If am. I am constant to rny purposes; they 
follow the king’s pleasure: if his fitne.ss 
speaks, mine is ready ; now, or whensoever, 
provided I be so able as now. 

Lord. The king and queen, and all are 
coming down. 

Ham. In happy tiA»e. 210 

Lord. The queen desires you to use some 
gentle enteitainmefit to Laertes, before you 
fall to play. ^ 

Ham. She well instructs me. [Exit Lord. 

Hot. You will lose this wager, my lord. 

Ham. I do not think so: since he went into 
Fnuice, I have been, in continual practice ; I 
shall win at the odds. Thou wouldst not 
think, how ill all ’s here about my heart; but 
it is no matter. sm 

Hot. Nay, good my lortl, — 

Ham. It is but foolery ; but it is such a 
kind of gftin-giving, as wouhl, perhaps, trouble 
a woman. 

Hot. If your mind dislike anything, obey it: 
I will forestall their repair hither, and say, 
you are not fit. 

Ham. Not a whit, we tlefy augury: there is 
a special providence in the fall of a sparrow. 
If it be now, ’t is not to come ; if it be not to 
come, it will be now ; if it be not now, yet it 
will come: the readiness is all. Since no man 
has aught of what he leaves, what is ’t to leave 
betimes! Let be. sra 

ErUer Kino, Queen, IjAERtes, Lft-rde, Oskick, 
and Attenilantfi with drc. 

King. Come, Hamlet, come, and take this 
hand from me. 

[The King pute the hatul of Laertes into 

thnlofH.Kmxt. 

Ham., Oive me your pai'don, air : I’ve done 
you wrong; 


But pardon ’t, as you are a gentleman. 

This presence knows, 

And y^u must nee<ls have heard, how I am 
. punish'd 

With sore distraction. What I have done, , 
That might your nature, honour, and ex<iep^ 
tion. 

Roughly awake, I here proclaim was mad-' 
ness. 2 »' 

Was 't Hamlet wrong’d Laertes ? Never 
Hamlet ; 

If Hamlef from himself be ta’en away, *' 
And, when he ’s not himself^ does wrong 
Laertes, 

Then Hamlet does it not ; Hamlet denies it. 
Who does it then! His madness. If 't be so, 
Hamlet is of the faction that is wrongd; 

His madness is ]K)or Hamlet’s enemy. 

Sir, in this audience, 

Let my disclaiming from a purpos’d evil 
Free me so far in your most ghnerous 
thoughts, 2 B 0 

That I have shot mine arrow o’er the house. 
And hurt my brother. , 

Laer. 1 am satisfied in nature, 

Whose motive, in this case, should stir me 
most 

To my revenge : but in my terms of honour, 

I stand aloof, and will no reconcilement, 

Till by some elder masters, of known honour. 
I have a voice and precedent of peace. 

To keep ray name ungor’d. But till that 
time, , 

I do receive your offer’d love like love. 

And will not urr^ng it. 

Ham. I embrace it freely ; 2 ® 

And will this brother’s wager frailkly play. — 
Give us the foils. — Come on. 

Laer. Come, one for me. 

Ham. I ’ll l>e your foil, Laertes : in mine 
ignorance, 

Your skill shall, like a star i’ darkest 
night. 

Stick fiery off indeed. 

Laer. You mock me, sir. 

Ham. No, by this hand. 

King. Give them the foils, young Osrick.— 
Cousin Hamlet, 

You know the wager ? 

Ham. Very well, my lord ; 

Your graoe hath laid the odds o’ the weaker 
side. 

King. I do not fear it; I have seen you 
both ; 270 

But since Ire ’s better’d, we. have therefore 
odds. 

Laer. This is too'hhivy; let ..me sep. 

■ another. ; * 
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Ham. This likes me well. The.se foils have 
all a length? prepare to ptay. 

Oitr. Ay, my good loird. ^ 

^ Hiwiff. mo the stoops of wine u[)oii that 
table. — 

If Hamlet gives the iu*Bt or secoiul hit, 

Or quit in answer of the third exchange, 

Let all the battlements their ordnance fire ; 
i&e king shall drink to , Humlet’.s better 
breath: 

' And the cup an unioii shall he throw, »o 
Richer then tliat which four successive 
kings 

In Denmark's crown have worn, (live me 
the cups ; 

And let the kettle to the trumpet s|)eak, 

The .trumpet to the cannoneer without, 

The cannons to the heavens, the heavens to 
earth, 

“ Now the king drinks to Hamlet ! ” — Come, 
begin;— 

And you, the judges, bear a w^ry eye. 

Ham. Come on, sir. 

Laer.^ Come, my loitl. [I'hey p(ay. 

Ham. One. 

Laer. No. 

Havt. Judgment. 

Osr. A hit, a veiy pabmble hit. 

Laer, Well : — again. 

King. Stay; give me drink. Hamlet, this 
pearl is thine ; an 

Here’s to thy health. — Giye him the cup. 

. [Trumpets sound ; and cannon sltot oj} 

within. 

Ham. I ’ll play this bout first ; set it by 
awhile. 

Come . — [They play.] Another hit ; what say 
you?. 

Laer. A touch, a touch, 1 do confess. 

King. Our son shall win. 

Qtmn. H© ’s fat, and scant of breath.— 
JHeza, Hamlet^tafee my napkin, rub thy brows : 
The queen carouses to thy fortune, Hamlet. 
Ham, Good madam ! , 

King. Gertrude, do not drink, 

(^tteere. I will, my lord : I pray you, pard^ 
me; 

King, [Asick,] It is .the poison’d cup ! it is 
too late. an 

Ham. I dare not drink yet, madam ; by- 
and-by. • 

^men. Come, let me wipe tliy face. 

Laer, My lord, I ’ll hit.nim now. 

King. I do not think it. 

Laer. [Aside.] And yet it is almost against 
my conscience. 

Bam, Come, for the tbirdj Liliertes. You 
. t bttt dally: 


I pray you, pass with your best violence! 

I am afeard, you make a wanton of me. 

Jjoer. Say you so ? come on. [They play, 
Osr. Nothing, neither way. Sw 

Laer. Have at you now. - 
[Laertks myuiuls Hahlet ; ihen, it scuffling, 
they change rapiers, and Hamlet wounds 
IxAEHTES. 

Kim. P©rii them ! they ajxs incens’^. 

Ham. Nay, come again. [TIte Queen /alls. 
Osr. Look to the queen there. — Ho 1 

Hot. They bleed on both .sides. — How is it, 
my lord ? 

Osr. How is 't, Laerte-s ? 

Liter. Why, as a woodcwk to mine own 
springe, Osrick ; 

I am justly kill’d with mine own treachery. 
Ham. How does the »jueeu ? 

King. Hhe swoonds to see them bleed. 
Quern. No, no, the drink, the drink, — O 
my dear H.-imlet ! 

The drink, the drin|c : I am poison’d. [Dies. 
Ham. 0 villainy i -- Ho I let the door be 
lock’d ; 

Treachery ! .seek it out. ' [Laertes falls. 
Laer. It is line, Hamlet. Hamlet, thou 
art slain ; lai 

No medicine in thi* world can do thee good ; 
In thee there is not half an hour of life ; 

The treacherous instrument is in thy ha.ud. 
Unbated and envenom’d. The foul practice 
Hath turn’d itself on me ; lo ! here 1 lie. 
Never to rise again. Thy mother ’s i>oison’d. 
I can no more. The king, the king ’s to blame. 

Ham. The jioint- -envenom’d too ! 

Then, venom, to thy woik. [Stabs the King. 
All. Ti'cason ! treason ! . su 

King. 0 ! yet defend me, friends, I ilm but 
hurt. 

Ham. Here, thou ince.stuous, murdemus, 
damned Dane, 

Drink off this potion is thy union here ? 
Follow my mother. [Kimq dies. 

Laer. He is justly serv’d ; 

It is a jjoisou temper’d by himself.—: 
Exchange foi^veness with me, noble Hktnlet; 
Mine and my father’.s death come hot upon 
thee, 

Nor tliine on me ! [Dies. 

Ham. Heaven make thee free of it ' 1 
follow' thee. »« 

I am dead, Horatio. — Wretched queen, 
adieu ! — 

You that look pale and tremble at this chance, 
IMt are but mutes or audience to this act, 
Had I but time, (as this fell sergeant, death. 
Is strict in his arrest,) 0 ! I could tell you,— 
But let it be. — Horatio, I am dead ; 
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r Thou liv’st : report me and my cause aright 
To the unsatisdcd. 

Hor. Never believe it : 

T am more an antique Roman than a Dane : 
Here 's yet some liquor loft. 

Ham. As thou ’rt a man. 

Give me the cup : let go j by Heaven, 1 ’ll 
have it,- - * 

0 good Horatio, what a wounded name. 
Things standing thus unknown, sliall live 

behind me I 

If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart,* 
Absent thee from felicity awhile, 

And in this harsh world dmw thy breath in 
pain. 

To tell my stoiy. 

\March afar off, and shot within. 
What warlike noise is this'i 
Oar. Young Fortinbras, with conquest 
come from Poland, 

To the ambas.sndors of England gives 
This warlike volley. » 

Ham. O ! I die, Horatio ; sao 

The |)otont poison ^uitc o’er-crows my spiiit : 

1 cannot live to hear the nows from Eng- 

land ; 

But I do prophesy the election lights 
On Fortin bras ; he has my dying voice ; 

Mo tell him, with the occurrents, more and 
less, 

Which have solicited. — The rest is silence. 

[Dies. 

//or. Now cracks a noble heart. — Good 
night, sweet prince ; 

And flights of angels sing thee to thy rest ! — 
Why does the drum come hither ? 

\March wUhiu. 

l^nter Fortinbras, tJw English Ambassadors, 
and others. 

For, Where is this sight 1 
//or. What is it ye would see ? 

If aught of woe, or wonder, cease your search. 
For, This quarry cries on havock. — O 
proud death ! 373 

What feast is toward in thine eternal cell. 
That thou so many princes at a shot 
So bloodily hast struck 1 

1 Affd). ' The sight is dismal, j 


And our adairs from England come too late : 
Tlie ears are senseless that should give us 
‘ hearing. 

To tell him his commandment is fulfill’d. 

That Ro.sencrant!: and Gjiildenstern are dead. 
Whei"e should Aire Imvo oiu* thanks ? 

//or. Not fi-om his mouth f 

Had it the ability of life to thank you : 

He never gave commandment for their death. 
But since, so jump upon this bloody question. 
You from the Polack wars, and youi, from* 
England, ^ 

Are here arriv’d, give oi’do^' that these Isxlies 
High on a stage be placed to the view ; 

And let me sjjeak to the yet unknowing world, 
IIow these things came about : so shall you 
hear < 

Of carnal, bloody, and unnatui'al acts. 

Of accidental judgments, casual slaughters, aao 
Of deaths put on by cunning, and forc’d cause. 
And, in this upqhot, purposes mistook" 

Fall’ll on th%i(nventors’ heads : all this can I 
Tmly deliver. 

For. Let us haste to hear it, 

And call the noblest to the audience. 

For me, with sorrow I embrace my fortune : 

I have .some rights of momoi'y in this kingdom, 
Which now to claim my vantage doth invite 
me. 

//or. Of that I shall have also cause to 


speak. 

And from his mouth whose voice will draw 
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on more : 

But let this same be presently perform’d. 
Even while men’s minds are wild, lost more 
mischance. 

On plots and errors, happen. ' 

For. Let four captaina 

Bear Hamlet, like a soldier, to the stage ; 

For he was likely, had he been put on, 

To have prov’d most royally:^ and for hia 
passage, • “ 

The soldiers’ music, and the. rites of war, 
Speak loudly for him. 

Take up the bodies : — such a sight as this 
j^ecomes the field, but here shows much amiss^ 
&o, bid the soldiers shoot. m 

[Exeunt, hearing off tJte bodies ; ajter whioh^ 
a peal of ordnance is shot off. 
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Triumvirs after the 
death of Julius Ccesar. 


ACT 1. 


Scene I. — Rome. A Street. 

EntM Flavius, Marullus, and a rabble of 
CUizens. 

Flav. Hence ! home, you idle creatures, 
get y<)u home. 

Is this a holiday 1 What ! know you not, 
lining mechanical, you ought not walk, 

TJim a lahouring day, without the sign 
Oi yOnr profession 1— Speak, what trade art 
,, thott? 

1 (7tA Why, sir, a carpenter. 

Mar. Where is thy leather apron, and thy 
rule? 

What dost thou with thy best apparel on ? — 
You, sir, what trade are you ? 

2 CU. Truly, sir, in respect of a fine work- 
man, I am but, as you would say, a cobbler.is 

Mc/r. But what trade art thou ? Answer 
me directly. 

2 Cit. A trade, sir, that, I ho^, I may 
use wilJi a safe conscience ; which is, indeed, 
sir, a mender of bad soles. • 

Mar. What trade, thou kjaave? thou , 
naughty knave, what teade ? 

2 CU. Nay, I besQBch you, sir, be not out 
with me : yet, if you be ou^'.iir/I can mend 
you. 


j Mar. What mean’st thou by that ? Mend 
me, thou saucy fellow? 

2 Cit. Why, sir, cobble you. 

Flav. Thou art a cobbler, art thou ? 

2 Cit. Truly, sir, all that 1 live by is with 
the awl : I meddle with no tradesman's 
matters, nor women’s matters, but with all. 
T am, indeed, sir, a surgeon to old shoes; 
when they are in great danger, I re-cover them. 
As proper men as ever tixxl upon neat’s-- 
leather, have gone upon my handiwork. 

Flav. But wherefore art not in thy sjliop 
to-day? 

Why dost thou lead these men about the 
streets 1 

2 CU. llruly, sir, to wear out their shoes, 
to get myself into more work. But, indeed^ 
sir, we make holiday, to see Csssar, and to 
rejoice in his triumph. 

Mar. Wherefore rejoice ? What conquest 
brings he home ? 

What tributeries follow him to Rome, 

To giuce in captive bonds his chariot wheels ? 
You blocks, you stouM, you worse than 
senseless things ! 

O you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome, s» 
Know you not Pompey? Many a time and oft 
Htivo you climb'd up to walls and Ijattlements, 
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.- To towers and windows, yea, to chimney-tops, 
Your infants in your arms, and there have sat 
The livelong day, with ])atieut ex{)ectation, 
To see great Pompey pass tlie streets of Eouie: 
And wlieu you saw his chariot Imt appear, 
Have you not made an univtjrsal shout, 

That Tiber trembled underneath her banks. 
To hear the replication of your sounds 
Made in her concave shores '? t 

And do you now put on your best attire ? 
And do you now cull out a holiday 1 
And do you now strew flowera in his way, 
Tliat comes in triumph over Pomi)ey’s blood 1 
Be gone ! 

Eun to your houses, fall upon yotu* knees. 
Pray to the gods to intermit the jilague 
That needs must light on this ingratitude. 
Flav. Go, go, good countrymen, and for 
■this fault 

Assemble all the poor men of your sort : ao 

Draw them to Tiber banks, and weep your 
teal's , 

Into the channel, till the lowest stream 
Do kiss the most exalted slioivs of all. 

\E.Ke>i,nt Citizens. 

See, whe’r their basest metal be not mov’d ; 
They vanish tongue-tied in their guiltiness. 

Go you down that way towards the Capitol : 
This way will I. Disrobe the images, 

If you do find them deck’d with ceremonies. 
Mar. May we do so i 

You know, it is the feast of Lupercal. ro 
/Yao. It is no matter ; let no images 
Be hung with Cmsar’s trophies. I ’ll about. 
And drive away the vulgar from the streets : 
So do you too, where you [lerceive them thick. 
These growing feathers pluck’d from Cajsar’s 
wing 

Will make him fly an ordinary pitch ; 

Who else would soar above the view of men, 
And keep us all in servile fearfulness. 

• [ExeutU. 


Ant. Caesar, iny lord, , 

C(ea. Forget not, in your speed, Antonius,; • 
To touch Calphumia ; for our elderasay. 

The baiTen, touched in this holy chase, 

Shake ofi* their steril curse. 

Ant. 1 shall remember : 

When Ceesar says, “ Do this,” it is perform’d. ‘ 
CcBs. Set on ; .and leave no ceremony out. li* 

[iftme. 

Sooth. Cffisjtr ! • V < 

Cces. Ha! Who calls'? * 

Casca. Bid every noise be ^till : — pe?U!e yet 
again ! * \Mvsio ceases. 

Cats. Who is it in the press that calls on 
mel ' • 

I hear a tongue, shiiller tliaii all the music, 
Cry, Cmsar ! — Speak : Cajsar is turn’d to hear. 
Sooth. Beware the ides of March. 

Cats. What man is that ? 

Eru. A soothsayer, bids you beware the 
ides of Maj'ch. 

Coes. Set hiuk^ befoi'e me ; let me see his 
face. » 

Cas. Fellow, come from the throng ? look 
upon Cmsar. 

Cces. What say’st thou to me now ] Speak 
once again. 

Sooth. Bewai’e the ides of Marcli. 

Cass. He is a dreamer; let us leave him : 
— pass. 

[Sennet. Exeunt all but Beutus a/nd 

Cassius!. 

Cas. Will you go see the order of the 
course ? 

Uru. Not I. 

Cas. I pray you, do. 

Bru. I am not gamesome : I do lack some 
part 

Of that quick spirit that is in Antony. 

Let rao not hinder, Cassius, your desires ; » 

I ’ll leave you. , • 

Cas. Brutus, I do observe yoi* iiow of. Ute : 

I liaye not from your eyes thatg^tlenees, 

And show of love, as I was wont to have : 

You bear too stubborn and too strange E 
hand 

Ov^your friend tliat loves, you. 

Bru. . . . Cassius, 

Be not deceiv’d : if I have veil’d my lool^ 

I turn the trouble of my countenance 
Merely uj^on myself. Vex(^ I iwn, 

Of lal^, with passions of some diffemice, 
Conceptions only proper to myself, 

^ lusu} ceases. J^hxoh. ^ve( 80 i^ soil, ptriiaps, to my 
Cces. Calphumia ! ' vioursf ,5 ,: 

Col. Here, my lord. -But let not thj^refore^my good ftjends.W 

C<E8. Stand you directly in Antouius’ way, griev’d,?^ 

When he doth ruo. his course. — Antouiu|^l . I (Among whida iLumber, OassuiE, be you 


Scene II. — The Same. A Public Place. 


E‘iiter, in procession, with music, C.ESAB j 
Antony, for the course ; Calphurnia, 
Portia, Dbcius, Cicero, Brutus, CassiuIS, 
and Casca ; a great Crowd following, 
jo/mo'ng them a Soothsayer. 

Cobs., Calphurnia ! 

Casca. Peace, ho ! C<e.sar speaks. 
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SCENK II. 


■ X 

IJor construe any further my neglect, Ayell, honour is the subject of my story. — 

Than that poor Brutus, with himself at “war, I'cannot tell what you and otiier men 
.Foigets the shows of love to other men. f. Think of this life ; but for my single self, 

‘ Vas. Then, Brutus, I have much mistook I had as lief not be, as live to be 
your passion ; In awe of such a thing na I myself 

By means whereof, this breast of mine hath I was bom free as Caesar ; so were you : 

buried We both have fed as well, and we can both 

l^oughts of great value, wortl.^/ cogitations. Endure the winter’s coW as well as he : 

^ell me, good Brutus, can you see your face? For once, upon a raw and gu.sty day, iw 
£ru. No, Cassius ; for the eye sees not it- The troubled Tiber chafing with her shores, 

' «»self, _ Cffisar said to me, “Dar’st thou, Ca.ssius, now 

But by reflection, by some otlier thinga' Leap m with me into thisangiy flood, 

Cos. ’T is just 1 And swim to yonder point?” — Upon thf* 

.And it is very much lamented, Brutus, word. 

That you have no such mirrors as will turn Accoutred as 1 was, I plunged in, 

Your hidden worthiness into your eye. And bade him follow : so, indeed, he did. 

That' you. might see your .shadow. I have The torrent loar’d, and we did buffet it ’ 
heard. With lusty sinews, throwing it aside, 

Where many of the best respect in Rome And stemming it, with hearts of controversy , 
(Except inimoi-tal Cscsar), speaking of Brutus, But ere we could arrive the point propos’d. 
And groaning underneath this age’s yoke, m Cwsar cried, “ Help me, Cassius, or I sink.” 
H ave wish’d that noble Brutus had his eyes. I, as .iEneas, ourgr^at ancestor, 112 

Uni, Into what dangers would yo\i leatl me. Did from the flames of Troy ujwn his shouldei 
Cassius, The old Anchise.s bear, so from the waves of 

That you would have me seek into myself Tiber * 

For that which is not in me 1 Did I the tired Caesar. And this man 

Can. Therefore, good Bi'utus, be prepar’d to Is now become a god ; and Cassius is 

hear : A wretche<l creature, and must bend his body, 

And, since you know you cannot see yourself If Caesar carelessly but nod on him. 

So well as by reflection, I, your glass, He had a fever when he was in Spain, 

Will modestly discover to yourself And when the fit was on him, I did mark is* 

That of yourself which you yet know not of. How he did shake : ’t is true, this god did 
And be not jealous on me, gentle Brutus : :i shake : 

Were I a common laugher, or did use His coward lips did from their colour fly ; 

To stale with ortlinary oaths my love And that same eye, whose bend doth awe the 

To every new protester ; if you know world, 

That I do fawn ‘on men, and hug them hard, Did lose his lu-stre. I did hetir him groan ; 
And after scandal them j or if you know Ay, and that tongue of his, that bad the 
That I profess myself in banqueting Romans 

To all the rout, then hold mo dangerous. Mark him, and write his speeches in their 

; [Ffownsh, and «/iout. books, 

Bm. W Ti^fr i-^yms this shouting? I do Alas! it cried, “Give me some drink, 
fear, people Titinitis,” 

Choose Cwsai* fbi' their king. As a sick girl. Ye gods, it doth amaze me, 

Cos. Ay, do you fear it? » A man of such a feeble temper should 

Tlien must I think you would not have it 9 So ^ the stftrt of the majestic world, i«> 
£rtt: I would not, Cassius ; yet I love h And bear the palm alone. 

well : — \SIwut. Flowtvih, 

But wherefore do you hold me here so long 1 Bru. ‘Another general shout t 

V^at is it that you would impart to me 1 I do believe that these applauses are 
If it be aught toward the general good. For some new honoxirs that are heaped on 

Se,t honour in one eye, and deatii i’ the other, Caesar. 

And I will look on both indifferently : , Cm, Why, man, he doth bestride the nar- 

Fbr, let the gods so speed me, ht I |ove ^ row world, 

.The, name of honoru’ more tlian^ fear death. Bfee a colossus ; and we petty men 

\ I know that virtue be in you, . ^^Ik under his huge legSj and peep about 

, ' . Bmtus, '. *6 To find ourselves dishonourable groves. 

Ae as I do know yoiir. outwrd &vour. Men i^Mme time are masters of their fates : 

.488 
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^The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars, 

But in ourselves, that we are underlings, mo 
B rutus, and Ceesar : what should be in that 
Ceesar ‘I 

Why should that name be sounded more than 
yours ? 

Write them together, yours is as fair a natne; 
Sound them, it doth become the mouth as 
well; 

Weigh them, it is as heavy ; conjure Avith 
'em, 

Brutus will start a spirit as soon as Cwsar. 
Now, in the names of all tlie gods at once, 
Upon what meat doth this our Caesar feed. 
That he is grown so great 1 Age, thou art 
sham’d ! 

Rome, thou hast lost the breed of noble 
bloods ! ISO 

When went then* by an age, since the great 
flood, 

But it was fam’d Avith more than with one 
man ? 

When could they say, tifl now, that talk’d of 
Rome, 

'fhat her wide Awlks encompass’d but one 
man ? 

Now is it Rome indeed, and room enough, 
When there is in it but one only man. 

0 ! you and I have heard our fathers say, 
'J'hcro Av:xs a Brutus once, that Avould liave 

brook’d 

The eternal devil to keep his state in Rome, 
As easily as a king. lo) 

/fnt. That you do love me, I am nothing 
jealous ; 

What you would Avork me to, I have some 
aim ; 

flow I have thought of this, and of these 
times, * 

1 shall recount hereafter : for this present, 

r would not, so with love I might entreat you. 
Be any further moA'’d. Wiiat you have said, 

T Avill consider ; what you haAre to say, 
r will ^ith ])atience hear, and find a time 
Both meet to hear and answer suqh high 
things. 

Till then, my noble friend, chew upon this ; 
Brutus had rather bo a villager, m 

Than to repute himself son of Rome 
Under these hard conditions, as this time 
Is like to lay upon us. 

Cas. 1 am glad, that my Aveak words 
Have struck but thus much show of fire from 
Brutu.s. ‘ 

J?m. The games are done, and Caesar is 
returning. 

CVm. Ah they pass by, pluck Caeca by the 
sleeve, 
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And he will, after his sour fashion, tell you' 
What hath proceeded worthy note to-day. nw 

• ** R^-enter CiGSAR arkd Ida Train, 

Bru. I will do so. — But, look you, Cai|;}ius, 
The angry spot doth glow on Ceesar’s brow, 
And all the I’est look like a chidden train. 
Calphurnia’s cheek is jiale ; and Cicero 
Ldoks with such ferret and such fieiy eyes,^ 
As Ave have seen him in the Capitol, 

Being crossed in conference by some stators.* 
Oaa' Ciu?ca will tell us what the matter is. 
Gcb8. Antonius ! " ■ * 

Aivt. Caesar. wk» 

Ccaa. Let me have men abqut me that ai’e 
fat ; 

Sleek-headed men, and such as sleep o’ nights. 
Yond Cassius has a lean and hungry look ; 
lie thinks too much : such men are dan- 
gerous. 

ArU. Fear him not, Caesar, he ’& not dan- 
gerous : ' 

He is a noble Roman, and well giA'en. 

Coea. 'Would he were fatter ! Bu,t I fear 
him not : 

Yet if my name Avcini liable to feai, 

I do not know tlitj man I should avoid 
So soon as that s])!i.re Cassius. He reads 
much ; soo 

He is a groat observer, and ho looks 
Quite through the deeds of men ; he loves no 
plays, 

As tliou dost, Antony ; he hears no music ; 
Seldom he smiles, ainl smiles in such a sort, 
As if ho mock’d himself, and scorn’d his 
spirit 

That could be mov’d to smilo>dt anything. 
Such men as he be neA'^er at heart’s ease, 
Whiles they behold a greater than them- 
selves ; 

And therefore are they very dangerous. 

I mther tell thee what is to be fear’d, 

Than what I fear, for always I am Csesur. 
Come on my right band, for this ear is deaf, 
Aild tell me truly what thou think’st of him. 
\Exeunt C^sar and hia Train, Casca 

ataya behind, 

Caaca. You pull’d me by the cloak : would 
you speak with me ? 

Bru. Ay, Casca ; tell us what hath chanc’d 
Jto-day, 

That Caesar looks so sad. 

Ga^aca. Why, you were with him, were yon 
not ? 

Bru, I^should not then ask Casca wl^at hath 
chanc'd. 

Guam: Why, there was a crawri ofTew'd 
him ; and, being ofiTered him, he put A by ^ 
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Scene II. 


the back of his hand, thus ; and then would not have taken him at a word, I would 


the people fell a-shouting. 

Bru. What was the second noise for ? 
Oiifca. Why, for that too. 


I might go to hell among the rogues. —And 
so he fell. When he came to himself again, 
he said, If he had done or said anything 


Cos. They shouted thrice : what was* the amiss, he desired their worships to think it 


last cry for 1 

CMca. Why, for that too. 

Bru>. Was the crown offer’d him thrice ? 


%yas his infirmity. Three or four wenches,, 
where I stood, cried, “Alas, good soul 1" — 
aird foi’gave him with all their hearts ; but 


Casca. Ay, marry, was ’t, and he put it by there 's no heed to be taken of them : if C»sar 
tl^rice, every time gentler than tdher ; and at had stabbed their mothers, they would have 
every putting-by, mine honest neighbours done no less. 


^l^outed. 

Who offered him the crown ? ■ *» 

'Casca. Why, Aptony. 

Bru. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Caeca. 
Caeca. I can as well be hanged as tell the 
manner of it : it was mere foolery ; I did not 
mark it. I saw Mark Antony offer him a 


Bru. And after that, he came, thus sad„ 
away ? 

Caeca. Ay. 

Caa. Did Cicero say anything 1 
Caeca. Ay, he spoke Greek. 

Caa. To what effect! a* 

Caeca. Nay, an I tell you that, I ’ll ne’er 


crown : — ^yet ’t was not a crown neither, ’t was look you i’ the face again : but those that 
one of these coronets ; — and, as I told you, he understood him smiled at one another, and 
put it by once : but, for all that, to my think- shook their heads ; but, for mine own part, it 
ing, he would fain have had it. Then he was Greek to me. I could tell you more news 
offered it to him again ; then he put it by too : Marullus and Flavius, for pulling scaris 
again : but, to my thinking, he was very loath off Cscsav’s images, etre put to silence. Fare 
to lay his hngers off it. And then he offered you well. There was more foolery yet, if I 
it the third time j he put it the third time by : could remember it. » 


and still as ho refused it, the rabblcment 
hooted, and clapped their chopped hands, and 
threw up their sweaty night-caps, and littered 
such a deal of stinking breath, becau.se Caesar 


Coe. Will you sup with mo to-night, Casca? 
Caeca. No, I am pi-oraised forth. 

Cae. Will you dine with me to-morrow ! *«> 
Caeca. Ay, if I bo alive, and your mind 


i*efused the crown, that it had almost choked hold, and your dinner worth the eating. 


Cmsar ; for he swoonded, and fell down at it. Cos. Good ; I will exf>ect you. 

And for mine own part, I durst not laugh, for Caeca. Do so. Farewell, both. \Exit. 

fear of opening my lips, and receiving the bad Bru. What a blunt fellow is this gi^own to 

air. 240 be ! 

Cae. But, soft, I piuy you : what, did Cajsar He was quick metal when he went to school. 

swoon ? Cae. So is he now, in execution 

Caeca. He fell down in the market-place. Of any bold or noble enterprise, 
and foamed at mouth, and was speechless. However he puts on this taixly form. 

Bru. ’T is very like : he hath the falling- This rudeness is a sauce to his gootl wit, »» 


sickness. Which gives men stomach to digest his woids. 

Cae. No, Cresar hatli it not ; but you, and With better appetite. 

I, Bru. And so it is. For this time I will 

* And ’honest Casca, we have the falling-sick- leave you : 

ness. To-moirow, if you please to speak with me, 

Casca. I know not what you mean by | I will come home to you ; or, if you will, 
that; but, I am surp, Cmsar fell down. . I|j pome home to, me, and I will wait for you. 
the tag-i^ people did not clap him, and hunp. Cae. I will do so : — till then, think of the 
him, according as he pleased and displease^ world.* — \_Exit Brutus. 

them, as they use to do the players in the Well, Brutus, thou art noble; yet, I see, 
theatre, I am no true man. leo Thy honourable metal inay be wrought 

Bru. What said he, when he came unto From that it is dispos’d : therefore, ’t is meet 

V • ^ ^ L 1 _ i “At At_ ^ 


himself 1 


That noble minds keep ever with their likes ; 


Casco. Marry, befoi'e he fell down, when he For who so firm that cannot be seduc’d ! 


perceived the common herd was* glad he re- 
fused the crown, ho plucked me bpe his 
doublet, aiid offered them his throat to cut — 


Otesar doth bear me hard; but he loves 
Brutus : 

HI were Bratus now, and he were Cassius, 


An 1 had been a man of ^,ny occupation, if I He should not humour me. 1 will this night,, 
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lu aeveral hands, in at liis windows throw, 
As if they came from several citizens, ; 
Writings, all tending to the gi-eat o|>iniou 
That Koine holds of his name ; wherein ob- 
scurely 

Ciesar’s ambition shall be giauoed at : ' sa> 
And, after this, lot Coisar seat him sure ; 

For we will shaAe him, or worse days endure. 

[Axi<. 

ScKKE HI. — ^The iSaine. A Street. 

* 

Thunder and lightning. Enter, from, oppo- 
site sides, Casca, with his svjord drawn, 
smd OiCRiio. 

Cic, Good even, Casca. Brought you 
Oeesar homo 1 

Why are you breathless, and why stare you 
sol 

Casca. Are not you mov’d, when all the 
sway of earth 

Shake.s like a thing unlirm ? O Cicero I 
I have seen tem^iests, when the scolding winds 
Have liv’d the knotty oaks; and I have 
seen ^ . . 

The ambitious ocean swell, and rage, and foam, 
To be exalted with the threat’ning clouds : 
But never till to-night, never till now, . 

Did I go thiough a temiiest dropping tire, to 
Either there is a civil strife in heaven, 

Or else the worhl, too saucy with the gods. 
Incenses them to send destruction. 

Cic. Why, saw you anything more won- 
derful ? 

Casca.' A common slave (you know him 
well by sight) 

Held up his left hand, which did flange, and 
burn 

Like twenty torches join’d ; and yet his hand. 
Not sensible of lire, remain’d unscorch’d. . 
Besides, (I have not since put up my. sword,) 
Against the Capitol I met a lion, % 

VVho glar’d upon me, and went surly by. 
Without annoying me : and there were drawn 
Upon a heap a hundred ghastly women, . 
Transformed with their fear, who swone they 
saw 

Men, all in fire, walk up and down the streets. 
And yesterday the bird of night did sit, 

Even at noon-day, updn the market-place. 
Hooting, and shrieking. When these pro- 
digies 

Do so conjointly meet, let not men say, 
“These are their reasons, — they are natural ;t” 
For, I believe, they ai*e portentous things si 
Unto the climate that they {mint upon. 

<7ta. Indeed, it is a stiange-disposed time : 


But men may construe things aftmi 
fashion, v 

Clean from the purpose of the thingi t^eni-k 
selves. 

Colhes Cscsar to tlie Capitol to-morrow ) 

Casca. He doth ; for he did bid Antoidns 
Send word to you, he would be the*© ‘to- 
morrow. 

Cic. Good night then, Oasca: this dis- 
turbed sky , 

Is not to walk in. < i'.. 

Casca. Farewell, Cicere. \Exit ClO£Rc|, 

Enter . 

Cos. Who ’s there 1 

Casca. A Koman. 

Cos. Casca, by your voice. 

Cosca. Your ear is good. Cassius, What 
night is this ! . ' . 

Cos. A very pleasing night to honest men. 

Casca. Who ever knew the heavens menace 
so? . ‘ 

Cos,. Those ^hat have known the earth , so 
full of faults. 

For my part, I have walk’d about the streets, 
Submitting me \into the perilous nij^t ; > < - 

And, thus unbiaced, Casca, as you see, 

Have bar’d my bosom to the thuiKler-stone : 
And, when the cross blue lightning seem’d to 
open w 

The breast of heaven, I did present myself 
Even in the aim aitd Very flash of it. 

Casca. But wherefore did you ,so mueh 
tempt the heavens? 

It is the part of men to fear and tremble, ' . 
When the most mighty gods, by tokens, send 
Such dreadful heralds to astonish us. 

Cos. You are dull, Casca; pnd those sparks 
of life. 

That should 1^ in a Homan, you do want, 

Or else you use not. You look pale; and gaze, 
And put on feai*, and cast yourself in wonder. 
To see the strange impatience of the heavezm; 
But if you would consider the true oau^; r ' 
Why all these fii-es, why all these glidit^^ 
ghosts, f 

^ Why birds, and beasts, from quality apd k^d; 
“^'hy old men, fools, and children, calculate;; 
Why all these things change from . tjh^ir 
ordinance, .j-i, 

Their natures, and performed faculties, . 

To moPstrous quality, — why, you shall 
That Hieaven hath infus’d them with thi^ 
spirits, . . ' 

To make them instruments of fear 

vaming 

Unto some monstrous state. . i 

Now could I, Casi^ name to ihjBe a'sMM^ 
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li)te Ibis dreadful night ; 

Ihtti^ens, lightens, opens graves, and 
, roars 

A8^ddt& the lion in the Capitol : — . 

A man no mightiejr than thyself, or me,* * 

Un personal action yet prodigious grown, 
A^d fearful, as these strange eruptions are. 
Ccuea. ,’T is Ceesar that yon mean •, is it 
not, Cassius 1 n 

Cos. Let it be who it is : ' )r Homans now 
•Have thews and limbs lik^ to their ancestors; 
But, woe the while! our fathers’ minds are 
dead, 

Andlve are govern’d with our mothers’ spirits; 
Our yoke and s6derance show us womanish. 
Ocuca. Indeed, they say the senators to- 
morrow 

Mean to establish Caesar as a king : 

And ho shall wear his CTX)wn by sea and land. 
In every place, save here in Italy. 

Cos. I know where I will wear this dagger 
then ; 

Cassius from bondage will deliver Cassius : *o 
Therein, ye gods, you make the weak most 
strong ; 

Thereip, ye gods, you tyinuts do defeat : 

Nor stony tower, nor walls of beaten brass, 
Nor airless dungeon, nor strong links of 
iron, 

Can be retentive to the strength of spirit ; 
But life, being weaiy of these worldly bars. 
Never lacks power to dismiss itself. 

If I know this, know all the world besides, 
That part of tyranny, that I do boar, 

I can shake off at pleasure. [TVmwcfer still. 

Caaea. So can I : i<io 

So every bondman in his own hand bears 
The power to cancel his captivity. 

Cos, And why should Ctesar be a tyrant 
then? 

Poor man ! I know, he would not be a wolf> 
But th&t he secs the Homans arc but sheep ; 
He were no lion, were not Homan’s hinds. 

! Ijbose that with haste will make a mighty fire, 
B^gin it with weak straws : what tinsh is 
Home, 

Whht rubbish, and what offal, when it serves 
For the base matter to illuminate ^jio 

So vile a thing as Csesar ! But, 0 grief ! 
Where hast thou led me ? I, perhaps, speak 
this 

Before a willing bondman : then 1 know 
My answer must be made ; but I atmarm’d. 
And dai^rs are to me indifferent. 

■ ■ CasMi You speak to Casca ; and to such a 
man , 

,1hat is no fleering tell-tale. Hold, my hand : 
.H® %»tmB f<Mr redress of all these griefs, 


And I will set this foot of mine as far iiit 
As who goes farthest. 

Cos. There ’s a bargain made. 

Now know you, Casca, I have mov’d already 
Some certain of the noblest-minded Homans, 
To undergo with me an enterprise 
Of honourable-dangerous consilience ; 

And I do know, by this they stay for me 
In Pompey’s porch ; for now, this fearful 
night, 

There is no stir or walking in the streets ; ^ 

And the complexion of the element 
In favour ’s like the work we have in hand, 
Most bloody, fiery, and mast terrible. iso 
Casca. Stand close awhile, for here comes 
one in haste. 

Cos. ’Tis Cinna; I do know him by his 
gait : 

He is a friend. 

Enter Cinna. 

Cinna, where haste you so ? 
Cin. To find out you. Who’s that? 
Metellus Cimber ? 

Cos. No, it is Casca ; one incorporate 
To our attempts. Am I not stay’d for, Cinna? 
Cin. I am glad on ’t. What a fearful night 
IS this ! 

There ’«• two or three of us have seen strange 
sights. 

Cns. Am I not stay’d for? 'Tell me. 

Ciih Yes, you are. 

O Cassius ! if you could m 

But win the noble Brutus to our jmrty — 

Cas. Be you content. Good Cinna, take 
this jiaper, 

And look you Jay it in the pi'aetoi'’s chair, 
Whore Brutus may but find it ; and throw 
this 

In at his window : set this up with wax^ 
Upon old Brutus’ statue ; all this done, 
Repair to Pompey’s jjorch, wliere you jsball 
find us. 

Is Decius Brutus, and Trebonius, there ? 

Cin. All but Metellus Cimber, and he ’s 
gone 

To seek vou at your house. Well, I will 
' hie, • ,i» 

And so bestow these papers as you bad me. 
Cas. That done, repair to Pompey's theatre. 

. [Eoeit OlNNA. 

Come, Ckisca, you and I will yet, ere day, 

See Bratus at his house : three parts of bdm 
Is purs already ; and the man entire, 
trpon the next encounter, yields him ours. 
Casca. O ! be sits high in all the people’s 
hearts : 

And that which would appear offence in us. 
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His conntenanco, like richest alchymy, 

Will change to virtue and to worthiness, iw 
Cm. Him, and his worth, and our great 
need of him, 


ACT 

Scene I. — The Same. Brutus’s Orchard. 

Enter Bwutus. 

Bm. What, Lucius ! ho ! — 

I cannot, by the progress of the “stars, 

Oive guess how near to day. — Lucius, I 
say ! — 

I would it were my fault to sleep so 
soundly. — 

When, Lucius, when ! Awake, I say ! What, 
Lucius I 

Enter Lucius. 

Luc. Call’d you, my loi’d ? 

Bru. Get me a taper in my study, Liicius : 
When it is lighted, come and call me here. 

Lttc. I will, my lord. * [Exit. 

Bru. It must be by his death : and, for 
my part, • lo 

I know no pei'soual cause to spurn at him. 

But for the general. He would be 
crown’d : — 

How that might change his nature, there ’s 
the question. 

It is the bright day that brings forth the 
adder ; 

And that cmves wary walking. Crown him ! 
— that ! 

And then, I grant, we put a sting in him, 

That at his will he may do danger with. 

The abuse of gi'eatness is, when it disjoins 
'Kemorse from power : and, to speak truth of 
Ceesar, 

I have not known when his aflTections sway’d 
More than his reason. But ’tis a common 
proof, *1 

That lowliness is young ambition’s ladder. 
Whereto the climber-upward turns his face; 
But when he ohee attains the upmost 
round. 

He then unto the ladder turns his back. 

Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees 
By which he <lid ascend. . So Caesar may : 

Then, lest he may, prevent, And, since the 
quarrel 

Will bear no colour for the thing he is, 

Fashion it thus ; that what he is, augmented, 
Would run to these and these extremities ; si 
And therefore think him as a serpent’s 


Cuf^AB. ' : Bcen’w.L 

You have right well conceited. Let us go^ . 
For it is after midnight ; and, ere day* 

We will awake him, and be sure of him. , 

[Exxvmi.. 


II. 

Which, hatch’d, would as his kind grow mis- 
chievous 

And kill him in the shell. 

Ite-erJer Lucius. 

Zttc. The taper burneth in your closef', sir.. 
Searching the window for a flint, I found 

[Gimng him a htUer. 
This paper, thus seal’d tip ; and, I am sure,- , 
It did rot lie there when I went to bed. 

Bru. Get you to bed again ; it is not day. 
Is not to-morrow, boy, the first of March 1 40 
Luc. I know not, sir. 

Bru. Look in the calendar, and bring me 
word. 

Tjuc. I will, sir! [Exit. 

Bru. The exhalations, whizzing in the air, 
Give so much light that I may read by^them. 

[Oj^ne tlu, letter, and reads. 
“ Brutus, thou sleep’st : awake, and see thy- 
self. 

Shall Borne, &c. Speak, strike, redress ! 
Brutus, thou sleep’st : awake ! ” — 

Such instigations have been often dropp’d 
Where I have took them up. » 

“Shall Rome, &c.” Thus must I piece it 
out : V 

Shall Rome stRnd under one man’s awe? 
What Rome? 

My ancestors did from the streets of Rome 
The Tarquin drive, when he was’call’d a king. 
“ Speak, strike, redress ! ” — Am I entreated 
To speak, -and strike ? O Rome ! I make 
thee promise, 

If the redress will follow, thou receiv’st 
Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus 1 «■ 

Re-enter Lucius, 

Luc. Sir, March 4s wasted fifteen days.* 

[KnocMng. toUhin. 
^u. ’T is good. Go to the gate ; some- 
bbdy knocks. [ExU Lilcii^s. 

Since Cassius first did whet me against 
Ciesar, 

I have m»t slept. 

Between the acting of a dreadful thing 
And the first motion, all the interim ie 
Like a phajjitasma, or a hideous dream : 

The genius and the mortal instruments 
Are then in council ; and the state of a man^, 
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Scene i 


like to a littla kingdom, sdffers then 
The nature of an insurrection. 

Re-enlei' Lucius. 

Sir, 't is your brother Cassias at^^the 
* door, TO 

Who doth desire to see you. 

* Is he alone ? 

Lm, No, sir, there are more with him. 
Bru. .Do yc’ i know them ? 

^ Luc. No, sir j their hats are pluck’d about 
their ears, 

'And half their faces buried in their cloalcs. 
That 1^ no means I may discover theih ■ 

By any mark of fevour. 

Bru. Let ’em enter. \^Exit Lucius. 

They are the faction. O Conspiracy ! 

Bham’st thou to show thy dangerous brow by 
. night, 

When evils are most free 1 O ! then, by day 
Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough so 
To mask thy monstrous visage ? Seek none. 
Conspiracy ; 

Hide it in smiles and affabiliH^ : 

For if thou [tath, thy native semblance on. 
Not Erqbus itself were dim enough 
To hide thee from prevention. 

JSnte.r C.\ssius, Casca, Dkcius, Cinna, 
Metbllus Cimber, and Tuebonius. 

Cits. I think wo are too bold upon your 
rest : 

Good morrow, Brutus ; do we trouble you ^ 
Bru. I have been up this hour ; awake all 
, night. 

Know I these men that come along with you ? 
Cos. Y es, every man of them ; and no man 
here » 

But honours you : and every one doth wisli. 
You had but that opinion of yourself. 

Which every noble Roman bears of you. 

This w Trebonius. 

Bru. He is welcome hither. 

C»8. Tliis, Decius Brutus. 

Bru. He is welcome too. 

Ca». This, Casca; this, Cinna; and this, 
Metellus Cimber. 

Bru, They are all welcome. I 

What watchful cares do interpose themselves 
Betwixt your eyes and night ? 

Cct8. Shall I entreat a word ? «» ; 

Dec. Here lies the east : doth not the day 
break here? 

C<Mca. No. 

(7tn. O! pardon, sir, it doth; and yon 
grey lines, * 

Th*-t; fret the clouds, are messengers of day. 


Casca. You shall confess that you ai'o Ijoth 
deceiv’d, 

Here, as I point my sword, the sun arises ; 
Which is a great way growing on the soutli. 
Weighing the youthful season of the year. 
Some two months hence, up higher towar<l 
the noi'th 

He first presents his fire ; and the high east 
Stands, as the Capitol, directly here. m 

Bru. Give me your hands all over, one by 
one. 

Cos. And let us swear our resolution. 

Bru. No, net an oath : if not the face of 
men, 

The sufferance of our souls, the time’s 
abuse, — 

If these be motives weak, break off betimes, 
And every man hence to his idle bed ; 

So let high-sighted tyranny range on, 

Till each man drop by lottery. But if these, 
As I am sure they do, bear fire enough w 
To kindle cowards, and to steel with valour 
The melting spirits of women, then, country- 
men. 

What need wo any 5pur but our own cause. 
To prick us .to redress ? what other bond. 
Than secret Romans, that have s]x>ke the 
word, 

And will not palter ? and what other oath. 
Than honesty to honesty engag’d, 

That this shall be, or we will fall for it ? 
Swear priests, and cowards, and men 
cautelous. 

Old feeble carrions, and such suffering souls 
That welcome wrongs ; unto bad causes 
swear wt 

Such creatures. as men doubt; but do not 
stain 

The even virtue of our enterprise. 

Nor the insuppressivo metal of our spirits, 

To think that, or our cause, or our per- 
formance. 

Did need an oath ; when every drop of blood. 
That every Homan beare, and nobly bears, 

Is guilty of a several ^bastardy, 

If he do break the smallest particle 
Of any promise that hath pas.s’d from him. j < 
Cos. But what of Cicero ? Shall we sound 
him 1 

I think he will stand very strong with n& 
Casca. Lot us not l.eave him out. 

Cin. No, by no means. 

Met. O } let us have him ; for his silver 
hairs 

Will purchase us a good opinion, 

And buy men’s voices to commend our deeds : 
It shall be said, his judgment rul’d our 
» hands ; 
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Onr youths, and wildness, shall no whit 
appear, 

But nil be buried in his gtavity. 

Bnu. O ! name him not ; let us not break 
with him ; 

For he will never follow* anything 
rimt other men l>egin. 

Cits. Then leave him out. 

Casca. Indeed, he is not lit. 

Dec. Shall/ no man, else be touch’d, but 
only CsBsai’lf 

Cns. Decius, well urg’d. — I think it is not 
meet, 

Mark Antony, so well belov’<l of Csesai^ 
Should outlive Caesar : we shall find of him 
A shrewd contriver ; and, you know, his 
means. 

If he improve them, ma^ well stretch so far 
As to annOy us all ; which to prevent, i« 
Let Antony and Caesar fall together. 

Bru. Our course will seem too bloody, 
Oaius Cassius, 

To cut the head off, and then hack the limbs ; 
Like -wrath in death, and envy afteiwards : 
For Antony is but a limb of Csesar. 

Lict us be sacrificers, but not butchers, Caius. 
We all stand up against the spirit of Csesar ; 
And in the spirit of men there is no blood : 

O, that we then could come by Caesar’s spirit. 
And not dismember Caesar ! But, alas ! iro 
Caesar must bleed for it. And, gentle 
friends. 

Let ^8 kill him boldly, but not wrathfully ; 
Let ’s carve him as a dish fit for the gods. 

Not hew him as a carcass fit for hounds : 

And let our hearts, as subtle masters do. 

Stir up their servants to an act of rage, 

And after seeip. to chide ’em. This shall make 
Our purpose necessary, and not envipus j 
Which so appearing to the common eyes. 

We shall be call’d purgers, not murderers, i«o 
And for Mark Antony, think not of him ; 

For he can do no more than Ccesar’s arm, 
When Ceesar’s head is off. 

Cas. ‘Yet I fear him : 

For in the ingrafted love he bears to Csesar, — 
Bru. Alas ! good Cassius, do not think of 
him. 

If he love Caesar, all that he can do 
Is to himself, — bake thought, and die for 
• Caesar : 


Bni. Peace ! count the clo<^ * ^ ^ 

Cas. The clock hath stricken three, 

Treb. ’T is time to part. 

Cas. ■ But it is doubtful yet, 

Whither Caesar will come forth to-day, (wno: 
For he is superstitions grown of late ; , 

Quite from the main opinion he held once 
Of fantasy, of dreams, and ceremoniea 
It may be, these apparent prodi|;ies, > 

The unaocustom’d terror of this night, ^ 
And thd persuasion of his augurers, . 

May hold him from the Capitol to-day. , , 
Dec.. Never fear that : if he be so i'«|olv*d, 

T can o’ersway him ; for hooves to hear, ‘ 
That unicorns may be betrU^d with trees. 

And bears with glasses, elephants with holes, 
Lions with toils, and men with flatterers ; 

But, when I tell him, he hates flatterers, 

He says, he does, being then most flattered. 
liOt me work ; 

For I can giA c his humour the true bent, aw 
And I will bring him to the Capitol. 

Cas. Nay, wp will all of us be there to 
fetch him. 

Bru. By the eighth hour ; is that the 
uttermost ? • 

Cin. Be that the uttermost, and fail not 
then. 

Met. Caius Ligarius doth bear Csesar hard. 
Who rated him for speaking well of Pompey : 

I wonder, none of you have thought of him. 
Bru. Now, good Metellus, go along by 
him : 

He loves me well, and I have given him 
reasons ; 

Send him but hither, and I ’ll fashion him. no 
Cns. The morning comes upon us ; we ’ll 
leave you, Brutus. — , 

And, friends, disperse yourselves ; but all re- 
mem^r 

What you have said, and show yourselves 
true Romans. 

Bru. Good gentlemen, look fresh and 
merrily ; * 

Let not our looks put on our purposes ; 

But bear it as our Roman act(ne do, 

With untir’d spirits and formal constancy ; 
!4Lnd so, good morrow to you every one. 

[Dieeunt all but BnutCS. 
Boy! Lucius!' — fast asleep! It is no mat- 
ter: 


And that were much he ^diould ; for he is Enjoy Ishe honey-heavy dew of slumber ; at . 


given Thou hkst no figures, nor no fantasies, 

To sports, to wildness, and much company. Which busy care draws in the brains of men} * 
Tr«b. There is no fear in him ; let him not,. Therefore, thou sleep’st so sound. 

) >«> ^ v * -o 

For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter. ' Portia. 

\Cl<tch striJ^. For., . ‘ Bratus, 
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MrOer Portia. , . 

Bratus, my lord m-ix 
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. ' ' \ vrhat mean y oii i Wherefore 


J*ar. I almulil riot need, if you wore gentle 
Rnitus. 

r y®^** healtih thus to cominit Within the bond of marriogie, tell lue, Brutus, 

■ 'weikk condition to the raw-cold morning. Is it expected, T should know no secrets zs 
..irJPor. Hor for yours' neither. Yon have That appertain to you I Am I yourself 
ungently, Bmtas, But, as it weie, in sort, or limitation ; 

S/hole from my ,hed and yesternight, at sup- To keep with you at meals, comfort yoiir bed, 
per, . ’ y®’^ sometimes ? Dwell I but in 

the suburbs 

Of your goo<l pleasures 1 If i^ be ho more, 
Portia is Brutus’ harlot, not his wife. : 
Bril. You are my true and honourable 
wife , 

As dear to me as ai'e the ruddy drops 




You suddenly arose, and walk’d about, 

Musing and sighing, with your arms across ; 

■ And when I ask’d yOa what the mister was, 

You star’d ujmn me witji ungentle Idpka 
’T uisg’d you further ; then you scrat^ch’d your 
• ■ head. 

And too impa^ntly stamp’d with your foot : That visit my sad heart. 


Bor. 


Yet I insisted, yet you ahswei'’d not ; 

But, with amangry Wiifture of your hand, 

Gave sign for me to leave you. So I did, 

Fearing to strengthen that impatience, 

Which seem’d too mheh enkindled ; and, 
withal, 

Hoping it was but an efiect of humour, . sun 
Which sometime hath hi^ hour with every 
man. 

It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor sleei> ; 

And,<iCOuld it work so niuch upon yotir sha{)e, 

Aa.it hath much prevail’d on your condition, Giving myself a voluntary wound 
I should not know you, Brutua Dear my Here, in the tbii;h : can I bear 


tao 

If this were true, then .should I know 
this secret. 

I grant, I am a woman; but, withal, 

A woman that Lord Brutus took tovife : 

I grant, I am a woman ; but, withal, 

A woman well reputed, — Cato’s daughter. 
Think you I am no stronger than my sex, 
Being so father’d, and so husbanded ? 

Tell me your counsels, I will not disclose 
them. 

I have made strong ]>roof of my constancy, 

800 ' 

that with 


lord, patience, 

Make me acquainted with yoiir cause of grief. And not my husband’s secrets ? 

Bru. I am not well in health, arid that is Bru, , O ye gods, 

all. Render me worthy of this noble wife ! 

Bor, Brutus is wise, and, were he not in [JlLnpch'n^ tmt/tin. 

health, Hark, bark ! one knock.s. Portia, go in 

He' would embrace the means to come by it. awhile ; 

Bru. Why, so I do.,— Good, Portia, go to And by-and-by thy l)osom shall imHake 
. bed. ' ’ a» The secrets of my heart. 

Bor, Is Brutus sick, and is it physical All njy engagements I will construe lo thee, 

To walk unbraced, and suck 'iiip the humours All the eharactery of my sad brows.^ 

Of , the dank momiugl What'! is Brutus Leave me with haste. Portia. 


' , sick, 

: And will he steal out of his wholesome bed, 
To dare the vile contagion of the night, 

>^%id tempt the rheumy and unpurged air 
, ijEp add unto his sickness ? No, my Brutus ; 

; You have smne sick offence within your mind, 

. .Which, by the right *ihd virtpe of my place, 
bright to know of : and upoti my knees 'fcu 
■, you, by my once commended beauty, 

,’3^ all your vows of lovb, , and that great 

• ' ■ VOW ■ r 

^^ftbieh did incorporate and make us one, 

. .^at you unfold to me» yqur self, y<Jur half, 
'>^hy you ai'e h^vy, tod Vrhat men to-night 
had resort to yo4; ; ' for have been , 

' or seven, who did hide t^ir faces 
from darkness. ‘ ' 

, Kheel u^ti gently Portia. 



Bnter Lucius and Lioarius. 

Lucius, who 's that knocks I 
Lue. Here is a sick man, that would speak 
with you. . «io 

Bru. Cains Ligarius, that Metelln.s spake 
of.-~ 

Boy, stand* aside. — Cains Ligarius t^howl 
Lig. Vouchsafe good morrow from a f^ble 
tongue. 

Bru. 0, what a time ^ve you' chose out, 
bravo Cains, 

To w«ar a kerchief I ’Would you were not 
sick! 

-^Lig. I am not sick, if Brutus have in hand 

Any exploit woiihy the nme of honour. 

* Bru. Such an have I in hand, 

Ligarius, ' • 
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Act II. JULIUS 


Had you a Jiealthful ear to hear of it. 

Lig. By aU the goda that Romans bow 
bed’ore, .to 

I here discard my sickness. Soul of Rome ! 
Brave son, deriv’d from honoumblo loins ! 
Tlion, like an exoi’cist, hast conjur’d up 
My mortified spirit. Now bid mo run, 

And I will strive with things impossible ; 
Y<ia, get the better of them. What ’a to <lo 
Uru. A jnece of woi’k 'chat will make sicl; 
men whole. 

Lig. But are not some whole tjliat we must 
make sick ? 

Jh'H. That must we also. What it is, my 
Cains, 

I shall unfold to the<}, as we are going 
To whom it must be done. 

Lig. Set on your foot. 

And with a heart new-fir’d I follow ytni, 

'J'o do I know not what j but it sufficeth, 
Ihit Brutus leads mo on. 

Bru. Follow me then. [Exeunt. 


ScKNE II. - The Saijie. A Room in C.esar’s 
P alace. 

Thunder and lightning. Enter CjESau, in 
kin nightgown. 

Cws. Nor heaven, nor earth, have been at 
peace to-iiig)it : 

Thrice hath Cal]»hurnia in her sleej) cried 
out, 

“ Help, ho ! Tiiey nnirder Cae.sar ! ” — Who ’.s 
w'ithin ? 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. My lord. 

Cu's. Go bid the priests do j)rc.sent .sacrifice. 

And bring me their opinions of succes.s. 

Serv. I will, my lord. [Exit. 

Enter Calphuunia. 

Cal. What mean you, Caesar? Tliink you 
to walk forth 1 

You shall not stir out of your house to-day. 

C<es. Caesar shall forth : the things that 
threaten’d me lo 

Ne’er look’d but on my back ; when they 
shall see 

^J’he face of Cie.sar, they are vanished. 

Cal. Cansar, T never stood on ceremonies, 

Yet now they fright mo. , There is one within, 

Besides the things that we have heard and 
seen, 

Recounts meat horrid sights seen by the 
watch. 


C.^SAR. IR 

« 

I A lioness hath whel|)ed in the streets ; 

And graves have yawn’d, and yielded up 
their dead ; . ; 

Fierce^ fiery warriors fight upon the clouds, 

In ranks and squadroiis, and right form of 
war, so 

Which drizzled blood upon* the Capitol ; ' 

The noise of battle hurtled in the air, 

Horses do neigh, and dying men did groan. 
And ghosts did shriek, and squeal about the 
streets. 

O Csesar ! these things are beyond all use, 
And I do fear them. * 

Cam. What, can be avoided. 

Whose end is purpos’d by the mighty gods’? 
Yet Caesar shall go forth ; for these predic- 
tions * 

A)'e to the world in general, as to Ca:sar. 

Cal. When beggars die, there are no comets 
seen ; so 

The heavens themselves blaze forth the death 
of princes. 

Cam. Cowards die n»any times before their 
(hiaths ; 

The valiant never taste of death but once. 

Of all the wonders that I yet have hcaril. 

It seems to me most strange that men should 
fear ; 

Seeing that death, a necessary end, 

, Will come, when it will come 

jRe-enter Servant. 

What say the augurers ? 
Serv. Tliey would not have you to stir 
forth to-day. 

Plucking the entrails of an offe»'ing forth,’ 
They could not find a heart within the beast. 40 
Cam. The gods do this in shame of 
cowardice : 

Cicsar should be a bea.st without a heart, 

Jf he should stay at home to-day for fear. 

No, Cajsar shall not : danger knows full 
well, 

That Ceesar is more dangerous than he. 

We are two lions litter’d in one day. 

And I the ehler and more terrible ; — 

And Csesar shall go forth. 

Ccd. Alas ! my l6rd, 

Your wisdom is consum’d in confidence. 

Do not go forth to-day ; call it my fear, » 
That keeps yon in the house, and not your 
o^n. 

We ’ll send Mark Antony to the senate-house. 
And he shall say, you are not well to-day : 
tiet me, upon my knee, prevail in this. 

Cam. Matk Antony shall say, I am not 
well ; 

And, for thy humour, J will stay at homer 
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Cal. O Csesar ! these things are beyond all use, 
And I do fear them. 

‘•Julius C/Ksak, ' ^et //., Scene 
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Entar Decius. 

Here ’s Deciiis Brutus, lie shall tell them so. 
Dec. Cwsar, all hail ! Good morrow, ^vorthy, 
Cassar : 

I come to fetch you to the senate-house. 

C(K9. And you arc come in very happy 
time, • rt” 

To Ibeai’ my greeting to the senators, 

And tell them that T will no't* come to-day : 
Cannot, is fiilse ; and that i dar»^ not, falser ; 
will not come to-day, -^tell them so, Decius. 
(Jal. Say, he is sick. 

C(e8. ’ Shall Cajsar send a lie ? 

Have I in conquest stv('itch’d mine arm so 

fei-, 

To be afeard to tell gi’ey-beards the truth ? 
Decius, go tell them, Csesar.will m)t come. 
Dec. Most mighty Cjesar. let me know 
some cause, 

Lest T be laugh’d at, wlion 1 tell them so. ji* 
Cws. The cause ks in my will ; I will not 
come : * 

That is enough to satisfy tl»e senate;' 

But, ^or your pi’ivate satisfa cation, 

Because I love you, T will let y<»ii kjiow. 
Calphurnia here, my wife, stays jiie at home : 
She.dream’d to-night she saw my statua, 
Whicli, like a fountain with a lunidrtvl spouts, 
Did run pure blood ; and many lusty Romans 
Came smiling, and did bathe their hands in 
it. 

And these does she apply for warnings and 
portents, 

And evils imminent ; and on lu'V knee 
Hath begg’d, that 1 will stay at home to-day. 

Dec. This di'eam is all amiss interpreted : 

It was a visioji, fair and fortunate. 

Xour statue spouting blood in many pipes. 

In which so many smiling Romans bath’d. 
Signifies tliat from you gi'oat Rome? shall suck 
Reviving blood; and that great men shall 
pi-css I 

For tinctures, stains, relies, anti cognisance. 
This by Calphtimia’s dream is signified. «• 
Gees. And this way ha^'e you well ex- 
pounded it. 

Dec, I have, when you have heard what I 
can say : 

And know it now. The senate have con- 
cluded < 

To give, this day, a crown to mighty Csesar : 

If you shall send them word, you will not 


I When Ca'sar s wife slmJl meet with better 
* dreams.” 

If Cajsar hide himself, shall they not whisper, 
“ Lo ! Csesar is afndd ' loi 

Pardon me, Csesar : for my dear, dear love 
To your proceeding bitls me tell you this. 
And reason to my lov«.* is liable. 

C(m. How' foolish do your feai’s seem now, 
Calphuniia ! 

I am ashamed T ditf yield to them. — 

Give me iny robe, for I will 

PuuLirs, BRUTrs, LuiAiui's, Metel- 
[ i.rs, Casc.\, Treroxu's, mid ( 

And look w'here Publius is come to fetch me. 
Pah. Good morrow, Ca-sar, 

(7rc.9. W’elcome, Publius. — 

What, Brutus, are you siirr’dso early too ( — no 
Good morrow, ( ^asca. — Gains Ligarius, 

(’tesar was ne’er so much your enemy, 

As that same ague which hath nfade vou 
lean. — 

W’hat is ’t o’clock ? 

y/?*w. Caesar, ’t is strucken eight. 

Gees. T thank you for your pains and 
comtesy. 

Idder Antony. 

See! Antony, that revels long o’ nights, 

Is notwith .standing up. — Gootl morrow, 
Antony, 

Ji/t. 8o to most nol de Ctesar. 

Cos. iiid them prejtare within : 

I am to blame to bo thus waited for. — 

Now, (!inua: — now, Melellus ;-<i»what, Tre- 
bojiius ! . no 

I have an hour’s talk in stole for you. 
Remember that y<»u call on me to-day : 

Bo near me, that I may rtauembei- you. 

7W7j. Ca'sar, I will : — \<mde\ and so near 
will I lie, 

That your best friends shall wnsh J had Injer. 
furtlior. 

(kes. Good friends, go in, an<l taste some 
Affine with me ; 

And Avo, like friends, will straightAn-ay go 
together. ^ 

Dru. [Js/t/e.] That every like is not the 
same, O (Ik-esar, 

The heai*t of Brutu^ yearns to thinkrUpon ! 

[Exeunt. 

* '*■ 

Scene III. — The Same. A Street near the 


come, 

Their minds may change. Besidij^, it Avere a' 
' f , . mock 

Apt to be i-ender’d, for some one to say, 

■ “ Break up the senate till another time, , 


Capitol. 

Enter ArtesiiDORUS, reading a fiaper. 

Art. “Ceesar, beware of Brutus: take 
heed of Cassius ; come hot near Oasca ; have 
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Act III. 


JULIUS C.KSAR. 


Scene 


an aye to Oiiuiii ; trust not Trebonius ; mark 
well Metellus Oimber ; l>eeius Brutus loves 
tliee not ; thou hast wronged Cains Ligarius. 
There is but one mind in all tlies«^ men, and 
it is b<*nt a^jainst Csesar. If thou bc’st not 
immortal, look about you; security gives 
way to consjiiracy. The mighty grxls defend 
tijee 1 Thy lover, Alt rKMiuoKUS.” 

11 ore will I stand till CV'sar ptiss along, 

Ami as a suitor will I give him this. 

My heart laments that virtue cannot live 
Out of the teeth of emulation. 

If thou read this, O (^tesar! thou may’st live: 
Jf not, the Kates with traitors «lo contrive. 

\Kicit. 

Scene IV. — The Same. Another Part of the 
same Street, before the. House of Hhctcs. 

Enter PoKTi.v fo/r/Lucics. 

Ew. T ]»r’ytheB, boy, run to tlie senate- 
liouse : , 

Stay not to answei- me, but get thee gone. 

Why dost thou stay 1 

Lnc. To Unow my errand, madam. 

Por. I would liave had thee there, and 
here again. 

Ere I can tell thee what thou shouldst do 
there, — 

() constancy, be strong upon my side ! 

Set a huge mountain ’tween my heart and 
tongue ! 

I have a man’s mind, but a woman’s might. 
How hard ft is for women to keep irounsel ! — 
Art tJiou here yet 

Lnc. Mad am, what should I do ? lo 

Kun to the Capitol, and nothing else \ 

And so 1 ‘eturn to you, and nothing else 1 
Por. Yoji, bring me word, boy, if thy lord 
look W(*ll, 

For he went sickly forth : and take good note, j 
What f^a-sar doth, what suitors press to him. I 
Hark, boy ! what noise is that 1 


Lm'.. 1 hoar none, matlam. 

Pirr. Pr’ythee, listen well ; 

! 1 heard a bustling rumour, like a fray, 
j And the wind brings it fi'om the (Aipitol. 

Lnc. Sooth, madam, 1 hear nothing. 

Enter the, tSoot/iitayer. 

Por. Come hitluu’, fellow’ : wdiich way hasi 
tlum been ? 

Sooth. At mine owni liouse, good lady, 

Por. What is ’t o’clock '( 

Sooth. About the ninth hour, ladyf 

Por. Is (kesar yet gone to the Capitol? 
Sooth. Madam, not yet : 1 go to take my 
stand, 

To see him pass on to the Capitel. 

JW. 'I’liou hast some suit to Ciesar, hast 
thou not 1 ! 

Sooth. 'Phat 1 have, lady : if it will ]ih*ase 
( 'iesar 

To he so good to (kesar as to hear me 
1. shall beseech hipi to befriend himself. 3(» 
l\n\ Why, kiu)W’’st thou auv harm 's in- 
tended towards him I 

Sooth. None that 1 know w'ill he, • much 
tJiat 1 fear may chance. 

(rood mojTow' to you. Hi'i’C' the street is 
narrow : 

The throng tliat follow’s CiB.sar at the heels, 
Of senatoi’s, of prietors, common suitoi’s, 

W’ill crowd a fecbhf man almost to death : 

I 'll get me to a place more void, and there 
Sj>eak to great Ca;.sar as lie comes along. [E.cit. 
Por. I iuu.stgoin. — Ah me I how w’eak a 
thing 

The heaH of woman is ! O Brutus ] i" 

The heavens .speed thee in thine enterju’ise ! 
Sure, the boy heard me : — Brutus hatli a suit, 
Tliat Caesar will not grant. — O ! I grow 
faint. — 

Kun, Lucius, and commeud me to my lord ; 
Say, 1 am meiTv : come to me again, 

And bring me word what he <loth say to tli’ee. 

[ E,r,c nut Severn! hf. 


ACT III. 


ScriNE T, — The Same. The Capitol ; the 
Senate sitting. 


’^Sooth, Ay, Ca'sar ; but not gone. 

A rt. Hail, Cajsar ! Read this schedule. 

4 .... .. I r n 1 • J t J f i \ Dec. Trebonius doth desire you to o’erread. 

A croxM o People in the street lendruq txt the i . . j . i • j.i • i • i n -x 

^ ,7 A, 7 I At your*bcst leisure, this lus.lmmble suit. 

Cnpltol: mnonq ilteM ArTBMIDORUS nuxi i i ^ r\ fi II' ii J. r • > 

' 'A rt. O Caesar ! read mine hr.st ; for mine s 

a suit 

nearer. Rtnul it, gi’eat 

PoeiLTUS, PCBUrS, . i ^ i li.* i n i. i * 

i Cves. What touches us ourself shall, be last 

Ckt's 1'he ides of March are come. 1 serv’il. 


live Soothsayer. Flourish. Enter (J/KSar, 

Bbctu.s, Cassit’s, Casca, Dec/us, Metel- ^ 7,, 

J,U8 , Trkk«i<j,, Oisna, Antony, Lktioos, ; 


Act Jll. 


JULIUS U-15SAR. 


SCKXH I, 


Art. Delay not, Ua*8ar ; resul it instantly. » 
What ! is the follow mud '( 

Pub. Sirrah, give place. 

6V/.V. Wliat ! ui'ge you your petitions in 
the stroot i 
t^ome to the C'api.tol. 

CyESAU entet's th^ Capilul, thf n-sl foUoxmiiy. 
AH tkr. risp. 

Pop. r wish, your ent» ‘jiriKo to-day niay 

thrive. 

Csiiti. What enterprise, I’opilius 1 

Pop. ^ Fare you well. 

[A (lootlCffi to O/fC.S.VK. 
/irii. What said Popiiiiis I.ena'< 

C'««. He wish’d, to-day our enterprise 
might thriv<i. 

1 fear, our purpose is diseO\ ej e<]. 

/irii. Look, how he Jiiakt's to (.Va'sar : mark 
him. 

Cos. C!as(“a, he .sudden, for we fear preven- 
tion. — . 

Brutus, what shall he done ( If this Im* 
known, »> 

Cassius or Osesar never shall turn hack, 

For 1 will slay myself, 

/irtf. Cassius, lie coiustant : 

Popilius Lena sj)eak.s not of our purjaises ; 
For, look, ho .smiles, ;ind CVsar doth not 
change. 

Cos. ’I’rehonius know.s his time j for, look 
you, Brutus, 

He draws Mark Antony out of the way. 
[AT'Ccvtn/ Antony TuiiBONius. 0 .«sar 
onH the SduitoTs take tJteAr seats. 
Dec. Where is Mete*llu.s Ciinber '? Let him 

And presently prefer his suit to Oies*u\ 

Bru. H e is jiddress’d : press near, and secontl 
him. 

Cin. Caseu, you are the first that rears your 
hand. 

Go’s. Are we all ready '( What is now 
amiss. 

That Ciesar aitd his senate must redress ? 

J/ct. Mo.st high, most mighty, and most 
puissant Caesar, 

Metolhjs Cimher throws before thy seat 
An humhle heart : — [Knee/lm/. 

Cics. I must j)revent thee, Cirnber. 

These eouehings, svnd these lowly courtesies, 
Might fire the blood of orduiary men. 

And turn pre-ordinance, and first decree. 

Into the law of children. He not fond, 

To think that Caesar bear.s .such rebel blood, 
That will be thaw’d from the true quality 4i 
With tjiat which melteth fools; I mean sweet 
words, 


Low-crooked curtsies, and base spaniel fawn- 
ing. 

Thy brother by decree is banished ; 

If thou (h»st bend, and pray, ami fawn, fot 
him, 

I sjmrn the(‘, like a eur, out of my w’ay. 
Know, Caesar doth not wrong; nor without 
cause 

Will he be .satistituh 

Met. Is there no voice more worthy tluin 
my own. 

To sound luorti swf^etly in great (..‘iesar's ear. 
For the repealing of my banish'd brother 1 bi 

Pro. r kiss thy haml, ])ut not in flattery, 
Ciesar ; 

Do.siring thee, that Publius (.'imber may 
Have an immediate freedom of rej>eal. 

Ctes. What, Brutus ! 

Cos. Piirdon, Ca'sar ; C'a'sar, (tardon : 

As low as to thy foot doth t 'assius fall. 

To beg enfranehisemejjt for Publius (,'imber. 

Cos. I eoidd be well mov’d, if I were as 
you ; • 

If I craild pray to mov>', prayers would move 
me ; ^ 

Hut I am constant as the northern star, go 
< )f whose true-fix’d .-ind resting (luality 
'riiere is no fellow in the firmament. 

The skies are painted with unnumber'd sparks, 
They ajv' all fire, a)id every one doth shine; 
Hut ther<‘’s but om' in all doth hold his 
jilaee : 

So, in the world t is furnish'd \\ ell with 
men. 

And men are fle.sh and blood, .ind ai)prehen- 
•sive ; 

Yet in the number, 1 <lo know but one 
That unassailable ludds on his rank, 

Un.shak'd of motion : ami, that I am he, xn 
Ijet nu* a little show it, even in this. 

That I was cmistant Cirnber should be 
bani.sh’d, 

And constajit do remain to ket*p him so. 

Pi/t. O Ca*sar, — 

C«('s. Hence ! Wilt thou lift up Olympus ! 

Dee. Great' Csesar, — 

Cfcs. Doth not Brutus bootless kneel ? 

Casco. Sj)eak, hands, for me. 

[Casca stabs C.ESAli, ///. the, neck. C.ESAK 
cofehes hold of his ortn. He is then 
stabbed bp several oth^.r Cottspi rotors, 
and, last by Marcus Brutus. 

Cos. Et to. Brute ? — -Then, fall, Ctesar ! 

\^Dv>s. 'The Be.natO'rs and Pe.opl '"retire in 

ctt a fusion. 

Cin. Liberty ! Freedom ! Tyranny is 
(lead ! — 

Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the streets. 
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Act II r. 


JULIUS C^:SAR. 


Scene I. 


Cos. iSoiiK- to the common pulpits, and cry 
out, 

“ Liberty, freedom, and enfranchisement ! ” 

Jirn. People and senators! he not allrighted; 
Fly not; stand still: — ambition's debt is 
paid. 

Cftxca. (do to the pulpit, Brutus. 

Dt^c. Ami (.-assius too. 

Bni. Where’s Publius*? 

Cin.. Here, rpiitc conlbujuksl with this 
mutiny. 

M<d. Htand fast together, lest .some friend of 
(^!a*sar’s 

Should chance — 

Brn. Tailk not <jf standing. — Publius, good 
cheer : 

Thev<5 is no harm intended to your per.son, 
Nor to no Roman els(?, so tell them, Publius. 

CW. And leave us, Publius ; lest that the 
penj)le. 

Rushing on us, .should do your age some mis- 
chief. 

Bnt. Do so : — and let k.o man abide this 
<leed, 

But we, the dt>er.s. , 

Trebonius. 

C<ts. Where's Antony ? 

Tre. Fleil to hi.s house armiz’d. 

Men, wives, and children, stare, cry out, and 
run, 

A.S it were <loom.sday. 

Brn. I^ates, we will know your pleasures. — 
'I’hat we shall die, we know ; ’i i.s but the 
time, 

And drawing days out, that men stand upon. 

C<ts. A\’hy, he that cuts off twenty years of 
life, iw 

Gvits off so many years of fearing death. 

Brn. (Irant that, and tlien Is death a 
benefit : 

So are we (la'sar’s friends, tliat haA’e abridg’d 
Ilis time of fearing death. — Stoop, Romans, 
stoop, 

And let us batln* our hands in Ctesar’s blood 
Up to the elbows, and besmear ou,r swords ; 
'fhen walk we forth, even to the market- 
place ; 

And, waving our red weaj^ons o’er our hea<ls, 
Let ’s all ciy, “ P<^ace, freedom, and liberty ! ” 

Crtw, Stoop then, and wasli. — How many 
ages hence m 

Shall this onr lofty scene be acted over, 

In states unborn, and accents yet unknown ! 

BrtA, How niany times shall Caisar bleed in 
8])ort, 

That now on Pompey’s basis lies alohgi 
No worthier than the dnst ! 


Cats. So oft as that shall be, 

So often shall the knot of us he call’d 
Tlic men that ga^'(^ their country liberty. 

Dec . ' What ! shall we forth ? 

Cas. Ay, evei’y man away : 

Bnitus shall lead ; and ye will grace h^s 
heels lao 

With the most boldest and bc.st heai'ts of 
Rome. 

Kilter n. Be remit. 

Bril. Soft ! who come.s hero ? A friend 
Antonv’.s. 

* I 

Sere. Thus, Brutus, ilid my master bid mo 
kneel ; 

Thus did Mark Antony hid me fail down. 
And, )>eing prostiute, thus he bad me .say : 
Brutus is noble, wise, valiant, and lamest;' 
Caesar was mighty, bold, royal, and loving: 
Say, I love Brutus, and I honour him ; 

Say, .1 fear’d Oie.sar, honour’d him, ami lov’d 
. him. , 

If Bi'utus will vouchsafe that Antony lao 
May safely come to him. and lie resolv’d 
How C'a‘.sai* hath ileseia ’d to li(^ in death, 
Mark Anton}' shall not love L'ic.sar tlead 
So w'ell as Brutus li\ ing ; but wdll follow 
The fortunes and afluir.s of noWe Brutus, 
Thorough the haz.a)’ds of this nntroil state, 
With all true faith. So says my master 
Antony. 

Brn. 'Hiy master is a "wise .and valiant 
Roman ; 

r never thouirht him worse. " 

Tell him, so please him eome unto this pluee, 
lie shall be .satisfied ; and, by my honour, ]4i 
Depaid; untouch’d. 

Serv. I ’ll fetch him ])resently. [iTa-it 
Bril. I know that we shall have him well 
to friend. 

(Jas. I wish we. may : hut yet have I a 
mind. 

That fears liim much ; and my misgiving still 
Falls shrewdly to the pui’po.se. 

Re-enter Antony. 

Brn. But here cojues Antony. — Welcome, 
Mark Antony. 

Ant. O mighty Ctesar ! dost thoxi lie so 
low ? 

Are all thy coiapiests, glories, triJimphs, 
sfKjils, 

Shrunk to this little measure ? — Fare thee 
well. — 

I know not, gentlemen, what you intend, 
Who else must be let blood, who else is rank ; 
If 1 my.self, there is no hour so fit 
As OiBsar’s tleath’s hour ; nor no instrument 



Act riL 


JULIUS CJI<]SAK. 


Scene L 


Of half that worth as those your swords made 
rich 

With the most noble blood of all this world. 

I do beseech ye, if you bear me hard, 

Now, whilst your puri)led hands do I’eek and 
c smoke, 

Fulfil your pleasure. Live a thousjuid years, 

1 shall not Hntl myself so apt to die : i**' 

No place will please me so, no mean of death. 
As her<5 by C?esar, and by you cut ofi', 

TJie choice and master spirits of this age. 

Jim. O Antony! beg )iot your death of us. 
Though now , we must ajipear blootly and 
cruel, 

As, by our hands, and this our present act. 
You see weMo, yet see you but our hands, 

And this the bleedhig business they have 
• 'done : 

Our hearts you see not ; they ai’c j)itiful ; 

An«l pity to tlm general wrong of Koine 
(As fire drives out tire, so pity [hty^ 

Hath done, this deed on* Oiesar. For youi 
part. 

To you our swords have leaden jioiuts, iVIark 
* Antony ; 

Our arms, in strength of malice, and our 
hearts. 

Of brotliers' temper, do receivi* you in 
With all kind love, goo<l thoughts, and re- 
verence. 

C(ts. Your voice shall be as strong as any 
man’s 

In the disjtosing of new dignities, 

‘ih'n. Only be patient, till w»“. have appeas’d 
The multitude, beside themselves with fear. 
And then we will deliver you the cause, it*! 
Why I, that, did love Ca'sar when I struck 
him, 

Have thus proceeded. 

Avt. I doubt not of your wisdom. 

Ijet each man render me his bloody hand ; 
^irst, Marcus Brutus, will t shake with you; 
Next, Caius Cassius, do 1 take your hand ; 
Now, Decius Brutus, yours; now yours, 
Metellus ; 

Yours, Cinna ; and, my valiant Casca, yours ; 
Though last, not least in love, yours, good 
Trebonius. 

Gentlemen all, — alas ! what shall I say ? i** 

My credit now stands on such slippery 
ground, , 

That one of two bad ways you must conceit 
me. 

Either a coward, or a flatterer. — * 

That I did love thee, Ca*sar, O ! '’t is true : 

If then thy spirit look upon us now. 

Shall 'it not giiovo thee, dearer than thy 
< death, 

477 


'J'o see thy Antony making his jieace, 

Shaking the bloody fingers of tliy foes. 

Most noble 1 in the presence of thy corse ? 
Had I as m.any eyes as thou hast wouiuls, ax 
Weeping as fa.st as they stream forth thy 
blood. 

It would become mo bettor than to close 
In terms of friendshi[) with thine enemies. 
Pardon me, Julius 1 wast tliou bay’d, 
brave hart ; 

Here didst thou fall ; and hero thy liunters 
stand, 

Sign’d in thy .spoil, and crimson’d in thy 
lethe. 

O world ! thou wast the fore.st to this hart ; 
And this, indeetl, O world ! the heart of 
thee. — 

How like a tleer, struckon by many jirinces. 
Dost thou hero lie ! •-■m 

6'o.v. Mark Antonv,-- 
A nt. Pai'don me, (.‘aius Cassius : 

^'he enemies of (Vsar shall sa-y this ; 

’riien, in a friend* it is cold modesty. 

Cas. I blame you not for praising Ca«ar 
so: , 

But what compact mean you to have with 
us ! 

Will you be jadek’d in number of our friends. 
Or sliall we on, ami not dejiend on you ( 

A nt. Tlierefore 1 took your hands ; but wa.s, 
indeed, 

Sway’d iVom the point by looking down on 
Ca'sar, 

Friends am I with you all, aud love you all. 
Upon this hope, that you shall give me rea- 
sons, •.’ai 

W^Jiy and wherein Ca-sar was «langci(m8. 

Urn. Or el.se were this a savage spectacle. 
Our reasons are .so full of good regard, 

That were ytai, Antony, the son of Ca'.sar, 
You sliould be .satisfied. 

Ant. That ’s all I seek : 

And am morooA ev suitor, that 1 may 
Produce his body to the market-] dace ; 

•And in the pulpit, as becomes a friend, 

Speak in the order of his funeral. sao 

£rn. You shall, Mark Antony. 

Cfdf. Brutus, a word with you. — 

[Aside to Brutnx.^ You know not what you 
do ; do not consent, 

That Antony s]>eak in his funeml. 

Know you how much the people may bo 
mov’d 

By that which he will utter 1 

Jiru. By 3 'our paidon , 

I will myself into the pulpit first. 

And show the reason of our Ciesar’s death : 
What Antony shall speak, I will protest 



Act III. 


JULIUS C^SAK. 


Scene II. 


Ht* spoaks by Joan* and by pt'i'inissiou ; 

And that wo !i«* conti'iitotl, (’josar alialJ 2*> 
Have all triio ritos, and lawful eoreinonies. 

It Bliall atlviiiitago more than do us wrong. 
Cos. I know not what may fall : I like it 
not. 

Jirn. Mark Antony, lu'rc, take yon Ciesar’s 
body. 

You shall not in your funeial speech blame us, 
But speak all good you can devise of (Ja*sar ; 
And say, you do ’t by our permission : 

Else shall yo\i not have ;iny hand at all 
Abo\it his funeral. And you shall s{)eak ‘ 

In the same ])id])it whereto I am going, ive 
After my sp<‘ech is ended. 

nt. Be it so ; 

I do desire no more. 

jBrx. Prepare the body tlien, .ami follow 
us. [E.iriuU all hat AntONY. 

Ant. O, pardon me, tliou bleeding pi(‘ee of 
earth. 

That I am meek and genth' with these 
butchers ! • 

Thou art the ruins of the Jioblest man 
That ever lived in t\o tide of tinuis. 

Woe to the hand that slnal this costly bloo<l ! 
Over thy wounds hoav do I prophesy, 

(Wliich, like dumb mouths, tlo ope their I'uby 
lips, »» 

To beg the voice and uttoranee of my tongue), 
A cur.se shall light uj)OU tlm limbs of men ; 
Domestic fury, and tita’cr' civil strife, 

Shall cumber all the ])arts of Italy ; 

Blood and tlestruction sliall be .so in use, 

And dreadful objects .so familiar, 

That mothers shall but smile, when they be- 
hold 

Their infants quarter’d with the hands of 
waj- ; 

All pity chok’d with <-.ustom of fell deeds : 

And Caesar’s sjurit, ranging for re\enge, 270 
With Ate by his side, come hot from Ijell, 
Shall in th(‘.se conliiu's, with a monarch’s 
Aoice, 

Cry “ Havoc ! ” and let slip the <logs of war, 
'riiat this foul deed shall smell above the 
earth 

With carrion men, groaning for burial, 

Jynf'jv a Si^rvunt. 

You serve Cctavius Caesar, <lo you not ? 

S&i'V. I do, Mark Antony. 

Ant. Ca*,s:ir did write for him to come to 
Borne. 

Serv. He did leceive his letters, and is 
coming ; sm 

And bid me a&y to you by word of rnouth,- 
O Oeesarl \Seevii^ tfie body. | 


A)it. Thy heart is big, get thee apart and 

W'cep. 

Passion, T .see, is catching ; for mine eyes, 
Seeing those beads of sorrow stand in thine, 
Begjui to water. Is thy master coming ? 
Serv. He lies to-night wdthin seven leagtieij 
of Borne. 

Ant. Post back with .s{>ee<l, and tell him 
what hath .chanc’d : 

Here is a mourning Borne, a datigerous Rome, 
No Borne of .safety for Octavius yet ; 

Hie hence, jind tell him .so. Yet stay awhile j* 
Thou shalt not back, till I hs^ve borne this 

coiise ‘ voi 

Into the m!irk(‘t-j»lace : theie slnill I try, 

In my oration, how the people take 
'fhe ci-uel issue of these Ijloody men ; 
A<*cording to the tvhich thou shalt ilistfoursd 
I’o young Octavius of the stjite of things. 

Lend me your hand. 

YEyennt, nnfh O.ksak’s body. 

Soenf: II. — The S.-une. The Forum. 

Enti'i' Biu tl'.s and (JASSltrs, itnd a thromf of 
C it ixens. 

('it. Wo w'ill be sivti.stied : let us )>(■ s.atistied. 
Urn. Then follow' me, and give me 
audience, f)iend.s. - 
Cassius, go you into the other street. 

And part the numliers. 

Those that will hear me .sjieak, let them .stay 
here ; 

7 ’hose that w'ill follow' Ca.s.sius, go with him ; 
And ]»ublic reasons .sludl be ri'iidered 
Of Oa*.sar’s di^atli. 

1 Cit. I will he.ar Brutus s]>eak. 

2 Cit. I W'ill hear Cjis.sius ; and compare 

their reasons. 

When severally we liear them rendered. lo 
^Exit Cassil'.s, n.'ith nonn‘. of the Clfizeiik. 

BRt 7 'ri /8 goes into the jmipit. 
.3 Cit. The noble Brutus is ascended. 
Silence ! 

Jirn. Be pjitient till the last. 

Romans, countrymen, and lovers ! hear me 
for my cause, and be silent, that you may hear : 
Ijclicve me for mine honour, iuid ha^'e. respect 
to mine honoui', thiit you may believe : cen- 
sure me *in your wisdom, and awake your 
senses, that you may the better judge. If 
Jthei'e be any in this assembly, any dear 
friend of Cfeisar’s, to him I .saj', that Brutus’ 
love to Cie.sar W'as no less than his. If then 
that friend demand, why Brutus rose ggainst 
Ciesar, this is my answer : — Not that I lo\sed 
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JULIUS C^SAR. 


SOEN-R II. 


CsBsar less, hut that I loved Rome more. 
Had you rather Csesar were living, and die 
all slaves, than that Caesar were dea^, to live 
all free men '? As Cassar loved me, '“I weep 
for him ; as he was fortunate, I rejoice at it ; 
as he was valiant, 1 honour him : hut, as 
he was ambitious, I slew him. There is 
tears for his love ; joy for his fortune ; 
honour foi’ his valour ; and death for his 
ambition. Who is her*; .<■ base, that would 
he a hou<lman 'l If any, speak ; for hini have 
T ptfended. Who is here so rude, that 
would not be a iioman '! If any, speak ; for 
him have I olibiuled. Who is here so vile, 
that will not love his country? Jf any, 
speak ; for him have 1 (>tfeuded. I pause for 
a reply. 

yl//. None, Brutus, none. 

Jh'ff. Then non<'! have I ofl'ended. 1 h,av{; 
done no more to (-jesar than you shall do to 
iJrutus. The (piestion of hisdii.ath is enrolled 
in the Oapitol : liis glory not extenuated, 
wherein he was worthy, nor his oll'ences eu- 
foi'ced, for which he suffered death. 

Enti'i' Anto.vv ami otJa rs, ( ‘^lisATt’s 

bodtf. 

Hoi’o comes his laxly, mouriuxl by !M.ark 
Antony : who, though he had no hand in his 
death, shall reeei\'e the benolit of his dying, 
a place in the commonwealth ; as which of 
you shall not ? With this T depart : that, 
as I .slew my Ix-st lover for the good of Rome, 
I have the .same djigger foi- myself, when it 
shall please my couTitry to ncc<l my <leath. 

Alf. Live. Brutus I live ! livc‘ ! 

1 Cit' Bring him with triumi)h home \into 

his house. 

2 tVt. Clive him a statue with his ances- 

tors. r.i 

.3 Ctf. Let him he Ca’sar. 

4 C'/V. (Ja'sar’s hethu' j)arts 

Shall be crown'd in Brutus. 

1 Cit. We ’ll bring him to his liouse with 

slunits and clamours. 

Jii'ii. My countrymen, — 

2 Cit, Peace ! silence ! Brutus speaks. 
1 Cit. Peace, hoi 

Jira. (iootl countrymen, let me depart 
alone, 

And, for my sake, stay here with .\ntouy. 

Do grace to (Ja'sar’s corse, and 'grace his 
s])eech 

Tending to Ciesar’s glories, which Marlj 
Antony, * «o 

By our permission, is allow’d to make. 

I do entreat you, not a man depart, 

Save I alone, till Antony have spoke. [Exit. 


1 Cit. Shiy, ho! and let us hear Mark 
Antony. 

3 Cit. Let him go up into the public chaii’ ; 
VVe ’ll hear him. — Noble Antony, go up. 

Aid. For Brutus’ sake, 1 am behohliug to 
you. 

4 Cit. What doe.s he say of Brutus 1 

•3 Cit. He says, for Brutus’ sake. 

He lluds himself belioldiug to us all. 

4 Cit. ’T were Ix'st he speak no harm of 
Brutus here. 

1 Cit. This Cassar was a iyi iiut. 

3 Cit. Nay, that’s certain : 

We ai’C bless’d that Rome is rid of him. 

2 Cit. Peace ! let u.s heai- wliat Antony 

can say. 

Aod. Vou gentle Romans. — 

Cit. Peai.'e, ho ! l<*t us Ikxu- him. 

A’ut. F'rieiids, Romans, countrymen, lend 
me youi- ears : 

1 come to bury Ca'sar, not to praise him. 

3’he evil that men do lives aftei* them, 

’Pile good is oft iiaterred with their bones ; 

So let it be with Ua>sar. The noble Brutus 
liatli told you, Ua'sar wa-s ambitioiis ; ** 

If it Avere so, it was a grievous fault, 

And grievously hath Ciesar answer’d it. 

Here, under leave of Brutus and the i-est, 
(For Brutus is an honourable man, 

So are they all, all houoxirable men,) 

Com(‘ I to speak in Ctesar’s funeral. 

He was my triend, faithful ami just to me ' 
But Brutus says, he was ambitious ; 

And Brutu.s is an lionoiinible )ua]i. 

He hath brought many captives hoiiu^ to 
Rome*, !» 

Whose i-au.soms di<l tla* general cofl'evs till : 
Did this ill (_/a.*s.ar seem ambitious ? 

When that the poor luiA'e cried, Oie.sar hath 
wept ; 

Ambition should be made of sterner stuff : 
Yet Brutus says, he Avas ambitious ; 

And Brutu.-) is an hoiiouiiiblo niaiji. 

You all did see, that on tlie Lupercal 
I thrici* jirescnted him a kingly crown. 

Which he did thrice refuse : Avas this ambi- 
tion I 

Yet Brutus says, he Avas ambitious ; rw 

And, sun*, he is an honourable man, 

I speak not to disj»rov(‘ what Brutus spoke. 
But here 1 am to speak what I do knOAv, 

You all did love him once, not Avithout 
cause : 

What cau.se Avithholds you then to mouni for 
him I 

O judgment I thou art Hed to brutish beasts. 
And men luiA’e lost theii’ reason ! — Bear with 
me ; 



Act III. 


JULIUS C^ISSAR. 


Scene II. 


My heart is in tlie coffin there with (Jtesar, 
And I must jcuise till it come hack to me. 

1 ('if. Metliinks, tliere is much reason in 

his .ssiyini^s. no 

2 (.'if. If thou consider rightly of the 

matter, 

C.'csar hiis had great wrong. 

3 Cit. Has he, masters? 

I fear, there will a worse come in his place. 

^ Cit. Mark’d ye his words? He would 
not take the crown : 

Therefore, 't is certain, he was not ambitious. 

1 Cit. rf it he found so, some will dear 

abide it. 

2 Cit. Poor soul ! his eyes are red as fire 

with w'eeping. 

3 Cit. These ’s not a nobler man in Rome 

than Antony. 

4 Cit. Now mark him : he he'gins .again to 

.spe.ak. 

Anf. But yesterday tin* word of C’lesar 
might 120 

Have stood against the wofld : now lies he 
there, 

And none .so poor to^lo him reverence. 

0 masters ! if T were <li.spos’d to .stir 
Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 

1 should dt) Brutus wrong, ami Ca.ssius 

wrong. 

Who, you all know, an* honourahh* men, 

I will not do them wrong : I rather choose 
To wrong the do, ad, to wrong myself, and you, 
Tlian I will wrong such honouiahle men. 

But here s a }iarchment, with the seal of 
Osesar ; 

I found it in his olo.set, 't is his will. 

Let but the commons hear this testament, 
(Which, pardon me, 1 do not mean to read,) 
And they w'ould go and kiss dead Cajsar’s 
wounds, 

.4.nd dip their napkin.s in his .sacred blood. 

Yea, beg a hair of liim for memory. 

And, dyingf mention it within their wills, 
Beijueathing it, as a rich legacy, 

Unto their issue. 

i (Jit. We 'll hear the will : read it, Mark 
Antony. i4o 

All. The will, the will ! we will hear 
Ca*sar's wil 

Ant. Have j)atieuce, genlle friends ; I must 
not read it : 

It is not meet ycju know how Ciesar lov’d you. 
You are not wood, you are not stones, but 
men; 

And, being men, hearing the will of Cresar, 

It will enflame you, it will make you mad.' 

'T is good you know not that you are his lieirs ; 
For you should, O, wliat would come of it ! 


4H0 


4 Cit. Read the will ! we ’ll hear it, An- 
tony; 

You shall read vis the will, Csesar’s will. iso 
A 'Will you be patient? will you stay 
awhile ? 

I have o’ei'shot my.sclf to toll you of it. 

I fear, I wroiv ' ’-e lionourable men, 

Who.se daggem nave stabb’d Cajsar : I do fear 
it. 

Cit. They were traitors : — honourable 
• men 

All. The will ! the tetltament ! o 

2 Cit. They were villains, mprderers. The 
will ! r<*a(l the will ! 

Ant. You will compel me then to read the 
will ? i-w 

Then make a ring about the corse of Ca?sar, 
Ami let me show you him that made the will. 
Shall 1 descend? and will you give mo leave? 
All. t’ome down. 

2 Cit. Desct'iid. 

[//. cvnn'ft dovin Jrotn the pulpit, 

3 Cit. Von shall hav<* l<*ave. 

4 Cit. A ring : staiul round. 

1 Cit. Stitnd from the hearse ; stand' from 

the body. 

2 Cit. Boom for Antony ; most noble 

Antony. 

A nt. Nay, pre.ss not so upon me ; .stand far 
off. 

All. Stand bacjk ! room ! bear back ! iro 
Avt. If you have tears, prepare to shed 
them now. 

You all do know this mantle ! I remembbr 
The fir,st time ever C.-u-sar put it on : 

’T was on a summer’s evening, in his tent, 
That day he t»vercame the Nervii 
Look ! in this ])laee lun Cassius’ dagger 
through : 

See, what a rent the envious Casca made : 
Through this, the well-beloved Brutus stabb’d j 
And, as lie pluck’d liis cursed steel away, 
Mark liow the blood of Csesar follow’d it, iso 
As rushing out of doors, to l)e resolv’d 
If Brutus .so unkindly knock’d, or no ; 

For Brutus, fis you know, was Caesar’s angel : 
Judge, O you gods, liow dearly Csesar lov’d 
liim ! 

This was the most unkindcst cut of all ; 

For when the noble Cwsar saw him stab, 
Ingratitujle, more 8ttx)ng than traitors’ arms, 
Quite vanquish’d him ; then burst his mighty 
heart ; 

And, in his mantle muffling up his face. 

Even at the >>ase of Pompey’s statua, mo 

Wliich all the while ran blood, great Caesar 
fell. 

O, what a fall was there, my countrymen 1« 



Act IIT. 


JULIUS C^SAR. 


Scene III. 


Then I, and you, and all of us fell down, 
Whilst bloody treason flounsh’d over us. 

0 ! now you weep ; and I i^i’ceive, you feel 
The dint of pity : these are gi’acious drops. 
Kind souls ! what, weep you, when you but 

behold 

Our C8esai'’s vesture wounded ? Look you 
here, 

Here is himself, maiT'd, as you see, with trai- 

\ Cit. O piteous spoct»\clc ! aoo 

%Cit. O noble Cscsar ! 

3 Cit. O wqjful <lay ! 

■ 4 Cit. O traitors ! villains ! 

1 Git. O most bloody sight ! 

2 Cit. We will l)e revenged : revenge ! 
about, — seek, burn, - -lire,— kill, — slay ! — 
le not a traitor live. 

Ant. Stay, countrymen. , 

1 Cit. Peace, the.re I Hear thy noble An- 

tony. 

2 Cit. We’ll hear him,* Ave ’ll follow him, 

we ’ll die with him. si" 

Aid. Good friends, sweet friends, let me 
• not stir you uj> 

To such a suddeti flood of mutiny. 

They that have <lone this deed are honourable : 
What jirivate griefs they have, alas ! I know 
not. 

That made them do it ; they aia* wisi* and 
honouraliie, 

And w’ill, no doubt, with reasons answer you. 

1 come not, friends, to st<‘al away your heart.s : 
I am no orator, as Lirutus is ; 

But, as you know mo all, a plain blunt man, 
That love my frieml ; and that they know 
full Ayell 220 

That gave me public leave to .speak of him. 
For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth, 
Action, nor iitterance, nor the power of speech. 
To stir men’s blood : 1 only speak right on : 

I tell you that which you yourselves do know, 
ShoAV you sweet Ciesar’s wounds, jioor, poor 
dumb mouths, 

And bid them speak for uxe : but were I 
Brutus, 

And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
Would ruffle up your spirits, and putyi tongue 
In every wound of Cie.sar, that shouhl move 
The stones of Rome to rise and mutiny. xa 
All. We ’ll mutiny. 

1 Cit. We’ll burn the house o*f Brutus. 

3 Cit. Away then ! come, seek the con- 

spirators. 

Ant. Yet hear me, countiymch j yet hear 
me speak. 

All. Peace, ho ! Hear Antony ; most 
noble Antony. 


Ant. Why, fiiends, you go to do yo\i know 
not what. 

Wherein hath Gaesar thus de.serv’d your loves! 
Alas ! you know not -I must tell you then. 
You have forgot the will I told you of. 

All. Most true ; — the will : let ’s stay, and 
hear the will. 340 

A nt. Here is the. will, and un<ler Cwsar’s .seal. 
To cvciy Reman citizen he gives, 

To every several man, sevcuity-five drachmas. 

2 Cit. Most noble C8e.sar ! — wc ’ll ravenge 

his death. 

3 Cit. O royal Cai.sar ! 

A nt. Hear me with patience. 

All. Pcfme, ho ! 

Aid. Moreover, he hath left you all his 
walks. 

Ills private arbouis, and new-planted orchards, 
On this side Tiber : he hath left them you, xso 
And to your heirs for ever ; common 
plcjisui'cs. 

To walk abroad, and recreate yourselve.s. 

Hen; wa.s a Gtcsai*! when comes .such another? 

1 Cit. Ncv<*r, never ! — Gome, away, .away ! 
Wt; ’ll burn his hotly in the holy place. 

And with the bx'ands fii-e the traitors’ houses, 
'lake up the body. 

2 Cit. Go, fetch fire. 

3 Cit. Pluck dt)wn benches. 

4 Cit. Pluck down forms, windows, aiy- 

thing. \_Ex(‘nid Citizens, with the, body. 
Ant. Now let it work. Mischief, thou art 
afoot. 

Take thou what courst; thou wilt ! 

Enter a, Eerraid. 

How now, fellow? 
Serv. Sir, Gcta\'iu.s i.s alnaidy come to Rome. 
A id. Where is he ? 

Serr. Ho and Lepidus are at Gsesar’s house. 
Aid. And thither will I .straight to visit 
him. 

He comes upon a wish : Fortune is merry. 
And in this mood will give us ariytliiug. 

Serv. I heard him say, Bnitus and C’assius 
Are I'id like madmen through the gates of 
Rome. 2'" 

Ant. Belike, they had some notice of the 
people, 

How I had mov d them. Bring me to 
Oct.avius. [^Exeimt. 

Scene ITT. — The Same. A Street. 
Enter CiNNA, the Poet. 

Cin. 1 dre.amt to-night, that I did feast 
with eVsar, 
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Act rV. 


JULIUS C^:SAK. 


Scene I. 


Anti ilungs nnhicky cliargo my t’antsisy. 

1 have no will to wandci' forth of doors, 

Yet something leads me forth. 

JStder Citiznis. 

1 Cif. What is your natne ? 

I2 (lit. Wliither ar-e you going ? 

3 Cit. Whei'B do you ilwell ? 

4 Cit. Are you a married man, or a 
l)achelor 1 

2 Cit. Answer every man directly. 

1 Cit. Ay, ami hriclly. kj 

4 Cit. Ay, and wisely. 

3 Cit. Ay, and truly : you were lit-st. 

t*/?/. What i.s my name ! Whitlier am I j 
going! Where do i dwttll! Am I a marrit'tl j 
man, or a bachelor? Then, to answ».‘r e\eiy j 
man directly, and brit^Hy, wisely, and truly : | 
wisely I .say, T am a Ijjudielor. 1 

2 Cit. Tliat ’s a.s much as to say, lh<*y are 

fools that marry : — you ’ll b(^ar me a bang for 
that, I fear. Pi’oceed ; dir<\ tly. ■-••• 


Ci//. Directly, 1 am going to Ciesar’s funeraL 

1 Cit. As a friend, or an enemy ? 

Ciu. As a friend. 

2 Civ. That matter is answered directly. 

4 Cit. For your dwelling, — briefly. 

Ciii. Briefly, J dwell by the Capitol. ^ 

3 Cit. Your name, .sir, tnxly. 

Ciii. Truly, my name is Cinna. 

1 Cit. Tear him to pieces, he ’s a conspiiutox'. 
Ci)i. 1 am Cinna the. j)oet : I am Cinna 

[ the ])oet. w) 

4 Cit. Tear him for his bad ver.se8 : JeajK^" 
him for his bad ver.se.s. 

Cin. I am not Cinna the con.s]>iratoi'. 

2 Cit. It is no matter ; his mime ’s Cinna : 
])luck but his name out of his heai-t, and turn 
him going. 

3 Cif. Tear him, tear him ! Come, .bramjs, 
lio ! tire-brands! To Brutus, to Cassius; 
burn all. ISome t.o Decius’ house, and some 
to Casca’s ; some to Ligarius’. Away! go! 

[JUxentit. 


A C r 1 Y. 


ScRXK 1. — The Same. A Boom in Antony’s 
I louse. 

Antony, Octavics, (nxi Li;i*ri>r!5. seated at a 

table. 

Ant. These many then shall (li<* : their 
names are jadek »1. 

Oct. Yonr bi’oiher too must ilie ; consent 
you, Lepidus I 
Lep. 1 do consent , — 

Oct. Prick him down, Antony. | 

Lep. U})on condition Publims shall not live, ' 
Who is your sister’s .sou, Mark Antony. 

Ant. He .shall not live; look, with a sjiot . 
1 damn liim. \ 

But, Lepidus, go you to Ca*sar’s house ; • 

Fetch the will hither, and we shall determine 

' I 

How to cut off some cliarge in legacies. 

Lep, What, shall I find you here >. i" . 
OeA. Cr here, or at the Capitol. * j 

[A’.r// J.Kf'iDrs. i 
Ant. This is a slight unmeritable man, | 

Meet to be sent on errands : is it tit. 

The three fold woi’M dix ided, he sliould .stand 
One of th(! three to share it ? 

OcA. So you thought him . 

And took his voice who sliould be prick’d to 
die, 1 

In our black sentence and proscription. 

A'nt. Octavius, J have .seen more days than 
you : 


And though we lay these iiououvs on this man, 
To ease ourseh iis of ilix iTs .slanderous loads. 
He .shall but bear them as the ass bears gold, 
dV) groan and .sweat under the husiness, s-j 
E itla V led or driven, as we jtoint the way ; 
And having brought our treasure where we 
will. 

Then take we ilown his load, and turn him off. 
Like to the empty ass, to shake his ears, 

And graze in commons. 

Oct. You may .do your will ; 

But lie 's a tided and valiant soldier. 

Ant. »So is my horse, Octavius; and for that 
I do appoint him store of pioveudei. a> 

It is a ci’cature that I teaeli to fight. 

To wind, to stop, to i-un directly on, i' 

His corporal motion govern’d hy my spirit 
.And, in some taste, is Lepitlus hut so ; 

He must be taught, and train’d, and bid go 
foitli : 

A harren-spiiited fellow ; oiie that feeds 
On abject orts, and imitations, 

Which, out of use and stal’d by otlier men. 
Begin ju.s fiushion : do not talk of him, 

But as aipi’operty. And now; Octavius, 4o 
Listen great things : — Brutus and Cassius 
Are levying powers : we must straight make 
head : 

Therefore, let our alliance be comhiii’il, 

Our best friends made, and our best means 
.stretch’d out ; 



Scene IIL 


Act IV. JULIUS 

Atwl let us presently go sit in council, 

How covert matters may be best disclos’d, 
And open perils surest answered. 

Oct. Let us <lo so ; t'o«* we are at the/ stake, 
And bay’d about with many enemies ; 

And some, that smile, have in their luiarts, I 
fear, »' 

Millions of mischiefs. 


'Scene II. — Before Brcti's’s Tent, in the 
C^mp neai’ Sardi.s. 

Drum, Enter Biutus, Lucinirs, Lucri;s, 
arul SoldisTK . XfTiNius a/tf/ PrxDARUS ituffd 
the HI. 

Tim. Stand, ho ! 

Lvcit. Give the word, l)o ! and stand. 

Jim. What now, Lucilitis? is Oas.sius near? 
Ijucil. He is at hiuul : and I’indanis is 
come 

To do you salutati .in from his master. 

lira. TT<i gr('(ds me will. — ^^oul■ master, 
, Pindarus, 

In his own change, or by ill otheers. 

Hath giv(m m(' some worthy ciiust- to wish 
Things done., undone ; but, if Ix' be at hand, 

I shall be satisfied. 

l*in. I do nof doubt, lo 

But that my noble master will appear 
Buell as he is, full of regal'd and honour. 

Bru,. He is not doubted. — A word, Lu- 
cilius : 

How he receiv’d you, let me lie resolv’d. 

LvjcU. With coui'tesy, and with respect 
enough ; 

But not with such familiar instances. 

Nor with such free and friendly conference. 
As he hath us’d of old. 

Bru. Thou hast descrilt’d 

A hot friend cooling. E\'er note. Lucilius, 
When love begins to sicken and decay, ‘jo 
It usetli an enforced ceremony. 

There are no tricks in plain and simple 
faith ; 

But hollow men, like 1101*808 hot at hand. 
Make gallant show and promise of their 
mettle ; 

liut when they should endure the bhiod^’’ spur. 
They fall their crests, and, like decidtful jades, 
Sink in the ti'ial. Comes his ai'iny v»n ? 

Lucil. They mean this night in Sardis to 
be quarter’d : 

The gi*eator pai*t, the horse in geimral, a» ‘ 
Arc come with Cassius. [^March within. 

Bru. Hai*k ! he is arriv’d. — ; 

March gently on to meet him. 


0^:SAR. 

i Enter Cassius and Soldiem. 

Cos. Stand, ho ! 

Brn. Stand, ho ! Sjieak the word along. 

1 Sohl. Stand ! 

2 Sold. Stand ! 

3 Sold.. Stand ! 

Cn.^. Most noble la-other, you have done 
me wrong. 

Bm, Judge me. you gods ! wrong I mine 
enemies ? 

And, if not so, how should I wrong a brother? 
(. W. Brutus, this .solxir form of yom-s hides 
wrongs ; m 

And when you ilo them — 

Hm. Cassius, lie content, 

Sjieak your griefs softly : 1 do know you well. 
Before the eyes of both our armies here, 
Wliich should pei’ceive nothing but lovo fiom 
us, 

lA‘t us not wrangle ; bid them move away ; 
1’hon in my tent, Cassius, enlarge yom* griefs, 
Ami 1 will giv<' y^m audience. 

t’a.s. Pindarus, 

Bid om- commanders le.ul their charges off 
A little from this ground. 

Bm. Lutnlius. do you the like ; and let no 
man •'«" 

Come to our tent, till we have done our con 
fei'enee. 

Let Lucius and ’J'itinius guaitl our door. 

\^E.rmnt. 

Scene III. — Within the Tent of Brutus. 

Enter Brutus and Cassius. 

Cos. That you li.-ive wrong’d me, doth 
apjM-ar in this : 

You have coudemn’il and noted Lucius Pella 
For taking bribes here of the Sardians ; 
Wlierein my letters, ju-aying on his side, 
Because 1 knew the man, weie slighted off. 
Brn. You wrong’d yourself to write in such 
a ease. 

Cos. In such a time as this, it is not meet 
That every nice ofience should bear his com- 
ment. 

Bm. Let me toll you, Ca.ssius, you youi-self 
Are much coiulemu’d to have an itching palm; 
To sell and mart your offices for gold n 

To muleservers. 

Cas. 1 an itching palm ? 

\!ou know, that you are Brutus that speak 
this, 

Or, by the gotls. this speech were else your last. 
Brn. 'riie name of Cassius honours this 
corruption, 
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Scene III. 


JULIUS O^SAR 


Act IV. 

And chastisement does therefore hide his 
ht^ad. 

Cas, Chastisement ! 

Bru. Rtanember March, the ides of March 
remember : 

Did not t^vat .hilius bleed for justice’ sake f 
"VVliat villain touch’d his body, that <li<l 

stub, ai 

And not for justice? What ! shall one of ns, 
Tliat struck the foremost man of all this 
world, 

But for supporting robbers, shall we now 
Contaminate our lingers with base bi-ibes. 

And sell the mighty space of our large 
honours 

For so much trash as may be grasped thus ? 

I had rather bc! a dog, and bay the moon. 
Than such a Roman. 

C'cfs. Brutus, bay not me, 

I ’ll not endure it : you forget yoiu'self. 

To hedge me in. I am a soldier, I, 30 

Older in imactiee, abler than yourself 
To make conditions. « 

B}y/. Co to ; you are not, Cassius. 

Can. I am. ^ • 

Hrn. I ssiy, you are not. 

Cm. Urge me no more, I shall foiget my- 
self : 

Have mind upon your health ; tempt me no 
further. 

Bm. Away, slight man ! 

Co.s. Is 't ])ossible 1 

Brn. Hear me, for I will speak. 

Must I give Avay and room to your rash 
choler ? 

Shall I be frighted, when a mailman stares? 
Ohs. O ye gods! ye go<ls ! Must I endure 
all this ? •» 

Jtru. All this? ay, more : fret, till your 
proud lieart break ; 

Go, show your slaves how choleric you are, 

Aiid make your bondmen tremble. Must I 
budge ? 

Must I observe you ? Must T stand and 
crouch 

Under your testy humour ? By the gods, 

You shall digest the venom of your spleen. 
Though it do sj)lit you ; for from this day 
forth, 

I ’ll use you for my mirth, yea, for my 
laughter, 

When you are waspi.sh. 

Cm. Is it come to this ? 

Bril. Yoii say, you are a better soldier : 51 
Let it appear so ; make yofir vaunting true, 
And it .shall jdease me well. For mine own 
part, 

I shall be glad to learn of noble men. 
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b'ojf. You wrong me every way ; you wrong 
me, Briitus : 

I said, an elder soldier, not a better : 

Did I ‘say, biitter ? 

Bril. If you did, T care not. 

Cm. When Ciesar liv’d, he durst not thps 
have mov’<l mo. 

Bru. Peace, peace ! you durst not so have 
tempted him. 

Cas. I dm-st not ? w * 

Jirn. No. 

fW. What ! dunst not tempt him ? „ • 

Bru. For your life you durst not. • 

Ohs. Do not presume too^much \ipon my 
love ; 

I may do that I shall be sorry for. 

Bni, You have done that you should be 
sorry for. ‘ <- 

Tliere is no terror, Cassius, in your threats ; 
Foi‘ I am arm’d .so strong in honesty, 

That tliey pass by me as the idle wind, 

Whii^h T respect pot. I did send to you 
Foi' certain sums of gold, which you denied 
me ; — "<» 

For 1 can rai.se no money by vile means : 

By heaven, 1 had )’ather coin my heart, 

And dn>p my blood for draclimas, than to 
wring 

I From the hard haml.s of poa.sants their vile 
tT’ash 

By any indirection. I did send 
To you for gold to nay my legions. 

Which you denieil me ; was that done like 
Cassius i. ■' 
Should I have au.swer’d Cains Cassiu.s so ? 
When Marcus Brutus grows so covetou.s, 

To lock such rascal counters from his fi-iend.s, 
I>e ready, gods, with all yoixr thunderbolts ; 
Da.sh him to pieces I 

Cas. 1 denied you not. 

Bra. You cli<l. 

Cas. 1 did not ; he wa.s but a fool 

That brought my answer back. — Brutus hhth 
liv’d mv heart : 

A friend .should bear his friend’.s infirmities, 
But Brutus makes mine gi’eater than thov are. 

Brn. I do not, till you practise them on 
me. 

Cas. You love me not. 

Bra. I do not like your faults. 

Cas. A friemlly eye could never see such 
fhujts. so 

Bru. A fiatterer’s would not, though they 
do appear 

As huge ai high Olympus. 

Gas. Come, Antony, and young Octavius, 
come. 

Revenge yourselves alone on Cassius, 



Acrr IV. 


JULIUS C^SAR. 


Scene III. 


For Cassius is aweaiy of the world : 

Hated by one he loves : brav’d by his 
brother ; 

Check’d like a Ixanlnian : all his 'faults 
observ’d, 

Set in a note-book, learn 'd, and conn’d ly 
rote, 

To cast into my teeth. O I 1 could wee]) 

My sj)ii‘it from mine eye.s. — There is my 
dagger, 

And here my naked breast ; within, a heart 
' T'eayer than Plutus’ mine, rit;her tli.-vn gold : 

If that thou be^st a Roman, take it forth; 

1} that denied tnee gold, will give my hoait; : 
Strike, as thou didst at Ca'sar ; for, T know. 
When thou didst hate him worst, thou lov ’dst 
him better 

Tl an ovei' tliou lov’dst Cassms. 

Bm. Sheathe your dagger : 

Be angry when you will, it .shall hiive ,sco))e ; 
Do what yon will, di.shonouj' shall be humour. 
O Ca.ssius ! yoti are yoke* I, with a lamb. 

That carries anger, as the flint beai\s tire ; ii<( 
Wlio, much enforced, shows a h.asty s])Hrk, 
And straight is cold again. 

Qas. Hath Cassiu.s liv’d 

To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus, 
When grief, and blood ill-teiuper'd, vexeth 
. hiiu'l 

Brn. When I spoke that, .1 u as ill-tem]>er’d 
too. 

Ca». Do you confe.ss so much % Give me 
your liand. 

Brn. And my heart too. 

Can. < ) Brutus ! 

Brn. What ’.s the matter '? 

Gan. Have you not love enough to bear 
w'ith ine. 

When that rash humour, which my mother 
gave me. 

Makes me forgetful 1 

Bru. Yes, Ciis.sius ; .and, from henceforth, 
Wlien you are over earm^st with your Biaitus, 
He ’ll think your mother chide.s, and leave 
you so. Anise inithiii.. 

Poet. \)Vithin.'\ Lot me go in to see the 
generals : 150 

Thei'e is some grudge between ’em ; ’t is not 
meet 

They 1)6 alone. 

Lucil. \Within.'\ You shall not come to 
them . * 

Poet, \Wit.hm.'\ Nothing but death shall 
stay me. 

E'iUer Poet, folloxeed by Lucilius, Titinius, 
and Lucius. I 

Gas. How now % What ’s the matter 1 


Poet . For shame, you generol.s ! What do 
you meanl 

Love, and be friends, a.s tw'o such men .should 
be ; 

For I have se<.*n more years, 1 am 'sure, than 

Gas. Ha, ha ! how vilely doth this cynic 
rhyme ! 

Brn. Get you hence, sirrah : saucy fellow, 
hence J 

Gns. lie.ar with him, Brutu.s ; ’t is his 
fasliion. 

7>r?/. I 'll know hi.s humoiu-, when he knows 
his time: 

What shoidd the wars do with these jigging 

fools { — 

Companion, hence ! 

Gns. Away, away ! In? gone. 

[ B.rit 1 ‘ of ' t . 

Brn. Lucilius and Titinius, bid the com- 
manders 

Proj).ar(‘ to lodge theii' conijianies to-night. 

('ok. And couie yourselves, and bring 
Messala with you, on 

Inimediately to u.s. 

\_ B.>ynid Llcii.ius «)«/ Titinius. 

Bru. Lucius, a bowl of wine. 

\_ K.rit Lucius. 

Gas. I did not think, you could have been 
so angry. 

Brn. (.) Cassiu.s ! 1 am sick of many griefs. 

Gas. < >f your philr)sophy you make no use, 

If you give pl.ac(* to accidental evils. 

Bra. No man bears .sorrow bettor : Portia 
j.s (lead. 

Ga .' i . Ha ! Portia ? 

Bru. 8he is dead. 

Ca.s. How ‘.scap’il I killing, tvhen I cro.ss’d 
you .so ! — 

O iu.su]»])ortal.)lo and touching loss 1 — iv>- 

Upon what sickne.ss ? 

Brn. Impatient of my absence ; 

And grief, that young Octatdus with Mai'k 
Antony 

Have made themselves so strong : for with 
her death 

That tklings came ; — with this she fell dis- 
tract. 

And, her attendants absent, swallow’d tire. 

Gas. And died so ? 

Bru. Even so. 

Gas. O ye immortal goils ! 

Re-euter Lucius, xnith wine and tapers. 

Bru. Speak no more of her. — Give me a 
bowl of wine 

In this I bury all unkindness, Cassius. 

\ Drinks. 
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Cits. “My lif'-irt is rhirsty for that noble 

Fill, Luci us, till the wine o’erswell the cup ; 

I cannot tlriiik too much of Brutus’ love. nw 

\^Dri'nks. 

Urn. (!ome in, 1'itinius. \E.rit Ll’cius. 

lif-futtr TlTlNit's, n-itli. !Mkssvt.a. 

\V'«‘lcomc, good Arcssalu. — 
Now sit we close about this tapcf here, 

And call in (juestion our necessities. 

Cns. Portia, art thou gone ? 

Uni. No more, I pray yoii. — 

Messala, I have hero rcceivc'd letters, 

That young Octavius and Mark Antony 
Come down u|)03i us with a mighty ]»owei% 
Bending their ex}K*dition toward Philippi. 
Mts. Myself have letters of the selfsana* 
b!nt>r. I/O 

Jirn. With what addition \ 

Mg.'<. That by proscription, and bills of out- 
law) -y, 

Octavius, Antrmy, and Lejwdus, 

Have put to death an hundred .senators. 

Urn. Therein ou^ letters do not well agree; 
Mi)ie .speak of seveiity senatoi-s. that tlied 
By their ju-osci-iptions, Cicero behig one. 

Cns. Cicero one i 

Mrs. t.hi-ei-o is dead. 

And by that order of pi'o.scription. — 
lliid yon 'your letters from yoiir Avdfe, rny 
io)'d i iwi 

Urn. No, Messala. 

Mrs. Nor nothijig ui you:' letters writ of 
hei' ? 

Urn. Nothing, Me.ssahi. 

Mrs. That, methinks, i.s striinge. 

Urn Why ask you ? Hear you aught of 
her in yours ? 

Mr.% No, mv lord. 

Urn. Now, as you are a Roman, tell me tme. 
M‘‘s. Then like a Roman bear the truth T 
tell : 

bku' certain she is dead, ami by strange 
niainier. 

Urn. Why, farewell, Portia. — ^Ye must die, 
Messida : 

With meditating that .slie must die once, iw 
I have the ])atience to endure it now. 

Mrs. K\ on so great meii great losses should ! 

endure. j 

Cos, I have as much of tliis in ait as yon, j 
But yet my nat.ui-e could not bear it so, 

Urti. Well, to our work alive, — What do 
you think 

Of marching to Philippi ]iresently? 

Cfis. I do not think it good. 

Urn. Your I'ea.son f ' 


Cns. This it ia 

'T is luute)' that the enemy sock us : 

So shall lie waste his meiins, weary his 
sohliei's. 

Doing himself oUcnce ; whilst we, lying still, 
Are full of rest, <lefcnce, and nimbleness. «oi 
I Urn. (rood reasons nuist, of force, give 
‘ l»hic(! to btdtei'. 

The peojde, ’twi^vt Philij)pi and this ground, 
Do striiid bnt in a forc’d ali’ection j 
Koi' they ha\ e grudg’^l us contribution : 

The enemy, mai'ehing along by them, *> ' 
By them shall )uake a fuller njiinber up, 
(’ome on refresh d, new-addeil, and on- 
coui ag’d : 

From which advantage .shall we cut him off, 
If at Philippi we do face him there, i'lo 

'I'lje.se peo[)le atoiir back. » 

Cns. Heal' me, good brother. 

Jtrn. I 'nder you)' ])ai'don. — You must note 
lie.side. 

That we have ti'ied the utmost ofour friends, 
Our higious are bi'iiu-full, oni' cause is ripe ; 
The enemy iiiei'easeth ewi'y day ; 

W<*, at the height, are l eady to decline.*' 

TJiere is a tide in the alfairs of men, 

WJiich, taken at the llood, Itvids on to fortune , 
Omitietl, all the voyiige of thei)' life sai 

Is houml ill sliiillows iuid in mjserie.s. 

On such a full sea are we now siflout; 

And we must take the cuii'cnt when it 
si'rves. 

Or lose our ventui'cs, 

(.'ns. Tlien, with your will, go'on : 

We’ll along oui'sclves, and meet them at 
Philippi. 

Urn. The deep of night is ci'ept upon our 
talk. 

And nature must obe}' neces.sity ; 

Which we will niggar<l with a little rest. 
Tliere is no more to .say '! 

Cns. No more. Good night : 

Early to-mori'ow will we rise, and lienee, aso 
Urn. Lucius ! [Ur-r//irr Liirnus.] My 
gown. [A’.ciV Li'cifs.] — Farewell, 
giKsl Messala : — 

Good night, 'ritiuius. — Noble, noble Cassius, 
Good night, and good re[)ose. 

Cns. O my dear brother ! 

This was an ill beginning of tho night. 

Never come such division ’tween our souls ! 
Let it not, Brutus. 

Uru. Everything is well. 

Cos. Goo<l night, my lord. 

Uru. ' Good night, goo<l brother. 

Tif., Mes. Good night, Lord Brutus. 

Urn. Fai'owell, every one. 

[Uaeeuut Cassius, Titixius, and Messajla. 
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Lucius, with the </oion. 

Give me the gown. Wliere is thy instru- 
ment '( * -w 

Luc. Here in the tent. 

Lru. Whut ! tliou speak’st drowsily ? 

Poor knave, 1 blame thee not ; thou art oVr- 
watch’tl. 

Gall Claudius, and some otlu-v of my men ; 

I ’ll have them sleep on cushions in my 
tent. 

Varro, and Claudius ! 

J^iiter^Atino mul Claudius. 

Yar. Calls my lord ? 

Bru. I pray you, sirs, lie in my tent, and 
sleep : 

It may be, I shall I’aise you by-antl-by 

On business to my brother C'assius, 

Y<c/'. fc^o please yon. we will stand, and 
watch your pleasui’c. ivi 

B/'ff. 1 will not have it jo ; lie down, good 
sirs : 

It maybe, I shall otherwisii bethink me. 

Lookj^ Lucius, here ’s the book I sought for 
so ; 

I put it in the pocket of my gown. 

[Varro u,/n/ Claujuu.s lit' dowii. 

Luc. I was sur(*, yoiu’ loj’d.ship did not give 
it me. 

Bru. Bt.'ar with me, good boy, 1 am much 
forgetful. 

Canst thou hold up thy heavy eyes awhile, 

Anvl touch thy instrument a strain or 
two ? 

Luc. Ay, my lord, an ’t jilease you. 

Bru. It does, my boy. 

I troubh* thee too much, but thou art willing. 

Luc. It is my duty, sir. •-•.u 

Bru. 1 should not urge thy duty past thy 
might : 

I know, young bloods look for a time of rest. 

' Luc. I have slept, my loi-d, already. 

Bru. It was well done, and thou shalt sleep 
again ; 

I will not hold thee long : if I do live, 

I will be good to thee. [J/it-vic, uud a Soiuj. 

This is a sleepy tune : — O murderous 
slumber ! 

Lay’st thou thy leaden mace upon my boy. 

That ]>lays thee music ? — ^Gentle knave, good 
night ; ’ * 2:0 

1 will not do thee so much wrong to wake 
thee. , 

If thou dost nod, thou break ‘st thy iu- 
.stniment : 

I ’IJ take it from thee : and, good i>oy, gooci 
night. — 


Let me .see, let me .see : — is not the leaf turn’d 
down. 

Where I left reading ? Here it is, I think. 

[//e tiits dnuut, 

Kut> r the (ihoitt ^’CJ.ESAR. 

How ill this taper burns ! — Ha ! who comes 
hero \ 

1 think, it is the weakness of mine eyes 
That shapes this monstrous apparition. 

It comes upoji me. — Art thou anything? 

Art thou sonic* god, .some, angel, or .some 
’ \ devil, 

That mak’st my blood cold, and my hail* to 
stare ? 

Speak to me, what thou art. 

(f'host. Thy evil sjiirit, Brutus. 

Jiru . • Why com’st thou ? 

(ihont. To tell thee, thou shalt see me at 
Philippi. 

Brfi. Well ; then I shall .see thee again? 
(th<i.<t. Ay, at Pliib'p]>i. 

Bru,. Why, i *will siai thee at Philippi 
then. — [(thost vanishes. 

Now 1 have taken hearty thou vanislu^st : 

III .spirit, I would hold more talk with tliee. — 
Boy ! Lueius ! — Vairo ! Claudius ! sii*s, 
awake ! — 2 *>i 

Claudius ! 

Lur. 'I’lu! .strings, my lord, arc false. 

Bru. He thinks he still is at his in- 
strument. — 

Lueiu.s, awake ! 

Lur. 31y lord ? 

Jiru. Di<lst thou dream, Lueiu.s, that thou 
so criedst out ? 

Lur. AJy loril, 1 do not know that J. did 
<*ry. 

Bru, Y<‘S, that thou diilst. Didst thou see 
anything I 

Luc. Nothing, rny lord. 

Bru, Slee)) again, Lucitis. — Sirrah, 

Claudius ! slo 

[7'o Varro.] Fellow thou ! awake! 

Y(tr. JVIy lord ? 

(Luu. My lor*l 1 

Bru. Why did you so cry out, sirs, in your 
.sleep 

Pu/*., Chtu. Dill we, my lord? 

Bru. Ay : saw you anything 1 

Vur. No, my lord, I .saw nothing. 

(dnu. Nor I, my lord. 

Bru. Co, and commend me to my birither 
Cas.sius : 

Bid liim set on his powers betimes before, 
And we will follow. 

Yur., Cfau. It shall bo done, my lord. 

[Bxeunt, 
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Act V. 


JULIUS aESAK. 


SCENB I. 


AC 

Scene T. — The Plains of Philippi. 

Kilter Octavius, Antony, nmi their Army. 

Orf. Now, Antony, our hopes tu*o 
answered : 

You said, tlic enemy would not come down, 
But keep the hills and upper regi(?ns ; 

It pi-oves not so : their battles are at hand ; 
TLey mean to warn us at Philippi hci'e, < 
Answering before we do ilemand of them. 
Ant. Tut 1 I am in their bosoms, and I 
know 

Whertdore they do it ; they could b(i content 
To visit other places ; and come down 
With fearful bravery, thinking Ijy this face 
To fasten in our thoughts that they have 
courage ; u 

But 't is not so. 

Enter a MeuHt^vjer. 

Mp.xh. Pri'pare you, generals : 

The enemy comes ofi in gallant show ; 

Their bloody sign of battle is hung out. 

And something to be <lono immediately. 

Ant. Octavius, lead your Vjattle softly on, 

U poll the left hand of the cA'en held. 

Oet. Upon the right hand I; keep thou the 
left. 

A )it. Why do you cross me in this exigent! 
Oet. I do not cross you ; but I will do so. 

[J/rtir//.. 

Drum. Enter Brutus, Oassius, and their 
Army : Luciuius, Titinix's, Messaua, und 
others. 

Bra. They stand, and woidd have parley, a 
(Uis. Stautl fast, 'I'itinius: we must out 
. an<l talk. 

Oct. Mark Antony, shall we give sign of 
battle ! , 

Ant. No, Caesar, we will answer on their 
charge. 

Make forth ; the generals woidd have some 
words. 

Oft. *Stir not until the signal. 

Brn. Words before blows : is it so, 
countrymen ? 

Oct. Not that we love words better, as you do. 
Bru. fjrood words are better tlian bad 
sti'okes, Octavius. 

Ant. In your bad stiokes, Brutus, you give 
goocl words : so 

Witness the hole you made in Ciesar’s heart, 
Crying, “ Long live ! hail, Ciesar ! ” 


r V. , 

I Cast. Antony, 

j The })ostur<‘ of your blows are yet unknown > 
But for your word.s, they rob the Hybla bees, 
And leax'e them honeyless. 

Ant. Not stingless too. 

; Brn. O ! yes,' and soundless too ; 
i For you have stol’n their buzzing, Antony, 

I And very wisely thi'eat before you sting. , 
i Ant. Villains! you dul not so, when your • 
! vile xlaggers 

j Hack’d one another in the. sides of Csesar : 

' You show’d your teeth like apeti, aiul fawn’d 
; like hounds, 

■ And bow'd lik»o bomlmon, kissing Ca}s.ai'’8 
; feet ; 

I Whilst damned (Jasca, like a cur, behind, 
Struck Cajsar on the neck. O you llatterera ! 
6W Flatterers! — Now. Brutus, thank 
yourself 

This tongue had not otfended so to-day, 

If Cassius migln ha\ e rul’d. , 

Oct. Conu\ come, the cause ; if arguing 
make us sweat, 

The proof of it will tuni to rxfxhler drops, 
j Look ; 

j I draw a sword against conspirators : 
j When think you that the sword goes up 
again 1- 

Never. till Caesar’s three-.ind-thirty wounds 
Be well a\ eiig'd ; oi' till another Caesai- , 
Have added .slaughter to the sword of traitor.s. 

I Brn. (^Izesar, thou canst not die by traitors’ 
hands, 

! Unless thou bring’st them with- thee. 

Oct. So I hope, 

I was not born to die on Brutus’ sword, 
i Brn, O ! if thou wert the noblest of thy 
! sti'ain, 

I Younc: man, thou coiddst not die more honotir- 
i able. • "" 

; Cns. A peevish schoxd-boy, worthless of 
, such honour, 

I Join’d with a masker and a reveller. 

A nt. Ohl Cassius still ! 

i Oct. Come, Antony ; away ! — 

I Defiance, traitors, hurl we in your teeth. 

I If you dare fight to-day, come to the field 
i If not, when you have stomachs, 
i \^Ex.eunt Octavius, Antony, and their Army. 

I Cas. Why now, blow, wind ; swell, billow ; 
antU swim, bark ! 

The storm is up, and all is on tlie hazard. 

Bru. Ho ! 

Lucilius, hark, a word' with you. 
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LucU. My lord? 50 

[Brutus and IjUcilius tcJ-k apart. 
Cos. Messala, — 

Mes. What says my genelul ? 

Cos. Mcssala, 

This is my Im'thnday ; as this very day 
Was Cassius born. Give me thy hand, 
Messala : 

Be thou my witness, that against iny will, 

As Pompey was, am 1 coui|ielrd to set 
Upon one Imttle all our liberties. 

■ You know, that I hold Epicurus strong. 

Ana his opinion : now, I change my mind, 
And pai’tly crexiit things that do presage. 
Coming from Sardis, on our former ensign «• 
Two mighty eagles fell ; an<l there they 
percli'd, 

(Gorging and feeding from our soldiers’ hands ; 
Who to Philippi here consorted ns : 

This morning are they Hed away, and gone, 
And in their steads do ravens, crows, an<l 
kites, 

Fly o’er our heads, and downward look on ns, 
As we wei’c sickly prey ; their shadows seem 
A canppy most fatal, under which 
Our army lies, ready to give up the ghost, 

Mes. Believe not so. 

Cas. I but believe it partly, !«> 

For I am fresh of spirit, and resolv’d 
To meet all perils very constantly. 

Jirtt. Even so, Lticilius. 

Cas. Now, most noble Brutus, 

The gods to-day stand friemlly, that we may. 
Lovers in peace, lea<l on our days to age ! 

But since the aflairs of men rest still in- 1 
certain, 

Let ’s reason with the worst ' that may be- 
fall. 

If we <io lose this Imttle, then is this 
The very last time we shall speak together : 
What are yon then determined to do ? joo 
liru. Even by the rule of that philosophy, 
By -which I did blame Cato for the death 
Which he did give himself : — I know not 
how, 

But I do find it cowaidly and vile. 

For fear of what might fall, so to pi'event 
The time of life : — arming myself with pv- 
tience, 

To stay the providence of some high powem. 
That govern us Ixslow. . 

Cos. Then, if we lose thi5 battle. 

You are contented to be led in triumph 
Thorough the streets of Rome ? no 

JBrtt. No, Cassius, no : ^ink hot, thou 
noble Roman, 

That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome ; 

He bears too great a mind : but this same day 
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Must end that work the ides of March Ijogun ; 
Aiul, whether w^e shall meet again, I know 
not. 

Therefore, our everlasting farewell take : — 
For ever, and for ever, farewell, Cassius ! 

If we do meet again, why, we shall smile ; 

If not, why then, this parting was well made. 
Can. For . ever, and for ever, farewell, 
Brutus ! ! 2 fl 

If we do meet again, we ’ll smile indeed ; 

If not, ’t is true, this parting was*well made. 
Hru. Why then, lead on. — O, that a man 
might know 

The end of this day’s business, ere it come ! 
But it sufiiceth, that the day will (;ud, 

And then the end is known. — Come, ho! 
away ! [E:ieewit. 

,ScENK II.- The yame. The Field of Battle. 
Jlaritm . Enter Brutus artd Messala. 

Hrn. Ride, ride, Messala, ride, and give 
these bills 

Unt<j the legions on the Other side. 

\Loud Atanim. 

Let them set on at once ; for 1 perceive 
But cold demeanour in Octavius’ wing. 

And sudden push gives them the overthrow. 
Ride, lide, Messala : lot them all come down. 

[Exeunt. 


Scene III; — The Same. Another Part of 
the Field. 

Alarum. Enter Cassius and Titiniit.s. 

Ons. O, look, Titinius, look, the villains 
lly! 

Myself have to mine own turn’d enemy : 

This ensign here of mine wiis turning back ; 

I slew the coward, and did take it from him. 
'fit. O Cassius ! Brutus gave the word too 
early; • 

Who, having some advantage on Octavius, 
Took it too eagerly his soldidrs fell to spoil, 
Whilst we by Antony are all enclos’d. 

Enter Pindabus. 

Pin. Fly further off, my lord, fly further 
ofl'; 

Mark Antony is in your tents, my lord ! 

Fly, therefore, noble Cassius, fly fisir off. 

Cos. This hill is far enough. Look, look, 
Titinius ; 

Are those my tents where I perceive the fire ? 
Tit. They are, my lord. 

Ca». Titinius, if thou lov'st me, 
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Mount thou niy liorse, and hide thy spurs in I 
him, 

Till he hav'e brought thoo up to yonder troops, 
And hero again ; that I may rest assur’d, 
Wliether yond troops are friend or enemy. 

7'it. 1 will be here again, even with a 
thought. 

Catt. Cto, Pindarus, get liigher on that 
hill : '.D 

My .sight was ever thick ; I’egurd Titinius, 

And toll me what thou not’st about the field. — 

P 1 NDAKU.S. 

This day I breathed first : time is come rouiul, 
And where I did begin, there .shall I end ; 

M.y life is run his compasa — Sirrah, what 
news ? 

JPin. [Above.'\ 0 my lord ! 

Cas. What news f 

Pin. Titinius is enclosed round about 
With hoi-semen, that make to him on the .spur; 
Yet he spurs on : — now they are almost on 
him. an 

Now*, Titinius ! — now some light : — O ! he 
lights too :- 7 - 

Ho ’s ta’eu : and, hark ! they .shout 

for joy. 

Con. (/Oine down ; behold no inoiv. — 

O, coward that I am, to live so long. 

To see my best friend ta’eu tjefoi’o my face ! 

Pe-enter Pinuarus. ' 

Uonie hither, sirrah. 

In Parthia did 1 feike thee prisoiK'r ; 

And then I swore thee, saving of thy life. 

That w'hatsoever T did bid thee do. 

Thou shouldst attempt it. Come now, kee{> 
thine oath : 

Now be a freeman ; and with this good sword, 
That ran through Caesar’s bowels, search 
this bosom. 

Stand nob to answer : here, tfike thou tlui 
hilts ; 

And, when my ftice is cover’d, as ’t is now, 
<Tui<ic thou the sword. — Uiesar, thou art 
reveng’d, 

Even Avith the sword that kill'd thee. [Dl^en. 
I*in. So, I am free ; yet would not so Imve 
been, 

Durst I have done my will. O Cassius ! 

Far from this country Pindarus shall run. 
Where never Roman shall take note of him. «• 

[Exit. 

Re-enter Titinuts, with Messala. 

Mea. It is but change, Titinius ; for 
Octavius 

Is overthi’own by noble Brutus’ power. 

As Cassius’ legions are by Antony. 


Tit. These tidings will well comfort Cassius. 
Mea. Where did vou leave him ? 

Tit. ‘ All disconsolate. 

With Pindarus, his bondman, on this hill. 
.]fea. [s not that he, that lies upon the 
gronml '? 

'Tit. Ho lies not like the living. O my 
heart ! 

Hfes. Is not that he? 

7VV. No, this was lie, Messala, 

But Ca.s.siu.s is no more. — O setting sun! 00 
As in thy .re<l i-ays thou dost sink to nighlj, , 
So in his red blood Oa.ssius’ day is set : 

Th(‘ sun of Rome is set. Oiu^ day is gone ; • 
Cloiuls, dews, and daugera come ; our deeils 
are done. « 

Mistrust of my succe&s hath done this deeil. 
Me.n. Mistrust of good success hath do\ie 
this <leed. 

() liiiteful error, inelancli(>1y’s child ! 

Wli\ dost thou show to the apt thoughts of 
' men . 

The things that are not ? O error ! soon con- 
ceiv’d, 

Thou never com'-st unto a happy birth, . :o 
But kill’st the mother tliat engender’d thee. 
Tit. What, Pindarus ! Where art thou, 
Pindarus ? 

Mes. Seek him, Titiuiu.s, whilst I go 
ni(H*t 

The nobh^ Brutus, thrusting this report 
Into his ears : I may .say, thrusting it ; 

For piercing stind, and darts envenoiniMl, 

Shall bo a.s welcome to the ears of Brutus, 

As tidings of thi.s sight. 

'Tit. Hie you, Messala, 

And I Avill seek for Pindarus the wliile. 

[E\rit Messala. 
Why didst thou send me forth, bmve Cassius ? 
Dill I not meet thy friends ? and did not tliey 
Put on my brow*8 this vi'i'eath of victory, n 
And bid me give it thee 1 Didst thou not 
hear their shouts ? • 

Alas ! thou hast misconstrued everything. 

But hold thee, take this garland on thy brow: 
Tliy Brutus bid me give it thee, and 1 
Will do his bidding. — Brutus, come apace, 
Anti see how I regarded Cains Ca.ssius. — 

By your leave, gods: — this is a Roman’s 
jiart : 

Come, Cassius’ sword, and find Titinius’ 
lieart. [Dies, 

Alarum. Re-enter Messala, toiih Brutus, 
Young tCATo, Stbato, VoLitMNnrs, mid, 
Lucilius. 

Brn. WhertS where, Messala. doth his body 
lie? ' . w 





Act V. 


JULIUS aESAR. 


SCKNK V, 


Mg8. Lo, yonder ; and Titinius mourning 
it. 


Bru. Titinius’ face is upwai’d. , 

Cato. He is slain. 

Brxi. O Julius Caesar ! thou art miglitj' 
yet: 


Thy spirit walks abroad, and turns our 
swords 

In our own proper entrailr [^JjOio alm-tims. 

Cato. Bmve Titinius ! 

Look, whe’r he have not crown’d dead 

• Cassius ! 

Brn. Are ypt two Romans living such as 
these ?— 

The last of all the Romans, fare thee well ! 

It is impossible that ever Ronuj kw 

Should breed thy fellow. — Friends, I owe 
more tears 

To this (lead man than you shall see me 


pay — 

I shall lind time, Cassius, I shall find timt\ — 
Come, tlnirefore, and to- Thassos send liis 
body : 

His funerals shall not Isi in our oamf), 

I^st it discomfojt us. — Lucilius, come ; — - 
And come, young Cato ; let us to the field. — 
Jjabco, and Flavius, set our battles on : — 

’T is three o’clock ; and, Romans, yet ere 
night 

We shall try fortune in a second fight. no 

[Exeunt. 


Sv^ENE IV. — Anotiier Pait of the Field. 

Alarum. Enter., jiyhthug. Soldiers of Ixoth 
Armies; then Bkutus, Cato, Lucilius, 
and others '. , . 

Brxi. Yet, countrymen, O ! yet Jiold up 
your heads. 

Caio. What bastard doth not ? Who will 
go with me ? 

I '(^^ill proclaim my name about the field : — 

1 am the son of Marcus Cato, ho ! 

A foe to tyrants, and my country’s Luend ; 

I am the son of Marcus Cato, ho ! 

[Charges the enemy. 
Bm. And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, 1; 
Brutus, my country’s friend : know me for 
Brutus. 

[Exit, charging the enemy. ^Cato is 
overpowered, and Jails. 
Lucil. O young and noble Cato ! art thou 
down ? 

Why, now thou diest as bravely as Titinius, 
And may’st bo honour’d, being Cato’s son. n 
1 Sold. Yield, or thou diest. 

Lncii, Only I yield to die : 


Thei'e is so much that thou wilt kill me 
straight. [Offering money. 

Kill Brutus, and be honour’d in his death. 

1 Sold. We nujst not. A noble prisoner ! 

2 Sohl. Room, ho ! Tell Antony, Brutus 

is ta’eii. 

1 Sold. I ’ll tell the news. — -Here conuis 
the geneml. — 

Enter Antony. 

Brutus is ta’en, Brutus is ta't*n, my lord. 

Jnt. Whei-e is ho? 

LtU'M. Safe, Antony'; Brutus is safe 
eiumgh. »» 

I dare assim? thee, that no (‘iieiny 
Shall ever tak(i alive the noble Brutus ; 

’Hie gods defend him from so great a shame ! 
When you do find him, or alive, or dead. 

He Avill be found like Brutus, like himself. 
Ant. This is not Brutus, friend ; but, T as- 
sure you, 

A j>rize no less in worth. Kee[» this man 
safe ; 

dive him ail kindness : .1 had rather have 
Such men my friends, than enemies. Go on. 
And se(5 whe’r Brutus be alive, ov dead ; rw 
And bring us word, unto Octavius’ tent. 

How everything is chanc’d. [ExcAt/nt. 


Scene V. — Another Part of the Field. 

Enter Brutus, Daudanius, Clitus, Strato, 
and VoLUMNius. 

Brn. Come, poor remains of frhmds, ixist 
on this rock. 

Cli. Statilins show’d the torch-light ; but, 
my loi’d, 

H(? came not back : he is or ta’en, or 
slain. 

Brn. Sit thee down, Clitus : slaying is the 
word ; 

It is a deed in fashion. Hark thee, Clitus. — 

[ Whisperixig, 

Cli. What ! 1, my lord ? No, not for all 
the world. 

Brn. Peace then ! no woixls. 

Cli. . I ’ll rather kill myself. 

Bru, Hark thee, Dardanius. — 

[ Whispers him. 

Dar. Shall I do such a deed ? 

Cli. O Dardanius! 

Dar. O Clitus ! 

Cli. What ill i^equest did Brutus make to 
thee? 

Dax'. To kill him, Clitus. Look, he medi- 
tates. 
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Act V. 


JULIUS (J^SAR 


SCBNK V. 


Cli. Now is that noble vessel full of grief, 
That it riitis over even at his eyes. 

Bru. (Jome liither, good Voluinnius: list a 
word. 

Vol. What says my lord ? 

Bm. Why, this, Volumiiiiis ; 

The ghost of Csesar hath appear’d to me 
Two sevoi’al times by night : af Sardis once ; 
And, this last night, herts in Philippi Helds. 

1 know my hour is come. 

Vol. ,Not so, my lord. 

Bru. Nay, I am sun.! it is, Volumnius. , 
Thou seest tlie worhl, Volumnius, how it 
goes ; •-"■1 

Our enemies have beat us to the pit : 

\Imw Alm'mm. 

It is more worthy to leap in ourselves, 

Tliau tarry till they push us. Goo<l Voium- 
nius. 

Thou know’st, that we two went to school 
together ; 

Even for that our love of ohl, I piay tliee. 
Hold thou my sword-hilts* Mdiilst I run on 
it. 

VoL That ’s not ».n office for a. friend, my 
lord. [Alarum still. 

Cli. Fly, fly, my lord ! there i.s no tarrying 
here. so 

Bru. Farewell to you : — and you ; — an<l you, 
Volumnius.- -- 

Strato, thou hast been all this while asleep ; 
Farewell to thee tf)o, Strato. — Countrymen, 
My heart doth joy, that yet in all iny life 
I found no man, but he was true to me. 

I shall have glory by this losing <lay, j 

More than Octavius and Mark Antony I 

By this vile conquest shall attain unto. 

So, fare you well at once ; for Brutus’ tongue 
Hath filntost en<led his life's history. 

Night hangs upon mine eye^j ; my lK)ne.s would 
rest. 

That have but labour’<l to attain this hour. i 
[Alarum. Cry utilhiu, Fly, fly, fly ! '' j 
Cli. Fly, my lord, fly 

Br^i. Hence ! 1 will follow. 

[Exeunt Clitus, DAKiOANirs, and 

Voi.UMNIt'S. 

I pr y thee, Strato, stay thou by thy lord. 

Thou art a fellow of a good I'espect ; 

Thy life hath had some srnatch of honour in 
it : 


Jfold then my sword, and turn away thy face, 
While I do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strato \ 
Btra.^ Give me your hand first : fare you 
well, my lord. 

Bru. Farewell, good Strato. — C*esar, now 
be still : ' 

I kill’d not thee with half so good a will. 

[He runs on his sword, and dies. 

Alarum: Retreat'. Enter Octavius, Antony, 
Messala, Lucilius, and their Army. 

Oct. What man is that? , , 

Mee. My master’s man. — Strato, where is 
thy master ? 

Btrn. Free from the bondage you are in, 
Messala ; • 

The comiuerors can but make a fire of him ; 
For Brutus only overcame himself, 

And no man else hath honour by his death. 
Lueil. So Brutus should be found. — I thank 
thee, Brutus, 

That thou hast prov’d Lucilius’ saying true, 
Oct. All that serv’d Brutus, I will entoi'tain 
them. 00 

Fellow, wilt thou bestow thy time with me ? 
Btra. Ay ; if Messala will prefer me to you. 
Oct. I)o so, good Messala. 

Ales. How died my master, Strato? 

Btra. I held the sword, and he did run on it. 
Mes. Octavius, then take him to follow 
thee, 

That did the latest service to my master. 

Aui. This wjis the noblest Roman of them 
all : 

All the conspiratoi-s, save only ho, 

Hid that they did in envy of great Csesar ; to 
H e only, in a general honest thought 
And common good to all, made one of them. 
His life W£is gentle ; and the elements 
»So mix’d in him that Nature might stand 
up. 

And say to all the world, ** This was a 
man ! ” * 

Oct. According to his vii*tue let us use 
him, 

With all resjject, and rites of burial. 

Within my tent his bones to-night shall lie, 
Most like a soldier, order’d honourably. — 

So, call the field to rest ; and let ’s away, *> 
To part the glories of this happy day. 

[Exeunt, 
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ViNCENTIO, ty Duke. 
Angelo, th ^ Deimty . 

. Escltus, an ancierd Lord. 
Claudio, a yo^>g GeMlenmi. 
Lucio, a Faniastw. 

Two other like Gmthmm. 
Provost. 


Thomas, { 
Peter, / 
A Justice. 
Varhius. 


'r. 


m> 


Friars. 


Elbow, a simple Constable. 


DRAMATIS PEHSOKF. 

Froth, a Joolish Gentleymin. 

Cloum. 

’Abhorson, an Executioner. 

Baknaudine, a dissolute PrisoutT. 

Isabella, Sister to Claudio. 

Mariana, betrothed to .inyelo. 

Juliet, beloved of Claudio. 

Frani'ISCA, a Nun. 

Mistress Overdone, a Bawd. 

Lords, Ojjieers, Citizens j Boy, and Attendants. 
.VCAW- Vienna. 


ACT I. 


Scene I. — An Apartment in the Duke's 
Palaces 

Enter • Duke, Escalus, Lords, and 
AttKndants. 

Duke. EsoaUia ! 

Escal. Mv lord. 

V 

Duke. Of government the properties to 
unfold. 

Would seem in me to affect speech and dis- 
course ; 

Since I am put to know, tliat your own 
science 

Exceeds, in that, the lists of all advice 
My strength can give you : then no moi’c 
remains, 

But^that, to your sufficiency, as your woii;]! is 
able, 

And let them work. The nature of our 
})eople, 

Our city's institutions, and the terms jo 
For common justice, you 're as pregnant in, 

As ai’t and practice hath enriched any 
1'hat we i*emember. Tliere is our commission, 
From which w'e would not have you warp. — 
Call hither, * 

I say, bid come before us Angelo. — 

[Exit an AttendmU. 

Wliat figure of us think you he will bear 'I 
For, you must know, we have with special 
soul 

Elected him our absence to supply, 


Lent him our terror, dress'd him with our 
love, 

And given his deputation all the oi^gans m 
O f our own power. What think you of it '{ 
Escal. If any in Vienna bt» of worth 
'fo undergo such ample grace and honour, 
it is Lord Angelo. 

Duke. Look, wlicre he comes. 

Enter Anijelo. 

Any. Always obedient to your giuce’a will, 
I conn? to know yorr pleasui’e. 

Duke. Angelo, 

There is a kind of character in thy life, 

That, to the observer, doth thy history 
Fully unfold. Thyself and thy belongings 
Are not thino own so preper, as to waste ao 
Thyself n^xin thy virtues, they on thee. 
Heaven doth with us, as we with torches 
do. 

Not light tliem for themselves; for if our vav* 
fcues 

Did not go forth of us, 't were all alike 
As if we liad them not. Spirits are not finely 
touch'd, 

But to fine issues ; nor Nature never lends 
The smallest scruple of her excellence, 

JBut, lik^ a thrifty goddess, she determines 
Herself the glory of a creditor. 

Both thanks and use. But I do bend n:y 
speccii ^ 

To one that can my part in him advertise ; 
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Scene II. 


Hold, thenjfore, Augido : -- 

In onr remove, be thou at full oui>5elf ; 

Mortality aud mercy in Vituina 

Live in thy tongue and heart. Old Escalus, 

Though first in question, is thy secondary. 

Take thy commission. 

Ang. Now, good my lord, 

Ia>t there be some more tost made of my 
metal, 

Before so noble and so great a tigui’e 
Ik* stiimp’d upon it. 

Dnkp. No moi'e evasion : 

We have with a leaven’d and prepared ch'oioe 
Proceedetl to you ; thoi’oforc take your 
honours. 

Our haste from htuice is of so tiui<!k condition, 
That it |>i‘efers itself, anil leaves imquestion’d 
Matters of ni.'cdful value. We shall write to 

you. 

As time and our concernings shall importune, 
How goes it with us ; ami do look to know 
What doth liefall you here. So, fare you 
wel 1 : • 

To the hopeful execution do I leave you 
Of your com missions. 

Aug. Yet, give leave, njy lord, o 

That we may bring you something on the way. 

Duh\ My haste may not ailmit it ; 

Nor need you, on mine honour, have to do 
With any scruj)le : your scope is as mini* own. 
So to enforce, or ipialify the laws 
As to your soul .seems good. (.Jive me \'oui- 
hand ; 

I ’ll privily away : I love the j)cople, 

But do not like to stage me to their eyes. 
Though it ilo well, I do not relLsh well 
Their loud applause, and Aves vehement, ro 
Nor do J think the man of .safe discretion, 
That does affect it. Unce more, fare you well. 
Aug. The heavens give .safety to your 
purposes 

Esral. Lead foi*th, and bring you back in 
haj>pines.s ! 

Dakn. I thank you. Fare you well. [Eant. 
Esenf. I shall desire you, sir, to give me 
lca\'e 

To have free speech with you ; and it con- 
cerns me 

To look into the bottom of my place : 

A power I have, but of what strength and 
nature 

1 am Jiot yet instructed. 

. Ang. ’Tis so with me. Lot us withdraw 
together, , 

And we may soon our satisfaction have 
Touching that point. 

Encal. I ’ll wait mwn your honour. 

\^Exmnt. \ 


.Scene II. — A Street. 

JfC liter Lucio and two Genthliim. 

Lacio. If the duke, with the other dukes, 
come not to comjxisition with the King of 
Hungary, why then, all the dukes fall upon , 
the king. 

1 Gent. Heaven grant us its peace, but not 
the King of Hiingiuy’s ! 

2 Gent. Aine}i. 

Lucio. 'J’hou concludest like the s^ncli- ‘ 
moniou.s piiiitc, that went to sea with the Ten* 
Commandments, but scraped one out of the 
tables 

2 Gent. “ Thou shalt not steal ? ” i«» 

Lvfio. Ay, that he i-azed. 

1 Gent. Why,' ’twas a commandnient^ to 
commaml the captain and all the rest from 
(heir functions ; they put forth to steal. 
There ’s not a soldier of us all, that, in the 
thanksgiving befpre meat, doth relish the 
petition well that prays for peace. 

2 Gent. I never heard any soldier dislike it. 

Lucio. T l.>elievo thee ; ibi’, 1 think, thou 

never wast where grace was said. 

2 Gent. No ? a dozen times at least. ‘.■i> 

1 Gent. What, in metre ? 

Lucio. In any proportion, or in any 
language. 

1 Gent, 1 think, or in any religion. 

Lucio. Ay; why not 'I Cracc is grace, 
despite of all controversy ; a.s for example, 
thou thyself art a wicked villain, despite of 
all grace. 

1 Gent. Well, there wont but a pair of 
shears between us. 

Lucio, I grant ; as there may between the 
lists and the velvet : thou art the list. 

1 Gent. .And thou the velvet : thou art 
good velvet : thou art a thrcc-pir<l j)iec.e, 1 
w'arrant thee. I had as lief be a list of an 
English kei'sey, aa lie pil’d, as thou art Fil’d, 
for a French velvet. Ho I sjieak feelingly 
nowl 

Lucio. I think thou dost; and, indeed, 
with mo.st painful feeling of thy speech: I 
will, out of thine own confession, learn tf» 
begin thy health ; bxit, whilst I live, forget to 
drink after thee. 

1 Gent. I think, I have done myself wrong, 
have I*not? 

2 Gent. Yes, tliat thou hast, whether thou 
art tainted, or free. 

Zitcto.* Behold, behold, where Madam 
Mitigation comes ! 

1 Gent. I have purchased as many diseases 
under her roof, as come to — 
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2 Gent. To what, I pray 1 

Lxicio. J iidge. 

2 Gevd. To three thousand dollars a yeai'. 

1 Gef>d. Ay, and more. a> 

Lueio. A French crown more. 

1 GerU. Thou art always figuring diseases 
in me; but thou, art full of error: I am 
■ sound. 

Lucio. Nay, not as onewe*i:hl say, healthy; 
but so sound us things that are hollow . thy 
lM)nes ai*e hollow : impiety has made a feast 
.)f th^. 

*fi'nter Ii<vwd. 

1 Gent. How now Wliieh of yeur hips 
lias the most profound sciatica '? 

Itmnd. Well, well ; thei’e ’s one yoiuler 
jirr<‘,Htetl,*arul can-ieil to prison, was worth five 
thousand of you all. «i 

2 Gevt. Who ’s that, I pray thee ? 

IhiwtI. Marry, sir, that ’s Claudio; Signior 

i 'laudio. 

1 Gent. Claudio to prison ! ’t is not so. 

Jinwd. Nay, hut I know, ’t is so : I saw 

him aniested ; saw him carried away ; and, 
which is more, within thest'. three days his 
head to lie chopin^d off’. 

Lnclo. Hut, after all this fooling, I would 
not have it so. Art thou sure of this? 

I am too sure of it ; and it is for 
getting Madam Julietta with child. 71 

Lneio. Believe me, this may be : he 
promi.se<l to meet me two hours since, aiul he 
was ever precise in promist'-keepiiig. 

2 Gent. Besides, you know, it draws some- 
thing near to the speech we had to such a 
purjKise. 

1 Gent. But most of all, agreeing with the 
I>roclaination. 

Lvelo. Away : let ’s go learn the truth of 
it. ^Exewd Li’cro and Gentlemen. 

Itmnd. Thus : what with the war, what 
with'^the sweat, what with the gallows, and 
what with jxiverty, I am custom-shrunk. «: 

Eider Clown. 

How now ? what ’s the news, with you ? 

Clo. Y onder man is carried to prison. 

Jtmml. Well : what has lie done 1 

Clo. A woman. 

Batixi. But what 'a his oflTence ? ^ 

Clo. Groping for trouts in a fieculiar river. 

Bawd. What, is there a maid with child by 
him? 

Clo. No ; but there ’a a woman with maid 
by him. You have not heard of the pro- 
clamation, have you ? 

■Bawd. What proclamation, man ? 02 
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Clo. All houses in the suburbs of Vienna 
must be pluck’d down. 

Bmml: And what shall become of those in 
the I'ity 1 

(■(o. They shall stand for seed : they had 
gom* <lowu too, but tliat a wise burglierput in 
for them. 

Bnird. Bvitsliall all our bouses of resort in 
the suliurlis bo juill’d down 1 

Clo. To tlie ground, mistress. i«o 

Bawd. Wliy, h^re ’s a change, indeed, in 
the opmmonwealth ! what shall become of me? 

Clo. Come ; feai* not you : good counsellors 
lack no clients : though you change your [dace, 
you need not change your trade ; I ’ll be your 
tapster still, (knirage ! there will be pity 
taken on you ; you that have worn your eyes 
almost out in the service, you will bo cen- 
sidered. 

Bawd. What 's to do here, Thomas Tapster? 
Let ’s with<li’aw. no 

Clo. Here comes Signior Claudio, led by 
tlui [irovost to prison : and there 's Madam 
Juliet. [Exeunt. 

S(’EXE III. — The Same. 

Enter Provoat, Cr.AUDio, Juliet, and 
Offieers. 

Gland. Fellow, why dost thou show me 
thus to the worhl ? 

Bear me to [irison, where I am committed. 

Prov. T do it not in evil disposition. 

But from Lord Angelo l>y sjiecial charge. 

Claud. Thus can tlie derui-god Authority 
Make us pay down for our offence by 
M'eight. — 

The words of Heaven; — on whom it will, it 
will : 

On whom it will not, so : y<*t still 't is just. 
Enter Lucio and two Gentlemen. 

Lneio. Why, how now, Claudio? whence 
comes this restraint ! 

Gland. Frotu too much liberty, my Lucio, 
liberty : i ' 

As surfeit is tlie father of much fast, 

So every .scoj-hj by the immodemte use 
Turns to restraint. Our natures do pursue, 
lake rats that inviu tUiwn their proper bane, 
A thirsty evil, and when we drink, we die. 

Lucio. If I could speak so wisely under an 
afre.st, I would send for certain of my 
creditors. And yet, to say the truth, I had 
as lief have the foppery of freedom, as the 
morality of imprisonment. — What ’s thy 
offence, Claudio ? 
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Claud. What but to speak of would offend 
again. 

Lwlo. What, is it murder ? 

Claud. No. 
l/ur.io. Jjechery ? 

Claud. Call it so. 

Prov. Away, sir ; you must go. 

Clatui. One word, good friend. — Lucio, a 
word with you. \7'nkes him asidr. 
Lucio. A hundred, if they ’ll do you any 
good. , 

is lechery so look’d after ? , 

Claud. Thus stands it with me : tijion a 
true contract, 

I got jiossession of J ulietta’s betl ; 

You know the laxly ; she is fast my wife, 
Save that we do the denunciation lack 
Of outward onler : this we came not to. 

Only for pi’opagation of a ilower 
Heinaining in the coffer of her friends, 

From Avhoiu we thought it meet to hide our 
love, 

Till time liad matle them for u.s. But it 
chances. 

The stealth of our*mo.st mu|ual entertainment 
With chai'acter too gross is writ on J uliet. xi 
Lncio. Witli child, perhajis I 
Claud. Unhappily, even so. 

And the new ilejmty now for the duke, — 
Whether it lie the fault and glimpse of new- 
ness. 

Or whether that the body public be 
A hoi'se whei’eon the governor iloth ride. 
Who, newly in the seat, that it may know 
He call command, lets it straight feel the 
spur ; 

Wliether the tymnny be in his place, 

Or in his eminence that fills it up, u> 

J. stagger in, — but this new governor 
Awakes me all the enrolled penalties, 

Which have, like unscour’d armour, hung by 
the wall 

So long, that nineteen zodiacs have gone 
round, 

And none of them been worn ; and, for a 
name, 

Now puts the drowsy and n(>glected jict 
Freshly on me : ’t is surely for a name. 

Lat'io. t warrant, ^it is : and thy head 
stivnds so tickle on thy shoulders, that a milk- 
maid, if she be in love, may sigh it off. Send 
after the duke, and appeal to him. <w 

Claud. I have <lone so, but he ’s not to lie 
found. • 

I pFythee, Lucio, do me this kind service. 
This day my sister should the cloister enter. 
And there receive her approbation : 

Acquaint her with the danger of my state ; 


Imploi’e her, in my voice, that she make 
friends 

To the strict deputy ; bid hei*seif assay him : 

I have gi-eat hope in that ; for in her youth 
There is a prone and speechless dialect, 

Such as moves men ; beside, she hath ptps- 
perous art, • w 

When she will play with reason and discoui'sc, 
And well she can persuade. ,, 

Liicio. I pray, she may : as well for the 
encotimgement of 'the like, which else would , 
stand under grievous impOvsition, as for the 
enjoying of thy life, who I »would be sorry 
should be tlius foolishly lost at a game of tick- 
tsu;k. I ’ll to liei*. 

Claud. I thank you, good frteiid Lucio. 
Lucia. Within two hours, — 

Claud. Come, ollicer; away! '\Exc-'x'ud. 


Scene IV. — A Monastery. 

Elder Duke and Friar Thomas. 

Duke. No, holy father ; throw away that 
thought ; 

Believe not that the dribbling dart of love 
C'an pieiee a complete iKisom. Why I desire 
thcc 

To give me secret harboxii’, hath a purpose 
More gmve and wrinkled, than the aims ami 
ends 

Of burning youth. 

Eri. May your graai sjieak of *it ? 

J)ukn. My holy sir, none better know.s 
than you 

How I have ever lov’d the life remov’d, 

Ami held in idle price to haiint assemblies, 
Wliere youth, and co.st, and witless bravery 
keeps. !•) 

I have deliver’d to Lord Angelo 
(A man of stricture and firm abstinence^ 

My absolute power and place here in Vienna, 
And he supposes mo travell’xl to Poland ; 

For so I luive strew’xl it in the common 
ear. 

And so it is I’eceiv’d. Now, pious sir, 

Y"ou will demand of me, why I do this ? 

Fri. Gladly, my lor<l. 

Duke. We have strict statutes, and most 
, biting laws, 

(The needful bits arj<l curbs to headstrong 
steeds) » 

Which for this fourteen years we have let 
sleep ; 

Even like an o’ergrown lion in a cave, 

That goes not out to prey. Now, as fond 
father^ 



Act I. 


MEASURE FOR MEASURE, 


Scene V, 


Having botmd up the threat’ning twigs of 
birch, 

Only to stick it in their children's sighl; 

For terror, not to use, in time the I’od 
Becomes more mock’d than fear’d ; so our 
decrees, 

Dead to infliction, to themselves are dead, 

Aiid liberty plucks justice by the nose ; a® 
Tire baby beats the nurse, ai d quite athM'ai*t 
Goes all decorum. . 

Fri. It rested in your gi-ace 

Tu unloose this tied-up ju.stice, when you 
pleas’d ;• 

And it in yon more dreadful would have 
seem’d, 

Than in Lord Anm*lr». 

Duke, I do fear, too dreadful ; 

Sith ’t was my fault to give the people 
scope, I 

’T would be my tyranny to strike and gall 
them 

For what I bid them do : for wc bid this be 
done. 

When evil deeds Lave their iKumissive pass, 
And nOt the ])unishmont. Therefore, indeed, 
my father, 

I have on Angelo impos’d the office, ♦> 

Who may, in the ambiisli of my name, strike 
home, 

And yet my nature never in the fight. 

To do it slander. And to behold his sway, 

I will, as ’t were a brother of your order, 

Visit both prince ami people: therefore, I 
pr’ythee. 

Supply me with the habit, and instruct me 
How I may formally in pei’son bear me 
like a true .. friar. More I'easons for this 
action. 

At our more leisure shall I render you ; 

Only, this one : — Loixl Angelo is precise : »> 

Stands at a guard with envy ; sc{ii"ce con- 
fesses 

That his blood flows, or that his appetite 
Is more to bread than stone : hence shall we 
see, 

If power change puqiose, what our seemers 
be. \E'jceunt. 

Scene V. — A Nunnery. 

E'id&r Isabella and Francisca*. , 

Isah. And have you nuns no- further pri- 


Upon the sisterhood, the votarists of Saint 
Clare. 

Lvew. \}Vithin.\ Ho! Peace be in this 
place ! 

Isnh. Who’s that which calls? 

Fmn. It is a }nau’s voice. Gentle Isal)ella, 
Turn you the key, and know his business of 
him : 

You may, I may not ; you ai’c yet unsworn. 
When you have vow’d, you must not speak 
with men, 

Butrin the pi'esence of the prioress : ii 

'riien, if you speak, you must not show your 
face. 

Or, if you show your face, you must not speak. 
He calls again : 1 pi’ay you, answer him. 

[Exit. 

Imh. Peace and prosjjerity ! Who is ’t that 
calls ? 

Enter Lucio. 

Luc to. Hail, virgin, if you lie, as those 
clicek-roses * 

Proclaim you are no less ! Can you so stead me. 
As bring rne to the sight of Isabella, 

A. novice of this phice, and the fair sister 
To her unhappy brother Claudio t m 

leal/. Why her unhappy bi’other ? let mo 
ask, 

The rather, for 1 now must make vou know 
J am that Isabella, and liis sister. 

Lucio. Gentle and fair, your brother kimlJy 
greets you. 

Not to Ik} weary with you, he ’s in pnson. 

fsab. Woe me ! for wliat? 

Lucio. For that, which, if myself might bo 
his judge, 

He shoidd receive liis punishment in thanks : 
He hath got his friend with child. 

leal}. Sir, make mo not your story. 

Lucio. It is true, ao 

I would not, though ’t is my familiar sin 
With maids to secin the lapwing, and to 
jest, 

Tongue far from heart, play with all virgins 
so : » 

I hold you as a thing ensky’d, and sainted 
By your renouncement, an immortal spirit. 
And to be talk’d with in sincerity. 

As with a saint. . 

Isab. You do blaspheme the good in mocking 
me. 

Lucio. Do not believe it. Fewness and 
truth, ’t is thus : 

Your brother and his lover have embrac’<I : 


vileges ? 

Fran. Are not these large enough? 

laab. Yes, truly : I speak not as desiring j As those that feed grow full ; as blos.soniing 
moje, _ time. 

But rather wishing a more strict restraint [ That from the seedness the bare fallow brings 

m 
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ZVfEASURE EOR MEASURE. 


Scene I. 


To teeming felson, even so her plenteous 
womb 

Expimsoth his full tilth ami liusbandry. 

Jmb. Some one with eliilil by him f — jVIy 
cousin Juliet 1 
Luclo. Is she your eousiu ? 

Isab. Adoptodly ; as sehool-inaids change 
their names 

By A'ain, though apt, afieciion. 

Liicio. She it is. 

I mb, O ! let him marry her. 

Lucuk This is the point. 

The duke is very strangely gone from hence, 
Bore many gentlemen, myself being one, o\ 
In hand, and h(ipe of action ; but we do 
learn. 

By those that know the very nervf's of .state, 
His giving.s-out were of an infinite distance 
From lii.s true-meant design. IT 2 >on his 
jJace, 

And with full line of his authority, 

Governs Lord Angelo ; a man whose blood 
Is vary snow-brotli ; one who never feels 
The wanton stings and motions of the .sense, 
But doth rebate j«ul blunt his natural edge 
With profits of the mind, study and fast, m 
He (to give fear to use and liberty. 

Which luive, for long, run by the hideous 
Jaw, 

As mice by lions) hatli j)iek’d out an act. 
Under whose heavy .sense vour brother’s 
life 

Falls into foffeit ; he arrests him on if, , 

And follows dost! the rigour of the statute. 


To make him an example. All ho]X) i.s 
, gone, 

Unle^ you have the grace by your fail' 
I)rayer 

To soften Angelo; and that’s my i)ith of 
businass lu 

’Twixt you and your poor brother. 

*tmh. Both he so seek his life ? 

Lucio. , ' , Has censur’d him 

Already ; and, as I hear, the provost hath * 
i A warrant for his execution. 

fsab. Alas ! what jioor ability ’s in u?© o 
To do him good 't , 

Lneio. Assay the power you have. 

Inai). My j)Ower, alas ! I doubt, — 

Jmcxo. Our doul>ts arc traitors. 

And make us lose the good we oft might win. 
By hearing to attem 2 )t. Go to L rd Angplo, 
And let him learn to know, when maidens 
sue, 

i Men give like gods ; but when they weep ami 
kneel, i 

All their petitions are as freely theirs 
As they themselves would owe them. 

I mb. 1 ’ll see Avhat I can do. « 

Lneio. But Speedily. 

Imb. T will about it .straight. 

No longer staying but to give the mother 
Notice of my affair. I humbly thank you : 
Commend me to my brother ; soon at night 
[ ’ll send him certain word of my succeas. 
Lneio. I take my leai^c of you. 

Janb. Gooil sir, adieu, t-' 

\^E«eunL 


A C T 

Scene I. —A Hall in Angelo’s House. 

Jiuier Angelo, Escalcs, a Justice, Prvt:ost, 
Officers, and other Atteudnnts. 

Aiig. We must not make a scarecrow of the 
laiv, 

.Setting it iij) to fear thehirds of jirey. 

And let it keej) one shajje, till custom make 
it 

'fheir perch, and not tljeir terror. 

Escal. Ay, but yet 

Let us be keen, and rather cut a little, 

Thau fall, and bruis<* to death. Alas ! this 
gentleuAan, 

Wiiom 1 would save, had a most jioble 
father. 

Let but your honour know 
(Whom 1 believe to lx? mo.st strait in virtue), 
’ITiat, in the working of your own affections. 


I T. 

Had time coher’d with place, or ^dace with 
wishing, n 

Or that tho resoluttj acting of your blood 

Conld have attain’d the effect of your 'own 
inu’pose. 

Whether you Jjad not, sometime in your 
life, 

Err’d iA this point, which now you censure 
him. 

And imll’d the law \ipon you. 

Atuj. ’T is one thing to bo tem])ted, 
^ Escalus, 

Another thing to fall. I not deny, 

’file jury, passing on the prisoner’s life. 

May in ^ the sworn twelve have a thief or 
two 

Guiltier than him they try; what’s ojjeJi 
made to justice, 

That justice seisses : w'hat know the la'wjs, 
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That thieves do pass on thieves ? T is very 
pregnant, 

The jewel that we find, wo stoop and tijike it,' 

, Because we see it ; but what we do not sec. 
We tread upon, and never think of it. 

You may not so extenuate his offence 
For I liave had sach faults ; but nither tell 
me, 

jWhen I, that censure him, -'o.so offend, 

Ix?t mine own judgment pattern out my 
<leath, .-w 

A.id« nothing come in partial. Sir, be niu.st 
die. 

'J'Jscal. Be it as your wisdom will. 

Ang. Where i.s the [)rov<»st ? 

Prop. Here, if it like your honour. 

Ang. See that C’laudio 

Be execfited by nine to-morrow morning, 
liring him his confessor, h't him be ]»repar’d ; 
For that’s the utmost of his pilgrimage. 

. \Exit Provost. 

Ksml, Well, Heaven forgive hitn, and for- 
give us all ! 

Some vise by sin, and some by virtue fall : 
Some I’un from brakes of vice, and answer 
none. 

And some condemruid for a fault alone. 40 

Enter Eluow and Officers., with Froth and 
Clown. 

Elb. Come, bring tlu-m away. If these l)e 
good ])coplo in a commonweal, that do nothing 
but use their abuses in common house.s, T know 
no law : bring them away. 

Ang. How now, sir ! What’s your name, 
.and what 'e the matter f 

Elb. If it .please your lionour, I am the 
poor duke’s constable, and my name is Elbow; 

1 do lean upon ju-stice, sir; and do bring in 
here before your gootl liojiour tw'o notorious 
benefactors. “ 

Avg. Benefactors! Well; what l>enefactoi*s 
arc they ? ai*e tliey not malefactors 1 

Elb. If it please your honoui’, I know not 
well what they are ; but precise villains they 
aiv, that I am sure of, and void of all ]>ro- 
fanation in the world, that good Christians 
ought to have. 

Esccd. Thi.s comes off well : here 's a wise 
officer. 

Ang. Go to: what quality are tlp'y of! 
Elbow is your name : why do.st thou not 
speak. Elbow ? 

Clo. Ho cannot, sir ; he ’s out at plbow'. 
Ang. What ai’e you, sir? 

Elb. He, sir ? a tapster, sir ; paroel-lMiwd ; 
one that , serves .a bail \yoman, whose house, 
sir was, as they say, pluck’d down in the i 


subui'bs ; and now she professes a hot- 
house, which, 1 think, is a very ill house loo. 

Escal. How know you that ? 

Elb. My wife, sir, whom I detest before 
Heaven and your honour, — 

Escal. How ! thy wife ? 

Elb. Ay, sir; whom, 1 thank Heaven, is an 
honest woman, — :i 

Escal. Dost thou detest her therefore ? 

Elb. I say, sir*, I will detest myself also, a.s 
well as she, that this house, if it be not a 
bawd’s house, it is pity of lier life, for it is 1 
naughty house. 

Escal. How dost thou know that, con- 
stable ? 

Elb. Many, sir, by my wife : who, if she 
had Ijeen a woman cardinally given, might 
have been accused in fornication, adidtery, and 
all uncleanliness there. 

Escal. By the woman’s means ? »:• 

Elb. Ay, sir, by Mistriiss ( fverdoue’s means ; 
but as slic .sj)it in his face, so she defied him. 

Clo. Sir, if it plea.se your honour, this is not 
so. 

Elb. Prove it before thesb varlets hm-e, thou 
honourable man, prove it. 

Escal. [ To Anuelo.] Do you hear how he 
misplaces ? 

Clo. Sir, she came in great with cliild, ami 
longing (saving your honour’s reverence) for 
stew’d prunes. Sir, we had but two in the 
liouse, which at that very distant time stoixl, 
as it wei’e, in a fruit-dish, .a dish of .some three- 
pence : your honours havi* seen such di.shes ; 
they are not China dishes, but viTy good 
dishes. 

Escal. <h) to, go to ; no matter for the 
dish, sir. 

Clo. No, indeed, .sir, not of a i>in ; you are 
therein in the right ; but to the ]x)int. As I 
say, this ]Mistres-s Ell)ow, being, as I ssiy, 
with child, and being great-bellied, and long- 
ing, as I said, for prunes, and having but two 
in the dish, as I said, Master Froth here, this 
very man, having eaten the ii*st, as 1 said, 
and, as 1 say, paying for them very honestly; 
- -for, as you know, Msister Froth, J could not 
giv<‘ you threc-ponce again. nw 

Froth. No, indeed. 

Clo. Very well : you being then, if you be 
i-emembcr'd, cracking the stones of the 
foresaid prunes, — 

Froth. Ay, so 1 did, indeed. 

• Clo. Why, very well : I telling you then, 
if you be remember’d, that sucli a om*, and 
such a one, were past cure of the tiling you 
Avot of, unless they kept very goo<l diet, as I 
told you, — 
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Scene X 


Froth. All this is true. 

Clo. Why, very well then, — 

Faccil. Como ; you are a tediou-s fool : U) 
the purpose. — ^What was done to Elbow’s wife, 
th.at he hath cause to complain of? Come me 
to what was done to h^v. 

Cfv. Sir, your honour cannot come to that 
yet. 

Escal. No, sir, nor T mean it not. h« 

Clo. Sir, but you shall come to it, by your 
honour’.s leave. And, I bespech you, look into 
Mast<*r Ei-oth hei-e, sir; a man of foui-scor«j 
pound a year, whose father died at Hallow- 
mas. — Was ’t not at lIidlow’ma.s, Master 
Froth 1 

Froth. All-Hallo'.vnd eve. 

Clo. Why, very well : I hope hei*e l)e 
truths. He, sir, sittin;?, as I s.iy, in a lower 
chair, sir -’t wa.s in the Bunch of Grapes, 
where, indciHl, you have a <leli;ifht to sit ; have 
you not t 

Froth. I diavf! so, l)ecausc it is an open 
room, and go<id for winter. isi 

Clo, Why, very well then : 1 hope here la* 
truths. * 

Aiuj. Thi.s will last out a night in Rus.sia, 
When nights ar{^ longest ihci*e. I ’ll take my 
leave. 

And leave you to the heai'ing of the cause, 
Hoping you ’ll tiud good cause to whip them 
all. 

Fscal. I think no less. Good morrow to 
your lordshi[>. \^Eji‘At Anghlo.] Now, sir, 
come on : what was done to Elbow's wile, once 
more 1 

Clo. Once, sir? tliere was nothing done to 
her once. 

Ell). I bes(^eeh you, sir, a.sk him what this 
man did to my wife, 

Clo. I be.seech your honour, ask me. 

Eacal. Well, sir, what did this gentleman 
to her ? 

do. I beseech you, sir, look in this gentle- 
man’s face, — Goorl Alaster Froth, look upon 
his honour; ’tis for a go<xl jmrposc. Doth 
your honour mark his face ? 

Eacal. Ay, sir, very well. 

Clo. Nay, I beseech you, mark it well. 

Eacal. Well, I do so.. iso 

Clo. Doth your honour see any harm in 
his face ? 

Eacal. Why, no. 

Clo. I ’ll bo supposed upon a book, his face 
is the worst thing about him. Good then f 
if his face be the wor.st thing about him, how 
could Master Froth do the constable’s wife 
any harm ? 1 would know tliat of your 

honour. ! 


Eacal. He ’s in the right. Constable, w^hat 
say you to it ? 

Elbi First, an it like you, the house is a 
respected house; next, this is a respected 
fellow, and his mistress is a respected woman. • 
Clo. By this hand, sir, 'his wife is a more 
respected person than any of us all. 

Eli). Varlet, thou liest : thou liest, wicked 
vaidet. The time is yet to come that she was. 
ever respected with man, .woman, or child. 

C/o. Sir, she waar respected with him, be- 
foi’e he married with her. * 

Eacal. Which is the wiser iere ? Justice, 
or Ini<)uity ? — Is this true ? ■ m 

Eli. O thou caitiff 1 O thou varlet ! O 
thou wicked Hannibal ! I respected with 
her, befoi'e I wap married to her ? — If ever I 
was I’cspectod with her, or she with* me,' let 
not your worship think me the poor duke’s 
ollicor. Prove this, thou wicked Hannibal, 
oi‘ I ’ll have mine action of battery on thee. 

Eacal. If he tobk you a box o’ th’ ear, you 
might have your action of slander too. 

Elh. Marry, I thank your good worship for 
it. What is ’t your worship’s pleasure* ! shall 
do with thi.s wicked cgitiff? jw 

Eacal. Truly, officer, ])ecause he hath some 
offences in him, that tliou wouldst discover if 
thon couldst, let him continue in his courses, 
till thou know’st what they ai'c. 

Elb. Marry, T thank your worship for it. 
— Thou seest, thou wicked varlet, now, what’s 
come upon thee ; thou art to continue ; now, 
thou varlet, thou art to continue. “ iw 

Eacal. Where were yon boni, friend? 

Froth. Here in Vienna, sir. 

Eacal. Are you of fourscore pounds a year? 
Froth. Ye.s, an ’t pletise you, sir. 

Eacal. So. — What trade are you of, sii- ? 

Clo. A tajister ; a poor widow’s tapster. 
Eacal. Your mistress’ name ? 

Clo. Mistress Overdone. , 

Eacal, Hath she had any more than one 
husband ? 

Clo. I^ipe, sir ; Overdone by the last, soo 
Eacal. Nine ! — Come hither to me, Master 
Froth. Master Froth, I would not have yon 
accpiainted with tapsters ; they will draw you, 
Master Froth, and you will hang them. Get 
you gone, and let me hear no more of you. 

Frotlh. I thank your worship. For mine 
own jiart, I never come into any room in a 
taphouse, but I am drawn in. 

Eacal. ,Well : no more of it, Master Froth ; 
faiewell. \Eodt Froth.] — Come you hither 
to me, master tapster. What’s your name» 
master tapster ? . sn 

Clo, Pompey. * 
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. E»oal. What else ? 

Clo. Biim, sii*. 

Escal. Troth, and your bum is the greatest 
tiling about yon, so that, in the beastliest 
sense, you are Pompey tlie Great. Pomjjey, 
you ai*e partly a bawd, Pompey, howsoever 
you colour it in being a tapster. Are you 
not ? come, tell hie true : it shall be the better 
for you. sat 

do. Truly, sir, I am a poor fellow that 
would live. 

Encal. How would you live, Pom|)ey ? by 
be&ig a baw<l? What do you think of the 
.trade, Pompey*'? is it a lawful trade ? 

CIo. If the law would allow it, sir. 

Escal. But the law will not allow it, Poin- 
pey ; nor it shall not be allowed in Vienna. 

Clo^ Does your worahip mean to geld and 
splay all the youth of the city? 

Escaf.. No, PoinjKsy. sa* 

diK Truly, sir, in my poor opinion, they 
will t<f’t then. If your worship will take 
order for the drabs and the knaves, you need 
not to feai* the bawds. 

Escal. There are pretty orders beginning, 
I Ciin tell you ; it is but heading and hanging. 

do. If you head and hang all that offentl 
that way but for ton year together, you ’ll be 
.glad to give out a commission for moi’c heads. 
If this law hold in Vienna ten vear, I ’ll rent 
the fairest house in it after three-pence a bay. 
If you live to see this come to })ass, say, 
Pompey tohl you so. 241 

E^cal. Thank you, good Pompey ; and, in 
requital of your prof>hecy, hark you : — J ad- 
vi.se you, let me not find you before me again 
uf»on any complaint whatsoever; no, not for 
dwelling where you do : if I do, Pompey, 1 
shall beat you to your tent, and prove a 
shrewd Cjesar to you. In plain dealing, 
Pompey, I shall have you whipt. So, for 
this time, Pompey, fare you well. - 
w Clo. I thank your worship for your good 
counsel ; [ewirffi] but I shall follow it> as the 
flesh and fortune shall bethjr determine. 

Whip me? No, no, let carman whip his jade; 
The valiant lieart ’s not whipt out of his trade. 

[ Eitnt. 

Escal. Come hither to me, Master Elbow ; 
come hither, juaster constoble. How long 
have you been in this place of constable ? 

Elb. Seven year and a half, sir. • 

Escal. I thought, by the readiness in the 
office, you had continued in it some time. 
You say, seven years together ? ■ ' se* 

Elb. And a half, sir. 

Escal. Alas ! it hath been great pains to 
you. They do you w^mg to put yoti so oft 


upon’t. Are there not men in your ward 
suflicient to servo it ? 

Elb. Faith, sir, few of any wit in such 
matters. As they are chosen, they are glad 
to choose me for them : 1 do it for some piece 
of money, and go through with all. 

Escal. Look you bring me in the names of 
some six or seven, the most sufficient of your 
pansh. tti 

Elb. To your worship’s house, sir ? 

Escal. To my house. Fare' you well. 

{E.rit Elbow.. 

WJiat ’s o’cltMJk, think you ? 

Jtist. Eleven, sir. 

EscaJ: T pray you home to dinner with me. 
J'list. I humbly thank you. 

Escal. It grieves me for the <leath of 
Claudio ; 

But there ’s no remedy. 

Just. LoitI Angelo is severe. 

Escal. It is but nee<lfHl ; 

Mercy i.s not itself, that oft looks so ; sai 

Pardon is still thp nxirse of second woe. 

Ihii yet, jMjor Claudio ! — There is no remedy. 
Come, sir. \^Exetmt. 

Scene II. — Another Room in the Same. 

Euler Pro-oost, a»d a Servant. 

Serf). He ’s hearing of a causj^ : he will 
come stmight. 

I ’ll t(dl liim of you. 

Pror. Prayyoti,do. [Exit Sc'n7aiU.'\Vll'k.now 
Ills j>leasurc ; may be, lie will relent. Alas ! 
He hatli but as oftendetl in a dream ; 

All sects, all ages .smack of this .vice-, ami he 
To die for it \~ 

Enter Anoelo. 

Any. Now, whiit ’s tho matter, provost? 
J*rov, Is it your will Claudio shall die to- 
morrow ? 

Am/. Did 1 not tell thee, yea? hiulst thou 
not oriler ? 

Why dost thou ask again ? 

Prov. [jest 1 might be too ra-sli. 

Under your good eoirection, I liave seen, ro 
Wlien, after cxectition,’ judgment hath 
Repented o’er his doom. 

Any. <*o to ; let that be mine : 

Do you your office, or give up your place. 

And you shall well be spar’d. 

Prov. I crave your honour’s pardon. 

What shall bo done, sir, with tlie groaning 
Juliet? 

She ’s very notvr her hour. 

Amj. Disclose of her 



Act II. 


MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 


SCEXE 11. 


T'o some more fitter place, and that with 
speed. 

lie-eufer Servant. 

Serv. Here is the sLster of tlie man con- 
dtmin’d, 

Desires access to you. 

Hath ho a sister ? 

Prov. Ay, my good lord; a verj' virtuous 
maid, •-*11 

And to be shortly of a .sisterhood, 

If not ab'eady. ^ 

Awf. Well, let her l»e admitted. • 

yExit Serranf . 

See you the foniicatress be remov’d ; 

Let her have needful, but not lavish, mejuis ; 
There shall be order for ’t. 

Enter Liroio and Isabella. 

Proi\ God .sa^•e your honour ! 

An</. Stay a little wliile. — [7b I.sab.]-- 
You re welcome ; wliat ’s your will '? 
/sab. I am a woful suitor to your honour, 
I’lease but your honour lu'ar me. 

A)ig. Well ; what s your .suit ? 

Isah. There is a vi«e, that most I do abhor, 
And most desire should meet the blow of 
jiLstice, .•«' 

For which I woidd not plead, but that I 
must ; 

For which I must not plead, but that 1 am 
At war ’twixt will and will not. 

Aiiff. Well ; the iiaitter? 

Isah. I have a brother is condemn’d to <Ue: 
1 do beseech you, let it be his fault, 

And not my brother. 

Prov. [Aside.^ Heaven give tliee moving 
graces 

A lia. Condemn the fault, and not the actor 
“^ofitl 

Why, eveiy fault ’s condemn’d ere it be done. 
Mine were the very cipher of a function. 

To fine the faults, whose fine stands in m-onl. 
And let go by the actor. 

fsab. O just, but severe la^v I 

I liad a brother then. — Heaven keep your 
honour ! r.> 

fyiicio. \To IsABk] Give ’t not o’er so : to 
him again, enti^t him ; 

Kneel down before him, hapg upon his gown ; 
You are too cold : if you should need a pin. 
You could not with more tame a tongue de- 
sire it. 

To him, I .say ! 

Jsab. Must he needs die ? 

Any. Maiden, no remedy. 

Isab. Yes ; I do think that you might 
pardon him, 


And neither Heaven, nor man, giiove at tlm 
mercy. 

Any. 1 will not do ’t. 
hah. • But can you, if you Avould 

Vug. Ijook : wdiat I will not, that I c.\n- 
not <lo. 

Tsuh. But might you do ’t, ami do tho» 
world no wrong, * 

If so your heai*t w’ore touch’d with that re- 
morse 

jVs mine is to him ? • 

A ny. He 's febntenc’d : ’tis too late. 

JjIU'w. •[/’<> IsAB.] Y"ou are too cold. *' * 
(sub. ’I'oo late ? why, 110 ; I, that tlo speak , 
a won!. 

May call it back again. Well, belie\ e this. 
No ceremony that to great ones ’longs, .'i# 
Not the king’s crov'ii, nor the deputiwl sword, 
Th<* mai'shal’s truncheon, nor the judge’s robe, 
Become them with one half so good a gi'ace 
As mercy doe.s. 

I f he had been as yo»i, and you as he, “ 

You woidd have slipp’d like him ; but he, 
like you. 

Would not have been so stem. 

Ang. Pray you, l)e gone, 

Tsab. I would to Heaven I had your 
jKitency, 

And you were Isabel ! should it then l>e thus? 
No ; I would tell wliat ’t were to be a judge. 
And what a prisoner. 

Lm'io. [7’o Tsab.] Ay, touch him; there’s 
the v(*in. Jo 

..1 ug. Your brother is a forfeit of the lay. 
Ami you but waste your wonls. 

I mb. Alas ! alas ! 

Wliy, all the .souls that were were forfeit 
once; 

And He that might the vantage best have took, 
Found out the remedy. How would you lie. 
If He, which is th(i top of judgment, should 
But judge' you as you are ? O, think on that. 
And mercy then will breathe withip your lifv* 
Like man new-made ! 

Aiig. Be you content, fair maid. 

It is the law, not I, condemns your brother ; 
Were he my kinsman, brother, or my son, 

It .should be thus Avith him ; he must die to- 
morrow. 

Isah. 'ro-morrow ? O, that ’s sudden 1 
Spare him, .spare him ! 

He ’s not prepar’d for death. Even for our 
kitchens 

Wc kill the fowl of season : shall we seiwe 
* Heawm 

With less resjject than we do minister 
To our gross .selves ? Good, good my lord, 
licthink you ; 
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SCENB II. 


Who is it that hath died for this offence ? 
There ’s many liave committed it. 

Lucuk \To Isar] Ay, well said. 

- Awj. The law hath not been desid, "though 
. it hath slept : 

Those tminy had not daiFd to do that evil, 

If the first, that did the edict infringe, 

HjkI an8wex'’d for his deed : now, ’t is awake, 
Takes note of what is done, and, like a prophet, 
Looks in a gla&s, that shows what future 
evils. 

Either new, or by I'emissness lujw-concciv’d, 

A nd so in progress to be hateh’d and born, 
Ai*e now to hS,ve no successive degrees, 

Diit, ere they live, to end. 

Tsnb. Yet show some pity. 

Any. I show it most of all, whei' I show 
.justice ; iw 

For then f pity thosti 1 do not know, 

Which a ilisrniss’d offenc<^ would after gall, 
And do him right, that, answering one foul 
*wrong, 

Lives not to act another. Re satisfied : 

Your brotluM’ dies to-morrow : be content. 

So you must b(! the first that gives 
this sentence, 

And he that suffers. O ! it is excidlent 
To have a giant’s strength, but it is tyrannous 
To use it like a giant. 

Lucio. [Z’o ISAB.] That’s well said. 

Tmb. Could gi'cat men thunder no 

As Jove himself doe.s, .Jove would ne’er be 
quiet, 

li'e** every pelting, petty officer 
Would use his heaven foi* thunder ; nothing 
but thunder. - - 
Merciful Heaven ! 

Thou rather with thy sbaiq> and sulphurous 
bolt 

Rplitt’j^t the unwedgeablc and gnarled oak, 
Than the soft myi'tle ; but man, pixmil man ! 
Drest in a little brief authority, 

Mo.st ignorant of what he ’s most assur’d. 

His glassy essence, — like an angry ape, la) 
Plays such fantastic tricks befoi'o high 
heaven, 

As make the angels weep ; who, with our 
spleens, 

Would all themselves laugh mortal. 

Lwio. [To IsAB.] O, to him, to him, wench! 
He will relent : 

He 's coming ; I pei-ceive ’t. • 

Prov. [Aside,'\ Pray Heaven, she win him! 
Igftb. We cannot weigh our brother with 
ourself : <. * 

Gi-eat men may jest with samts ; ’t io wit in 
them, 

But ill the less foul profanation. 


L>u'.io.[To Isar] Thou ’lii in the righh 
girl : more o’ that. 

fsnb. I'hat in the captain ’s but a choleric 
word, lu 

Which in the soldier is flat blasphemy. 

Lw'io. [To Isar] Art avis’d o’ that 'f more 
on ’t. 

Any. Why do you ])ut these sjiyings ujiou 
me! 

Isab. Because authority, though it err like 
othens, 

Hath yet a kind of medicine in itself, 

Tlsixt skins the vice o’ the top. Go to your 
bo.som ; 

Knock there, and ask your heart, what it 
loth know 

That ’s like my brother’s fault : if it confess 
A natuial guiltiness, such as is his, m 

Let it not .sound a thought upon your tongiu^ 
Against my brother’s life. 

Any. [As'iV/e.] She .speak.s, and ’tis 

Such .sense, that my senst! bi-ceds with it. 
Fare you well. 

Isnb. Gentle my lord, turn bsick. 

Any. I will liethink me. — Come again to- 
moiTow. " 

fs<d). Hark, how I ’ll bribe you. Good my 
lord, turn b.ack. 

Any. How, brilie meJ 
fsnb. Ay, with such gifts, that Heaven 
shall share with you. 

Lnrio. [2'o Isab.] You had marr'd all else. 
Isab. Not with fond shekel.s of the t<‘sted 
gold, nu 

Or stones, whose rates are either rich or poor 
As fancy values them ; but with true prayera, 
TJiat -.shall be up at heaven, and enter there 
Kre .sunrise : prayers from jjre.sferved souls, 
From fasting maids, whose minds are dedicate 
To nothing teinjmral. 

Any. Well; come to me to-morrow. 

Lncio. [To Isab.] Go to; ’tis well : away! 
/snb. Heaven keep your honour .safe ! 

Any. [Aside.‘\ Amen: 

For I am that way going to temptation, 
Where prayei’S cross. 

htib. ' At what hour to-morrow 
Hhall T attend your lordship ? 

Atijy. At any time ’fore noon. i«w 

h(^. ’Save your, honour ! 

[Exeunt liUcio, Isabella, and Pro cost. 
A ng. From thee ; even from thy virtue ! — 
Whj\t’.s this ! what’s this? Is this her fault, 
or mine ? 

The tempter, or the tempted, who sins most ? 
Ha! 

Not she, nor doth she tempt ; but it is I, 

That> lying by the violet in the sun, 
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Do, as the carrion does, not as the flower, 
Oornipt with virtuons season. Can it be, 
That modesty may more betray our sense iti 
T han woman’s lightness ? Having waste 
groutid enough, 

Shall we desire to raze the! sanctuary, 

And pitch our evils thei*e ? O, lie, fie, fie ! 
What dost thou, or what tirt thoii, Angelo 1 
Dost thou desire her foully for those things 
That make her good ? O, let her brotlier 
live ! 

Thievo.s for their robbery ha^c authority, 
When judges steal themselves. What ! do I 
love her, 

Tliat I desire to hear her spe^k again, 

An<l feast upon her eyes 1 What is ’t 
dream on t 

O cunning enemy, that, to catch a saint. 

With saints dost bait thy hook ! Most 
dangerous 

Is that temptation, that doth goad us on 
To sin in loving virtue. Never could the 
stinimpet, ^ 

With all her double vigour, art and nature. 
Once stir my tem|)er ; but this virtuous maid 
J^ubduos me quite.— Ever, till now, 

When men were fond, I smil’d, and wonder’d 
how, f E.cit. 


ScE.VE 111. — A Room in a Prison. 

EiUei' Duke, disguised as a Friar, aud 
Provost. 

Duke. Hail to you, provost ; so I think 
you are. 

Prov. I am the provost. What’s your 
will, ^ood friar? 

Duke. Bound by my charity, and my 
bloss’d order, 

1 come to visit the afilicteil .spirits 
Here in the pri.son : do me the common right 
I’o let me see them, and to make me know 
The nature of their crimes, that I may 
minister 

’fo them accordingly. 

Pror. t would do more than that, if more 
w'ere needful. 

IjOoIv, h(;re comes one : a gentlewoman of 
mine, , lo 

W’ho, falling in the flames of her own youth. 
Hath blister’d her report. She is with child. 
And he that got it, senttme’d — a young man 
More fit to do another such offence, 

Than die for thia 

Eu,tsr JuLfET. 

Duke. When must he die ? 


Prov. As I do think, lo-morrow.— - 

[To Juliet.] I have provided for you: stay 
awhile. 

And yen shall be conducted. 

Duke. Repent you, fair one, of the sin yon 
carry ? 

Juliet. I do, and beiir the shame mofct 
jratiently. » 

Duke,. I ’ll teach you how you shall arraign 
your conscience, 

And try your penitence, if it bo sound, 

Or hollowly put on. 

Juliet. I ’ll gladly learn. 

Duke. Love you the mar ’.that wrong’d 
you ? 

Jidiet. Yes, as I love the woman that 
wrong’d him. 

Duke. So then,- it seems, your most ofTence- 
ful act 

Was mutually committed ? 

Juliet. Mutually. 

Duke. Then was your sin of heavier kind 
than his. * 

Juliet. I do confess it, and l■eJ^ent it, father. 

Duke.. ’T is meet so, daughter : but lest you 
do repent, !«• 

As that the sin hath brought you to this 
sliame ; 

Which sorrow is always toward ourselves, 
not Heaven, 

Showing, w^would not spare Heaven as we 
love it. 

But as we stand in fear. 

Juliet. I do rejrent me, as it is an evil, , 
And take the shame with joy. 

Duke. There rest. 

Vour [mrtner, as T hear, must die to-moirow, 
And I am going with instruction to him. 
Grace go with you ! lienedicite f [Exit. 

.Juliet. Mu.st die to-morrow ! O, injurious 
love, 40 

Tliat I’espites mo a life, whose very comfort 
Is still a dying horror ! »* 

Prov. ’T is pity of him. [Exemd.. 


ScEME IV. — A Room in Angelo’s House, 
Enter Angelq. 

Aug. When I would pray and think, I 
tlkink and pray 

To several subjects : Heaven hath my empty 
words, 

Whilst my invention, hearing not my tongue, 
Anchors on Isabel : Heaven in my mouth 
As if I did but only chew his name. 

And in my heart the strong and swelling evil 
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Of my conception. Tlic atiite,' whereon I 
studied, 

Is like u good tiling, b«nng often read, ' 
Grown sear’d and tc^dious ; yea, my gravity. 
Wherein (let no man hear me) 1 take pride, lo 
(.!ould I, with boot, change for an idle plume. 
Which the air heats ffir vaiiu O phuie ! O 
form ! 

How often dost thou with '^hy case, thy habit, 
Wrench awe from fools, and tie the wiser 
souls 

Toothy false seeming ! — Blood, thou art blood: 
Jjet ’s write gpo<.l angel on the devil's horn, 

•T is not the devil’s crest. 

Enter a SerivtuL 

ft 

How now ! who ’s there '! 

Serv. One Isal'el, a. sister. 

Desires access to you, 

. Any. Teach lier the way. Servant. 

O heavens ! 20 

Why ifoes my blood t,hus jnuster to my heai*t, 
Making both it unable for itself, 

And dispossessing all niy other parts 
Of nwessary litncss 1 

So play the foolish throngs with one that 
swoons ; 

Come all to help him, and so stop the air 
By which he shoulil revive : ami even so 
'Tlie general, subject to a. woli-wish’d king, 
Quit their own part, and in ol^quious fond- 
ness 

Crowd to his presence-, where their untaught 
love 

Must needs ajipear offr-noe. 

Enter Isabella. 

How now, lair maid % 

Tsnh. I am come to know your pleasure. 
Ai^. That you might know it. would much 
better please me. 

Than to demand what 't is. Your brother 
" cannot live. 

Tsah. Even so, -Heiiven keep your honour! 

\JR,etirmy. 

Any. Yet may he live awhile ; and, it may 
be. 

As long as you, or I : yet he must <lie. 

Jsah. Tinder your sentcnco 't 
Any. Yea. 

Isab. When, I beseech youl that in his 
reprieve, * 

Ijonger or shoi-ter, he may he so fitted. 

That his soul sicken not. ^ 

Any. Ha ! fie, thesis liltliy vici^s ! It were 
as good 

To pardon him, that hath from nature stolen 
A man already made,’ as to remit 


Their saucy sweetness, tliat do coin Heaven’s 
image 

In stamps that are forbid : ’t is all as easy 
Falsely to take away a life true made. 

Ah to put metal in restrained means, 

To make a false one. .w 

/mb 'T is set down so in heaven, but not 
in earth. 

Any. Hay you so? then, F shall pose you 
•piicklys , 

Which had you rather, that the most just 
law 

Nbw took your brother’s life, or, to redeem 
him. 

Give up your body to such sweet \incleanness 
As she that he hath stam’d ? 

I.mb. Sir, belicn e this, 

I had rather give my body than my soul. 

Any. I talk not of your soul. Our com- 
pell’d sins 

Stand more for num})er than for accompt. 
/mb. How say you ? 

Any. Nay, I ’IJ not warrant that ; fori can 
s|}eak li) 

Against the thing I say. Answer to this :• — 
I, now the voice of the recorded law, 
Pronounce a sentence on your brother’s life .■ 
Might there not b<,) a charity in sin, 

To save this bi-other’s life ? 

I mb. Please you to do t, 

I ’ll take it as a |)eril to my soul ; 

It is no sin at all, but charity. 

Any. Pleas’d you to do ’t, at [leril of your 
soul, 

Were equal jioise of sin and charity. 

/sab. That T do beg his life, if it be sin, m 
Heaven let me bear it ! you granting of my 
suit, 

If that be sin, I ’ll make it my morn-prayer 
To have it added to the faults of mine. 

And nothing of yonr answer. 

Any. Nay, but hear me. 

Your sense pursues not mine ; either you arc 
ignorant. 

Or seem .so, craftily j and that ’s not good. 
Isab. I^“t me lie ignorant, ami in nothing 
good, 

feut graciously to know I am no better. 

Any. Thus wisdom wishes to appear most 
bright, 

When it doth ta.x itself: as the.se black masks 
Proclaim an enshield beauty ten times louder 
Than beauty could, display’d. — But mark me ; 
To be received plain, I ’ll apeak more gross : 
Your brother is to die. 

Isab. Ho. 

Any. And his offence is so. as it appears 
Accountant to the law upon that pain. 
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Jmb. True. 

Aiuj. .Admit no other way to save liis life, 
(As 1 suhscrilMi not that, nor any other, »> 
J >nt in till* loss of question) that you, his sistei', 
Find ill" yourself desir’d of such a jierson. 
Whoso credit with the jmlge, or own givat 
jilace, 

lUould fetch your brother from .the manacles 
(.)f the all-building law, and that there were 
Xo earthly mean to .save him, but that either 
You must lay down the treasures of your 
body 

To this suppos’d, or else to let him suiter,* 
What would you do '] 

ItKfJ). As much for my poor brother, as my- 
self : i'«» 

'I'liat is, were I under the terms of death, 

'riie imiiression of keen whips I ’<l wear as 
rubies, 

And strip myself to death, as to a becl 
That longing have been sick for, ore I ’d yield 
My tioily up to shame. 

Ang. Then must your brother die. 

Tttfib. And ’t were the clieaper way. 

Better it were, a brother died at once, 

Thau that a sister, by I’edeeming him. 

Should die for ever. 

Anrj. Were not you then as cruel as the 
sentence no 

That you have slander’d so ? 

/inth. Jgnomy in ransom, an<l free pardon, 
Are of two hotuses : lawful mercy 
Is nothing kin to foul redemption. 

Ang. You seem’d of late to make the law a 
tyrant ; 

Ami ratlier prov’d the sliding of your brother 
A merriment, than a vice. • 

Imb. O, pftnlon me, my lord I it oft falls 
out. 

To have what wo would have, we s]^ik not 
what we mean. 

I something do excuse the thing 1 hate, i»> 
For his advantage that 1 dearly love, 

A)uj. We are all frail. 

lafdt. Else let my brother die, 

1 f not a fedary, but only he, 

< )we and succteed thy weakness. 

Aug. Nay, women are frail too, 

Jsnb. .\y, as the glasses whei^ they view : 
tliem-selves, 

Which are as easy broke as they make form.s. 
Women ! — Help Heaven ! men their creation | 
mar 

In profiting by them. Nay, call u.s ten times 
flail. 

For we are soft as our complexions are, 

And credulous to false prints. 

A tig. I think it well ; 


And from this testimony of your own sex, 
(Since, I .suppose, wo are made to be no 
strenger, 

Thau faults may shake our frames) let me be 
j bolil 

J do arrest your words. Be that you are, 
That is, a woman ; if you bo more, you ’Pe 
none : 

If you bo one (as you are well express’d 
By all external Varrants), show it now, 
j By putting on the destin’d livery. 

I sab. I have no tongue but one : gentle njy 
lord, no 

Let me entreat you speak the former lan- 
guage. 

A tig. Plainly conceive, I love, you. 

tsnh. - My brother did love Juliet ; and you 
tell me, 

That he shall die for ’t. 

A tig. He shall not, Isabel, if you give mo 
love. 

. Tsnh. I know, your virtue hath a license in ’t, 
Which seems a little fouler that it is. 

To pluck on others. 

.( tig. Believt! me, on mine hpnour. 

My words ex])ress my ptirpose. 

Isab. Ha ! little honour to be much 
believ’d, i.w 

And most pernicious purpose ! — Seeming, 
seeming ! — 

I will proclaim thee, Angelo ; look for ’t ; 
Sign me a present pairdon for my brother, 

( )r w'ith an outstretch’d throat I ’ll tell the 
world 1 

,A loud what man thou art. 

Ang. Who will believe thee, Isabel ? 

My un.soil’d name, the austereness of my life. 
My vouch against you, .and m'^ place i’ the 
state. 

Will so your accusation ovei'wcigh, 

That you shall stifle in your own rejmrt, 

And smell of calumny. I have begun, i« 
And now I give my sensual race the rein.: • 
Fit thy consent to my sharp .appetite ; 

Lay by all nicety, and prolixious blushes. 
That banish what they sue for ; redeem thy 
brother 

By yielding up thy laxly to my will, 

Or else he must not only die the death. 

But thy tinkindness shall his death draw out 
To lingering sufferance. Answer me to- 
meiTow, 

Or, by the affection that now'guides me most, 
I ’ll prove a tyrant to him. As for you, 

Say what yftu can, my false o’erweighs your 
true. \Exit. 

Isnb. To whom should I complain 1 Did I 
toll this, 


506 



Act ill. 
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Scene I. 


Who would believe me 'I O [perilous moutlis I 
That bear in them one and the selfsame 
tongue, 

Either of condemnation or approof, « 
Bidding the law make cmirt’sy to their will, 
Hooking both right and wrong to the appetite. 
To follow as it draws. I ’ll to my brother : 
Though he hath fallen by prompture of the 
blood, 

• Yet hath he in him such a mmd of honour, !«“ 


A a T 

Scene I. — A Room in the Prison. 

Enter Di'KE, m a Eriar, (^L.\i:i)lo, and 
* Prtmint. 

Duke. So, then you hojHi of pardon from 
Lord Angelo I 

Vlnud. The miserable have no other metli- 
cine, ’ 

l>ut only hope. 

i have hope tt) live, and a,m prepar’d to die. 

DuJie, Be absolute for death ; either death, 
or life. 

Shall thereby lie the .sweeter. Reason thus 
with life 

Tf J do lose thee, I do lo.se a thing 
'Phat none but fools would keep ; a breath 
thou art. 

Servile to all the skyey influences, » 

'Phot do this habitation, where thou koop’st. 
Hourly atflict. Merely, thou art death's fool ; 
For him thou labour’sc by thy flight to shun, 
And yet ruuu’st toward him .still. Thou art 
not iroble ; 

For all the aeeomrnotlations that thou bear’.st 
Ar(>i riuns’d by baseness. Thou art by no 
means valiant ; 

For thou do.st fear the soft mid tender fork 
OS a poor worm. Thy best of rest is sleep. 
And that thou oft provok’st ; yet grossly 
fear’st 

Thy death, which is no mom Thou art not 
thy.self ; i» 

For thou exist'st on many a thousand grains 
That issue out of dust. Happy thou ait. not; 
For what thou hast not, still thou striv'.st to 

And what thou hast, forgett’.st. Thpu art not 
certain ; 

For thy complexion shifts to .stinnge effects. 
After the moon. If thou art rhdi, thou’rt> 
2mor ; 

For, like an ass, whose back with ingots liows, 
Thou bear’st thy heavy riches but a journey, 


That, hail he twenty^heads to tendei’ down 
On twenty bloody blocks, he ’d yield them uj>, 
Before his sister should h^r body stooi* 

To such abhorr’d pollution. 

Then, I.sabel, live chaste, and, brother, 
die : 

More than our brother is our chastity. 

I ’ll tell him yet of Angelo’s re(pie.st. 

And fit his mind to death, for his .soul’s rest. 
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And death unloads thee. Friend hast thou 
none ; 

For thine own bowels, which do call thee .sire. 
The mere effusion of thy jiroiier loins, 

Do cur.se the gout, serpigo, aiul the rheum, 
For ending thee no .sooner. ’Pliou liast nor 
youth, nor iige, 

But, as it were, an after-dinner’s sleep, 
Dreaming on both^ for all thy blessed youth 
B(‘comes an aged, and doth beg the alms 
Of palsied eld : and when tJiou art old and rich, 
'Phou hast neither lieat, aftection, limb, nor 
beauty, 

To maki^ thy riches jileasant. What ’s yet in 
this, 

Th:it hem’s the name of life 1 Yet in this lib* 
Lie Jiitl more thousand deaths, yet death wr 
fear, i ' 

.That makes these odds all even. 

CjhnuL I liumblv thank you. 

’Po sue to live, T find I seek to die, 

And, seeking death, find life : let it come on. 

Jsah. [ Without.^ What, ho ! • Peac(! here ; 
grace and gooii company ! 

Proi'. Who ’s there '1 come in : the Avish 
tleserves a welcome. 

Duke. Dear sir, ere long J ’ll visit you again. 

Claud. Most holy sir, 1 thaiik you. 

Enter Isabella. 

hah. My husineas is a word or two with 
Claudio. 

Pror. And very welcome. Look, signior ; 
here ’s your sister. 

Duke. Provost, n word with you. 

Pro^. As many as you jilease, 

Duke. Bring me to hear them speak, where 
I may be conceal’d. > 

\^E.re.unt Dcke and l*roroxt. 

Claud. Now, si.stei’, what 's the comfort ? 

Imh. Why, as all c^omfoi’ts arc : most good, 
most good, indeed. 

Lord Angelo, having affairs to heaven, 
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Ijitends you for his swift lanilmsodor. 

Where you sliall be an everlasting leiger : 
'rherefoie, youx- Ixest appointment inaJke with 
Sjxeed ; 

To-morrow you sot on. 

ChiKtl. Is there no reinetly? 

hah. None, but such I'cmedy, a.s to save a 
head 

To cleave a heart in tw'ain, 

Olntif/. Bxit is there any ? 

hah. Yes, bother, you may live ; 

Tiiere i.s a dexnlish mercy in, the judge, 

If you ’ll implore it, that will free your life, 
But fetter you till death. 

Clmtd. Perpetual durance i 

hah. Ay, just ; peipetxial durance : a re- 
straint, 

Though all the world’s vastidity you had, 

To a determin’d scope. 

Chiud. But in what natmv? 

hah. Jn such a one as, you consenting 
to *t. 

Would bax*k your honour from that ti’unk 
yon bear, * 

And leave you naked. 

Claud. Bet me know the point. 

Tmb. O, 1 do fejir thee, Claudio; and 1 
quake, 

I^est thou a feverous life shouhhst entertain, 
And six or seven winters xnoi'c resjmct 1 

T’han a per]J<‘tuaI honour. Dar’.st thou die 1 | 

The .sen.se of death is most in apprehension. 
And the j)oor beetle, that we tread upon, 

In corporal suflerance finds a pang as great 
As whexi a giant die.H. 

Claud. Why give you me this shame 1 
Think vou I can a resolution fetch 
From floweiy tenderness 1 If 1 mxist die, 'H 
I will encounter darkne.ss xis a bride, 

And hug it in mine arms. 

hah. There spake my brother : there my 
father’s grave 

Did xitter forth a voice. Yes, thoxi must 
lie: 

Tliou art too jioble to conserve a life 
In hjise appliances. This outward-Siiinteil 
leputy, 

Whose settled vi.sage and deliberate woi-d 
Nips youth i’ the head, and follies doth j 
emmew, 

As falcon doth the fowl, is yet a devil ; 

Jlis filth within being cast, he would appear 
A pond as deei* as hell. 

Clmid. The princely Angelo ? 

hah. O, ’t is the cxxnning livery of hell, 

'rhe damned’st iKjdy tx) invest and cover 
lo. princely guards ! Do.st tliou think, 
Claudio ? — 


If I would yield him my virginity. 

Thou rnightet be freed. 

Cla ml. O heavens ! it cannot be. 

hah. Ye.s, he would give it thee,* from this 
rank offence, 

So to offeml him still. This night ’s the time 
'Phat 1 should do what I ablior to name, 

Or id.so thou <li“st to-morrow, 

Claud. Tliou shalt not do ’t. 

Isah. O I wef(!* it but my life, 

J ’<1 throv.' it down for your deliverance 
As frsinkly as a jun. 

Clmtd.' Thanks, dear Isabel! 

luah. Be re:uly, C-Iaudio, for your de^th 
to-morrow. 

Clmtd. Yes. Ha.s he afiectiops in him, 
That thu,s can make him bite the law by the 
nose, . , 

When he would force it '? Sure, it is no sin j 
Or of the deadly s^'ven it is the least. 
h<dt. Which is the least ? 

Claud. If it were damnable, lie, being .so 
wise, 1)0 

Why would h" for tlie mouientary trick 
Be porduraldy fin'd ? — (.) Isabel ! , 

hah. What says my lirotlier? 

Claud. Death i.s a fearful thing 

hah. An<l .slairnetl life a hateful. 

Claud. Ay. but to die, and go we know 
not whei'e 

To lie in cold obstruction, anti to rot ; 

Tliis sensible warm motion to become 
A kneaded clod : and the delighted spirit 
To bathe in fiery floods, or to reside 
In thrilling regions of thick-riblied ice ; lau 
To be imprison’d in the viewless winds, 

Ard blown with r<*stle.ss violence round about 
The pendant worhl ; or to 1)e wom'e than worst 
Of those tliat lawless and incertain thoughts 
Imagine liowling ! — t is too Iiomble. 

The wearie.st and iiiost loatlied worldly life, 
That age, aclie, penury, sintl imprisonment 
Can lay on nature, i.s a }»aradise 
To what wo fear of death. 
hah. Alas ! filas ! 

Claud. Sweet .sister, let me live, iso 

What sin you <lo to save a brother’s life, 
Nature di.spen.sos witli the deed so far, 

That it beconiHr, u virtue. 

hah. () you beast ! 

O faithle.sH cowaril ' O di.shone.st wretch ! 
Wilt thou, be made a man out of my vice 1 
Is ’t not a kind of incest, to take life 
From thine own .sister’s shame t Wliat should 
* J thkik '( 

Heaven shield, iny mother play’d my father 
fair; 

For such a wa rped slip of wilderness 
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Ne’er issu’d from his blood. Take my de- 
iiance : 

Die ; perish ! Migiit l)ut my bending down 
Reprieve thee from thy fate, it should^proceed. 

I ’ll pray a thousand prayers for thy death, 

' No woixl to save thee. 

■ dated. Nay, hear me, Isabel. 

Isab. O, fie, fie, fie ! 

Thy sin 's not accidentel, ^ ait a trade. 

Mercy to thee would prove itself a l>a.wd : 

’T is best that thdii diest quickly. .[(joing. 
plaud. O hear me, Isaliella ! 

• ^ Re-enter Duke. 

Duke. Youchsafe a woi'd, young sister ; 
but one word. '»> 

Jsah. What is your will ? 

Dvjee, Might you ilispense with your leisur", 

I would by-and-by have some speech with 
you : the satisfaction I would requiro, is 
likewise your own benefit. 

Isafj. I have no superfluou.s leisure : my 
staj'^ must be stolen out bf other affaiis ; but 
I will attend you awhile. ic^ 

Duke. \Asule. to Cl AUDIO.] Sou, I have 
ovei^ieaiil what hath passed between you and 
your sistei’. Angelo liad never the purpose to 
cormpt her ; only he hath made an assfiy of 
Ijer virtue, to practise his jiulginent with the 
disjiosition of nature.s. She, having the 
truth of lionour in her, hath made him that 
gracious ilenial which he is most glad to 
receive : 1 am confessor to Angelo, and I 
k/xow this to be true ; therefore prepare your- 
self to death. Do not satisfy your resolution 
with ho|.)es that .are fallible : to-morrow you 
must die. (lo ; to your knees, and make 
ready. • ru 

Claud. Let me ask my sister pardon. I 
am so out of love with life, that 1 will sue to 
be rid of it. 

' Duke. Hold you there : farewell. 

# [Rxit Claudio. 

Re-enter Provost. 

Provost, a word with you. 

Prov. What ’s your will, father 
Duke. That now you are come, you will be 
gone. Leave me awhile with the maid ; my 
mind promises with my habit, no loss shall 
touch her by my company. 

Prov. In good time. [Exit. 

Duke. The hand that hath mhde you .fair 
hath made you good: the goodness that is 
cheap in beauty makes beauty brief in good- 
ness ; but grace, being tlie souF of your com- 
plexion, shall keep the body of it ever fair. 
The assault, that Angelo hath made to you, 
fortune hath convey’d to my understanding ; 
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and, but that frailty hath examples for his 
falling, I should wonder at Angelo. How 
will you do to content this substitute, and to 
save your' brother 1 ihh 

/sah. I am now going to resolve him. I 
had rathei’ tny brother die by the law, than 
my son shouhl he unlawfully born. JBut O, 
how much is the good duke deceiveil in 
Angelo ! If ever he return, and 1 can apeak 
to him, I will open my lips in vain, or dis- 
cover his governmemt. 

Duke. That ::.hall not he much amiss ; yet, 
aS the matter now staiuls, he will avoid your 
acrcusation : he made tri.al of you only'.— - 
Therefore, fiasten your ear on my advisings : 
to the love 1 have in <loing good a reinedv 
jrt’esents itself. I do make myself believe, 
that you may most uprighteously do a ^)oor 
wronged lady a merited benefit, redeem your 
brother from the angry law, do no .stain to 
your own gracioins penson, and much please 
the absent duke, if, jieradventure, he shall 
ever I’c'tuiai to h^ve hearing of this business. 

Isalt. Let mo hear you speak further. T 
have spirit to do anything that apjiears not 
foul in the truth of my ‘spirit. 

Duke.. Virtiux is bold, and gootlness never 
fearful. Have you not heard speak of Ma- 
riana, the sister of Frederick, the gi’eat. 
soldi<*r who miscarried at sea '? 

Isuh. 1 have heard of the lady’, and 
words went ■with her name. 

Duke. She should this Angelo have married ; 
was alfianced to her by' oath, and the nuptial 
appointed : between which time of the 
contract, an<l limit of the solemnity', hei 
brother Froderick was wrecked at sea, having 
in that })eri.sh’d vessel th<i dowry of his sister. 
Hut mark how heavily this befell to tlie poor 
gentlewoman : tliere slm lost a noble and re- 
* nowneil brothei*, in his love toward her ever 
most kind ami natural ; with him the portion 
and sinew of her foi+une, her marriage-dowry ; 
W'ith both, her combinat.<^ Inisband, this well- 
seeming Angeh>. 

/jfuh. ^Can this be so? Did Angelo so 
leave her 't 

Duke. J..eft her in luit- te.ar.s, and dried not 
one of them with his comfort ; swalloweil his 
vows whole, jiretending in her discoveries of 
di.shonour : in few, bestowed her on her own 
lamentation, which she yet wears forhi.s .sake, 
and he, a marble to her tear:;, is washeil witJi 
them, but relents not. 

fsab. What a merit wore it in death to 
take this poor maid from the world ! What 
corruption in this life, that it will let this 
man live ! — But how out of this can she avail t 
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Dalce. It is a rupture that you may easily 
lical ; and the cure of it not only saves your 
brother, but keeps you from dishonour ii 
doiiuf it. 

I nab. Show me how, good fatlier. sat 

Duke. This fore-named maid hath yet in 
her the contimtanco of her first affection : his 
unjust unkindness, that in all reason should 
have (pienehed her love, hath, like an imjjedi- 
ment in the current, made it more violent 
and unruly. Go you to Angelo : answer his 
I’ecpiiring witli a plau.sible obedience : agree 
with his demands to the point ; only refer 
yourself to this advantage, — first, that your 
.stay with him may not be long, that the time 
may have all shadow and silence in it, and 
the phtce answer to convenience. This being 
granted in course, — and now follows all,— ■ 
we shall advise this wronged mai<l tn stead 
up your appointment, go in your jdacH; if 
the encounter acknowledge it.self h(u*(;after, 
it may compel him to her recompense. ; aiwl 
here by this is your brotljer saved, your 
honour untainted, the poor Mariana advan- 
taged, and the corrui)t deputy scaled. The 
maid will I frame, ‘hnd make fit for his 
attempt. If you think well to carry this, 
as you may, the doubloness of the benefit 
<lefends the deceit from rei)roof. What think 
you of it ? »«> 

Isab. The image of it gives me content 
.already, and, I trust, it will grow to a most 
[)rosperous perfection. 

Duke. It lies much in your holding up. 
Haste you speetlily to Angelo : if for this 
night ho entreat you to his lied, giv'e him 
nromise of .satisfiiction. I will presently to 
St. Luke's ; there, at the moated grange, 
resides this dejected Mariana ; at that place 
call upon me, and desj^atch with Angelo, that 
it may be quickly, 2 -,) 

Isah. I thank you for this cotnfort. Fare 
you well, good father. [^Exeunt. 


Scene II. — The Street l>efore the Prison, j 

Enter Duke, m a Friar ; to him Elbow, 

C/oimi, and Officers. 

• 

Elh. Nay, if there be no remedy for it, but 
that you will needs buy and sell men and 
women like bejists, wo shall have all the 
world drink brown »i,nd white laistard. 

Duke. O heiivens I what stuff is hero 1 

Ch>. ’T was never merry world, since, of 
two psuries, the merriest was put down, and 
the worser allowed by order of law a furr’<l 
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gown to keep him warm; and furr’d with 
fox and hvmb-skins too, to signify that craft, 
being richer than innocency, stands for the 
facing. ‘ II 

Etb. Come your way, sh’. — ’Bless you, 
good father friar, 

Duke. And you, good brother fathel*,* 
What offence hath this man made you, sir ? 

Elb. Marry, sir. he hath, offended the 
law ; and, sir, we ' take him to be a thief too, 
sir ; for we have fourid upon him, sir, a 
.stmnge picklock, which we have sent to t^jhe, 
deputy. 

Duke. Fie, sirrah : a bawd, a wicked • 
bawd ! sti 

The evil that thou causest to be done, 

'That i.s thy means to live. Do thou but 
think 

What ’t is to cram .a maw, or clothe a back, 
Frem such a filthy vice : .say to thyself. 

From their abominable and Iwastly touches 
I .drink, I eat, array , myself, and liv^e. 

(Janst thou believe tliy living is a life, 

So stinkingly depending? Go mend, go 
mend. 

Clo. Indewl, it does stink in some, sort, 
sir ; but yet, sir, f would prove — • 

Duke. Nay, if the devil h.ave given thee 
proofs for sin. 

Thou wilt prove his. Take him to prison, 
officer ; 

(Correction aJid iiastruction must both work. 

Ere thi.s rude beast will profit. 

Elb. He must before the deputy, sir ; I.e 
has given him warning. The tleputy t^annot 
abide a whorernoster : if he be a wlum'- 
monger, and comes bi^foi’c him, he were as 
^ood go a mile on his errand. 

Dulee. That we were all, jis some would 
scorn to be. 

From our faults, as faults from .seeming, 
free ! w 

Elb. His neck will come to your waist, — a' 
cord, sir, 

Clo. I spy comfort : I cry, bail. Here ’.s a 
gentleman, and a friend of mine. 

Enter Lucio. 

Luxio. How now, noble Porapey? What, 
at tlje wheels of Ciesar'l Art thou le.tl in 
triumph? What, is there none of Pygmalion’s 
images, newly made woman, to be had now, 
for putting the luxnd in the poc'ket and ex- 
tracting it clutch’d? What reply? Ha? 
Wli.at say’st Wiou to this tune, matter, and 
method ? Is ’t not drown’d i’ the last rain ? 
Ha ? What 8ay’.st thou, trot ? Is the world 
afi it was, man ? Which’ is the way 1 Is it 
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sad, ami few words, or how '( The trick of 
it ? , i'i 

Dukf.. Still tliiis, and thus : still worse ! 

L%icu^. How {loth my dear inors{d, thy 
mistress 1 Piwures she still '{ Ha? 

CVo. Troth, sir, she hath eaten up all lier 
beef, and she herself is in the tub. 

Lucio. Why, 't is good ; it is the right of 
it ; it must be so : ever j ur fresh whoiv-, ami 
your ]x>wder'd bawd : an unshunn’d cojise- 
<|Uence j it must be so. Art going to prison, 

• Bonipey ? «s 

Clo. Yes,, faith, air. 

■ Lnoio. Why, 't is not amiss, Pomjjey. 
Farewell. Go ; say, I sent thee thither. For 
debt, Ponipey, or how ? 

AVft. F(ir being a bawd, for being a bawd. 

iJicio. Well, then imj>rison him. If im- 
]>risonm(mt be the due of a bawd, why, ’t is 
his right ; bawd is he, doubtless, and of 
anti{yuty too ; bawd-born. Farewell, good 
Pompe.y. Oommend /iie to the prison, 
Pomj)ey. You will turn good husband now, 
Pompoy ; you will keep the house. 

Gfo. I liopo, sir, your good worship Avill be 
my bail. 

Lv^io, No, indeed, will I not, Pomp<w ; 
it is not the wetir. I will pray, Pompey, to 
incrt)a.se your bondage : if you take it not 
]»atiently, why, your mettle is the more?. 
A<Ueu, trusty Pompey. — 'Bless you, friar. 

Duke. Ami you. 

Liiciu. Hoes Bridget jmint still, Pom|>ey I 
Ha ? 

Come your ways, sir ; come. 

Clo. You will not bail me then, sir ? 

Ltu'Ao. /riien, Pompey, nor now. — What 
ntiWM abroml, friar 1 What news ? 

Elh. Come your ways, sir ; come. 

Lwio. Go to kennel, Pomjjey ; go. 
\ExeuM Elbow, CUhou, mul OJicers.^ What 
news, friar, of the duke ? 

Duke. I know none. Can you tell me of 
any ? 

Liicio. *Som<^ say, he is with the einjHJi’or 
of Russia ; other some, he is in Rome : but 
where is he, think you ? ’-'i 

Dukv.. I know not where; but wheresoever, 

I wish him well. 

Lucio. It was a mad fantastical triek of 
him, to steal from the state, and usuqj the 
beggary he was never born to. I<ord Angelo 
dukes it well in his absence : he jmts ti*an8- 
gi*ession to 't. ^ 

Duke. He does well in 't. 

Lucio. A little more lenity to lechery 
would tlo no harm in him : something too 
crabbed that way, friar. ,jm 
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Duke. ] t is too general a vice, and severity 
must cure it. 

Ludo. Yes, in good sooth, the vic<i i.s of a 
great kindred : it i.s well allied ; but it is im- 
possible to'(^xtirp it <ptite, friar, till eating 
and drinking be put down. They siiy, this 
Angedo was not made by man and woman, 
after this downright way of ci’eation : is it 
true, think you ? 

Duke How should he bo made, then ? <'»• 

Lru'.io. Some x’eport, a sea-niaid K|)awi)'d 
him; some, that he was begot between two 
slock-fishes. But it is certain, that when he 
makes water, his urine is congeal'd ice : that 
I know to l)e true ; and he is a motion gene- 
rative, that 's infallible. 

Duke. You are pleasant, sir, and s|>eak 
apace. 

Lucio. Why, what a ruthless thing is this 
in him. for the rebellion of a cotlpieco to tsikii 
away the life of a man'? Would the duke, 
that is absent, have done this ? Ere he would 
l»axe hang’d ^ man for the getting a 
hundred bastards, he would hax e |Miid for tins 
nursing a thousand. He had s{.>me fettling oi 
the sport ; he knew the service, and that in- 
structed him to mercy. 

Duke. .1 never heard the absent duke much 
detected for women : he was not inclined that, 
way. 

Lucio. (^, sir, you arc deceived. 

Duke. 'T is not possible. 

Lucio. Who? not the duke? yes, your 
beggar of tifty, and his use was to put a ducat 
in her clack-tlish. The duke ha»l crotchets in 
him : he would be drunk too ; that let mo 
inform you. wi 

Duke. Yiou do liim wrong, suraly. 

Lucio. Sir, 1 was an inward of his. A shy 
fellow was the duke ; and, I l)elieve, I know 
the cause of his withdrawing. 

Duke. What, I pr’ythec?, might be the 
(jause '? 

Lucio. No, — jMiiilou : — 'tis a secret must 
lj«i lock'd witliin the teeth and the lips ; but 
this I (jan let you uiiderstsuul, — the greater 
file of the subject held the duke to be wise. 

Duke. Wise? why, no question btit he 
was. Ill 

Lucio. A very suixeidicial, ignorant, uii- 
weighing fellow. 

Duke. Either this is envy in you, folly, or 
mistaking: the very stream of his life, and 
the business ho hath helmed, mu-st, uj»ou a 
warranted need, give him a better praelu- 
niation. Jjet him be but testimonied in his 
own bringings-forth, and ho shall apjx'ar to 
the envious a scholai', a statesman, and 
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Boldier. Therefore, you epeak unskilfully; 
or, if your knowledge be more, it is much 
(ianken’d in your malice. tsi 

Lucio. Sir, I know him, and I love him. 
Duke. Love talks with better knowledge, 
and knowledge with dearer love. 

Lucio. Come, .sir, J know what I know. 
Duke. I can hardly believe that, since you 
know not what you s|)enk. But, if ever the 
tluke I’etum (as our prayers are he may), let 
ine desim you to make your answer before 
him : if it be honest you liavb spoke, you 
liavo courage to maintain it. I am bourld 
to call upon you ; and, I pray you, your 
name 1 m 

Lucio. Sir, my name is Lucio, well known 
to the duke. 

Duke. He shall know you better, sir, if I 
may live to report yoti. 

Lufio. I fear you not. 

Duke. O ! you hope the duke will return 
no more, or you imagine me too unhurtful an 
opposite. But, indeed, 1 cyn do you little 
harm ; you ’ll foivswear this again. 

Liwio. 1 ’ll be hang’d first : thou art de* 
•ceived in me, friar. But no more of thi.s. 
Canst thou tell, if Claudio die to-morrow, or 
no ? 173 

Duke. Why should he die, sir? 

Lucio. W^hy? for tilling a bottle with a 
tun-dish. I would, the duke we talk of were 
return'd again : this ungonitur’d agent will 
unpeojile .the province with continoncy; 
sparrows must not* build in liis house-eaves, 
liecause they are lecherous. The duke yet 
would have diirk deeds darkly answer’d ; he 
would never bring them to light : ’would he 
were return’d ! Marry, this Claudio is con- 
demn’d for untrussing. Farewell, good friar; 

I pr’ythee, pray for me. The duke, I say to 
thee again, would cat muttoTi on Fridays. 
He ’s now past it ; yet, and I .say to thee, he 
would mouth with a la^ggar, though she smelt 
brown bread and garlic : say, that I said so. 
Farewell. [Eosit. 

Duke, No might nor greatness in piortality 
Can censure scape ; back-wounding calumny 
The whitest virtue strikes. What king ac.) 
sti’ong. 

Can tie the gall up in the slanderous tongue 1 
But who comes here ? i»i 

Enter Escalus, Druroet, Bawd, aitd Officers. 

E$cal. Go : away wdth her to prison ! 

Bawd. Good my lord, las good to me; your 
honour is accounted a merciful man ; good my 
loi-d. 

Escal. Double and treble admonition, and 
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still forfeit in the same kind? This would 
make mercy swear, and play the tyrant. 

Pro'o. A bawd of eleven years’ continuance, 
may it please your honour. iw 

Batvd. My lord, this is one Lucio’s infor- 
mation against me. Mistress Kate' Keep- 
down was with child by him in . the duke’s 
time * he promised her marriage ; his child is 
a year and a quarter old, come Philip and 
J acob ; 1 have kept it myself, and see how he 
goes about to abuse me ! 

Eacal. I’hat fellow is a fellow of much 
license : — let him be call’d l)efore us. — ^Away 
with her to prison I Go to ; rio more words. 
\Jixeunt Bawd and Officers.'^ Provost, my 
brother Angelo will not be alter’d ; Claudio 
must die ' to-morrow. Let him be furnished 
with divines, and have all charitable prfepara- 
tion : if my brother wrought by my pity, it 
should not be so with him. m 

Prov. So please you, this friar hath been 
with him, and advised him for the entertain- 
ment of death. 

Escal. Good even, good father. 

Duke. Bliss and goodness on yoti. 

Escal. Of whence are y'ou ? 

Duke. Not of this country, though my 
chance is now 

To luse it for my time : I am a brother aw 
Of gracious order, late come from tlie See, 

In special business from his holiness. 

Escal. What news abroad i’ the world 1 
Duke. None, but that there is so great a 
fever on goodness, that the dissolution of *it 
must cui*o it : novelty is only in request; and 
it is as dangerous to be aged in any kind of 
course, as it is virtuous to be constant in any 
undertaking. There is .scarce truth enough 
alive to make societies secure, but security 
enough to mak<j fellowships accurs’d. Much 
upon this riddle runs the wisdom of the world. 
This news is old enough, yet it is every day’s 
news. I pray you, sir, of what disposition 
w^as the duke ? «» 

Escal. One that, above all other strifes, 
contended especially to know himself. 

D-uke. What pleasure was he given to ? 
Escal. Rather rejoicing to see another 
merry, than merry at anything which pro- 
fet^’d to make him rejoice: a gentleman of all 
temperanccj But leave we him to his events, 
with a prayer they may prove prosperous, 
and let me desire to know how you jSnd 
Clatidio prepa»*ed. I am made to xinderstand, 
that you have Ifent him visitation. s« 

DuTk. He professes to have received no 
sinister measure from his judge, but most 
willingly humbles himself to the determituu. 
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tion of justico j yet had he framed w> himself, 
by the instruction of his frailty, many de- 
ceiving promises of life, which I, by my gdbd 
leisure, have discredited to him, and now is 
he resolved to die. sso 

Bscal. You have paid the heavens your 
'iunctiou, and the prisoner the very debt of your 
calling. I have labour’d for the jwor gentle- 
man to the extremost sh- re of my modesty; 
b\it my brother justice have I found so severe, 
that he hath foi’ced me to tell him, he is in- 
deed — Justice. 

D-uke. If his own life answer the straitness 
.of his proceeding, it shall become him well ; 
wherein if he chance to fail, he hath sentencefi 
himself. , 

Escal. I am going to visit the piisoner. 
Fare you well. • ioi 

Duke. Peace be with you ! 

[lUxeunt Esc^ata’S aud Provost. 
He who the sword of heaven will bear 


A C T 

Scene I. — A Room in Mariana’s House. 
Mariana diacomred aitthig : o Hoy ainyiuy. 
Song. 

Take., 0 ! tnke those lips away, 

Thai so sweetly were /orsuxtrn ; 

And tJtjose eye.8, tJte hreak of day, 
fjiyhts that do mislead the morn : 

But my kisses bring again. 

Bring agaiu, 

Seals.of love, but seal’d in min. 

Seal’d in rain. 

Atari. Break ofl’ thy song, and haste thee 
quick away : i* 

Here comes a man of comfoii;, whose advice 
*Hath often still’d my brawling discontent. — 

\Exit' Boy. 

Enter Duke, disguised ns before. | 

1 cry you mercy, sir ; and well could wisli 
You had not found me here so musical : 

Xiet me excuse me, and believe me so. 

My mirth it much displeas’d, but pleas’d'my 
woe. 

Duke. ’T is good : though mil^ic oft hath 
such a charm, 

To make bad good, and good provc^e^to 
harm. n ' 

I pray you, tell me, hath anybody inquired 
for me here to-day ? much upon this time 
have I, promis’d here to meet. 


Should be as holy as sever’e ; 

Pattern in himself to know, 

<}race to stand, an<l virtue go ; 

More nor less to others paying. 

Than by self-oHences weighing. 

Shame to him, whose cruel striking 

Kills for faults of his own liking ! ko 

Twice treble, shame on .\ngelo, 

To weed my vice, and let his grow ! 

O, Avhat may man within him hide. 

Though angel on the outwanl side ! 

How may likeness made in crimes. 

Making practice on the times. 

To draw -with idle .spiders’ strings 
Most pond’rous and substantial tilings ! 

Craft against viee 1 must apply. 

With Angelo to-night shall lie am 

His old betrotheil, but despised : 

So disguise slmll, by the disguised, 

Pay with falsehood false exacting. 

And perform an old contracting. 


I V. 

Mari. Yo\i liave not been inquired after : 
1 have s.at here all day. 

Duke. I <lo constantly believe you. — Tha 
time is come, even now, T shall cmve your 
forliearance a little : may be, I will call ujx)!! 
you anon, foi’ some advantage to yourself. 
Atari. 1 am always bouml to you. [^Exit. 

Enter Isabella. 

Duke. Very well met, and welcome. 

What is tlie news fioin this good deputy 1 
tsob. He hath a garden circummur’d with 
brick, 

Whose western side is with a vineyard 
back’d ; 

And to that vineyard is a plancheil gate. 

That makes his opening with this bigger key: 
This other doth command a little dooi-, 

Which frein the vineyartl to the gai'den 
leads ; 

Tliei’e have I made my promise upon the 
heavy middle of the night to call itpon liim. 
Duke. But slmll you on your knowledge 
find this ’vay ? 

Isab. I have ta’en a due and wary >iote 
\ipou 't : 

With whispering and most guilty diligence, 

In action all of precept, he did sliow me 
The way twice o’er. 

Duke. Are there no other tokens 

Between you ’greed, concerning her obser- 
, vance 1 
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Tsab. No, iKiiio, Imt only a re|Miir i' the 
dark ; 

And that 1 have possess’d him my most 
stay 

Can l)ti hut brief : for I have made him 
Icnow, 

I hav'e a s<n’vant eoines with me ailong, 

That stay.s upon me ; whose persiiasion is, 

I come about my brother. 

Duke. T is well borne up. 

I liave not yet nuule known to Mariana ou 
A word of this. — What, ho .'^within! come 
forth. • 

lie-eider Mariana. 

I pray you, be aerjuainted witli this maid : 
She comes to do you good. 

Imh. T do desire the like. 

Duke. Do you persuade yourself that I re- 
.spect you 

Mari. Gooil friar, 1 know you do, and have 
found it. 

Duke. Take then this your companion by 
the hand, * 

Who hath a story ix'ady for your ear. 

J. shall attend your leisure : but make haste ; 
The vaporous niglit approaches. 

Mari. Will ’t please you w'alk aside ? 

[Exeunt .Mariana and Isabella. 
Duke. O place and greatness ! millions of 
fal.se eyi's oo 

Are stuck ujiou thee. Volumes of report 
Run Avith thest* false an<l most contrarious 
<jue.sts 

UlKm thy tloings : thousand escapes of wit 
Make thee the father of their idle divam, 

And rack thee in their fancies ! 

Re.-enter Mariana and Isabella. 

Welcome ! How agreeil ? 
Imb. She’ll take the enterprise upon her, 
father. 

If you advise it. 

Duke. It is not my consent, 

But my entreaty too. 

Imh. Little have you to say, 

When you <lepart from him, but, soft and 
low, 

“ Remember now my brother.” 

Mari. Fear me not. ;o 

Dulcr. Nor, gentle daughter, fear you not 
at all. 

He is your Imsband on a pre-contract : 

To bring you thus together, ’t is no sin, 

Sith that the justice of your title to him 
Doth flourish the deceit. Come, let us go : 
Our corn 's to I’eaji, for yet our tithe ’s to sow. 

\Extuvt. . 


Scene II. — A Room in the Prison. 

Eider Provost and Clown. 

Prov. Come hither, sirrah. Can you cut. of! 
a man’s head? 

Clo. If the man be a bachelor, sir, I can ; 
but if he be a married man, he is his wife’shetvd, 
.•mil I can never cut off a woman’s head. 

/Vor. Come, sir leave me your snatches, 
and yield me a direct answer. To-moirow 
morning are to die Claudio and Barnardine. 
Here is in our prison a’ common executioner, 
who in hi.s' office lacks a helper : if you will 
take it on you to assist him, it- ^all redeem, 
you from your gyves ; if not, you shall have 
your full time of imprisonment, aigl your de- 
livcmncc with an unpitied whipping, for you 
have l)een a notorious bawd. 

do. Sir, I have been an unlawful bawd, 
time out of mind ; but yet I will be content to 
be a lawful hangman. I would be glad to re- 
ce,ivi* some instruction from my fellow jmrtner. 

Pror. What ho, Abhor.son ! Where ’s 
Abhoi*son, there? id 

I Enter Abiiorson. 

Abhor. Do you call, sir? 

Pror. Sirrah, here ’s a fellow will help you 
to-morrow in your execution. If you think 
it meet, compound with him by the year, and 
let him abide here with you ; if not, use him 
for the ] (resent, and dismiss him. He cannot 
plead his estimation with you : he hath been 

bawd. 

Abhor. A bawd, sir? Fie upon him! he -will 
discredit our mystery. :a 

Prov. Co to. sir ; you weigh equally : a 
feather will turn the scale. . ' \Exit. 

Clo. Pray, sir, by your good favour (for, 
surely, sir, a good favour you have, but that 
you have a hanging look), do you call, sir, 
your occupation a mystery ? 

Ahhoi'. Ay, sir ; a mystery. • 

Clo. Painting, sir, I have heard say, is a 
mystery ; and your whores, sir, being members 
of my occupation, using painting, do prove 
my occupation a my.stery ; but what mysteiy 
there should lie in hanging, if I should be 
bang’d, I c.annot imagine. «> 

Abhor. Sir, it is a mystery. 

Clo. Proof ? 

Abhor. Every true man’s apparel fits your 
thief. 

Clo. If it be too little for your thief, your 
tnfe nian thinks^t big enough; if it be too big 
for your thief, your thief thinks it little 
enough . so, every true man’s apiiarel fits yout 
thief. 
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Re-enter Provost. 

Prov. Are you agreed '( ' 

Clo. Sir, I will serve liifti ; for I"do fiiul, 
your hanguitui is a more penitent trade than 
your bawd : he doth oftcner ask forgiveness. 

Proii. You, sin-ah, provide your block and 
your axe to-morrow, four o’clock. »» 

AhJtJor. Come on, bawd; I will instnict 
thee in my tnwle : follow.. • 

Clo. I do desire to Icuirn, sir ; aiul, I hope, 
if you have occasion to use me for your own 
turn, you shall find me yarc ; for, truly, sir, 
.for your kindr.ess I owe you a gootl turn. 

. Prov. Call hither Barnardiae and Claudio : 

. \ Exeunt down and Abhobson. 

’J’ho one has my pity ; not a jot the other, <>i 
Being a murderer, though lie were my 
brother. 

Enter Claudio. 

Look,* here ’s the warrant, Claudio, for thy 
dtiath : ' 

’T is now dead midnight, and by eight to- 
morrow 

Thou must be made immortal. Where ’s 

Bai‘nar<!iue ? 

Cland. As fast lock’d up in sleep, as guilt- 
less labour. 

When it lies starkly in the traveller’s bones : 
lie will not wake. 

Prov. Who can do good on him ? 

Well, go ; prepai'e yourself. But hark, what 
noise '1 within. 

Hcavtm give your spirits comfort ! \^Exit 

Claudio.] By-and-by. — ro 

I hope it is some pardon, or I'cprieve, 

For the most gentle Claudio. — 

Enter Ditke, disfjuised as before. 

Welcome, father. 
Duke. The best and wholesom’st spirits of 
• the night 

Envelop you, good provost ! Who call’d here 
of late 't 

Prov. None, since the curfew rung. 

Duke. Not Isabel ? 

Prov. No. 

. Ditke. They will, then, ere ’t be long. 

Prov. What comfort is for Claudio % 

Duke, l^iei'e ’s some in hope. 

Prow It is a bitter deputy. 

Duke. Not so, not so ; his life is paral- 
lel’d 

Even with the stroke ^ind line of his gre^t 
justice. «o 

He doth with holy abstinence subdue 
Tliat in himself, which he spurs on his power 


To (qualify in others : were he meal’d with 
that 

Which he corrects, then were he tyrannous; 
But this being so, he ’s just. — [K^uxikiny with- 
in.] Now an? they come.— - 

[Exit Provost. 

Thi.s is a gentle nrovost : seldom, when 
The steeled gaoler is the friend of men. 

[Enookinf/. 

How now 'I Wliat noise 1 That spirit ’s pos- 
sessed with haste. 

That wounds tlio unsisting postern with those 
• strokes. 

Re-enter J*rovost. 

Prov. ’riiere he must stay, until the 
officer uu 

Ai‘ise to let him in ; he is call’d up. 

Duke. Have you no countermand for 
t?laudio yet. 

But he must die to-morrow' '1 

Prov. None, sir, none. 

Duke. As nejir the dawning, pi'ovost, as it is. 
You .sJiall liear ibore ere morning. 

J*rov. Happily 

You something know; ‘yet, I believe, there, 
comes 

No countermand : no such example have we. 
Besides, u]>on the very siege of justice, 

Lord Angelo hath to the public ear 
Profess’d the contraiy. 

Enter a Messentger. 

This is his lordship’s man. lur 
Duke. And here comes Claudio’s pardon. 
Mess. My lord hath sent you this note ; 
and by me this further charge, that you 
swerve notfromthesmalle.st article of it, neither 
in time, matter, or other circumstance. Good 
morrow ; for, as I take it, it is almost day. 
Proo. I shall obey him. [Exit Messenger. 
Duke. [Aside.] This is hispaidon, purcha.*s’d 
by such sin. 

For which the pardoner himself is in ; 

Hence hath oflfence his quick celerity, no 
When it is borne in high authority. 

When vice makes mercy, mercy ’s so ex- 
tended. 

That for tlie fault’s love is the ofiTender 
friended.— 

Now, sir, what news 1 

Prov. I told you : Lord Angelo, belike 
thinking me i-emiss in mine office, awakens 
mo with this unwonted putting-ou ; methinks 
strangely, for he hath not used it before. 

Dukx. Pmy you, let *s hear. no 

Prov. [Reads.] “ Whatsoever you may hear 
to the contrary, let Claudio be executed by 
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four of the clock ; :ind, in the afternoon, 
Bdmardine. For lay better (uitiafaction, let 
me have Claudio’s head sent me by live. Let 
this be duly performed ; with a thought, that 
more flefjends on it than we must yet deliver. 
Thus fail not to do your office, as yon will 
answer it at your perU.” — What say you to 
this, sir? 

Duke. What is that Barnardine, who is to 
be executed in the afternoon ? 

Prw). A Bohemian born, but here nni'sed 
up and brod; one that is a prisoner nine yeai-s 
old. < 1.11 

Jhtke. How cjitne it, that the absent duke 
had not either deliver’d him to his lib<;rty, or 
tixecuted him ? I have heard, it was ever his 
manner to do so. 

Profo. His friends still wrought i-eprieves 
for him : and, indeed, his fact, till now in the 
government of Lord Angelo, came not to an 
undoubtful proof. 

Duke. It is now apparent? 

Prov. Mast manifest, and not denied bjr 
himself. * 

Duke. Hath he borne himself penitently in 
prison ? How seemsdie to be touch’d ? m 
Prov. A man that a})prehends death no 
mort! dreadfully, but as a drunken sleep ; 
citreless, reckless, and fearless of what ’s past, 
present, or to come ; insensible of mortality, 
and desperately mortal. 

Duke. He wants advice. 

Prov. He will hear none. He hath ever- 
more had the lil>«rty of the prison ; give him 
leave to escape hence, lie would not : drunk 
many times a <lay, if not many days entirely 
drunk. We have very oft awaked him, as if 
to carry him to execution, and show’d him a 
seeming warrant for it : it hath not moved 
him at all. iss 

Dike. More of him anon. Thei*o is written 
in your brow, provost, honesty and constancy : 
if I reatl it not truly, ray ancient skill lie- 
guiles me ; but in the boldness of my cunning 
I will lay myself in hazard. Claudio, whom 
here you have warmnt to execute, is no 
greater forfeit to the law, than Angelo who 
hath sentenced him. To make you understand 
this in a manifested effect, I crave but four 
day.s’ respite, for the which you are to do me 
both a present and a dangerou.s courte.sy. las 
Prov. Pray, sir, in what ? 

Duke. In the delaying death. 

Prov, Alack ! how may I do it, having the 
hour limited, and an express command, under 
penalty, to deliver his head in the view of 
Angelo? I may make my case as Claudio’s, to 
ci’o.s.s this in the smallest. - un 


Duke. By the vow of mine order, 1 wairant 
you : if my instructions may be your guide, , 
let this Barnardine he this morning executed, 
and his >head borne to Angelo. 

Prov. Angelo hath seen them both, and 
will discover the favour. 

Duke. O ! death ’s a great disguiser, anc”. 
you may add to it. Shave the head, and tie 
the beard ; and say, it was the desire of the 
l»enitent to be so bared before his death: you 
know, the course is common. If anything 
fall to you upon this, more than tluinfcs and 
good fortune, by the saint whom I profesH, 1 
will plead against it with my Life. im 

Prov. Pardon me, good father: it is against 
my oath. 

Duke. .Were you sworn to the duke, or to 
the deputy ? 

Prov. To him, and to his .substitutea 

Duke. You will think you have made ho 
offence, if the duke avouch the justice of your 
4|ealing. 

Proi). But what likelihood is in that ? w 

Duke. Not a resemblance, but a certainty. 
Yet since I see you fearful, that neither my 
coat, integrity, nor my jiersuasion , can with ease 
attempt you, I will go further than I meant, 
to pluck all feans out of you. Look you, sir; 
here is the hand and seal of the duke : you 
know the diameter, I doubt not, and the 
signet is not strange to you. 

Prov. I know them both. jib 

Duke. The contents of this is the return of 
the duke : you shall anon over-read it at your 
pleasure, where you .shall find, within the.se 
two days he will be here. This is a thing 
that Angelo knows not, for he this very day 
receives letters of stmnge tenor jierchance, 
’of the tluke’s death ; perchance, entering into 
.some monastery ; but, by chance, nothing of 
what is writ. Look, the unfolding star calls 
up the shepherd. Put not yourself into 
amazement how these things should be : all 
difficulties ate but easy when they are known. 
Call your executioner, and off with Barnar- 
dine’s head : I will give him a present shrift, 
and advise him for a better place. Yet you 
are amazed, but this shall absolutely resolve 
you, Come away ; it is almost clear dawn. 

\Exeunt. 

Scene Itl. — Another Room in the Same. 

, EiUer Cloum. 

• * 

Clo. I am as well acquainted here, as I was 
in our bouse of profession : one would think^ 
it were Mistress Overdone’s own housO, for 
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here be many of her old customers. First, 
here 's young Master Rash ; he ’s in for a com- 
modity of bi*own paj)er and old ginger, nine- 
score and seventeen |Myuuds, of which hfl made 
five marks, leody mon^y : marry, then, ginger 
was not much in request, for the old women 
wtie all dead. Then is there here one Master 
Oapei’, at the suit of Master Thi*ee-pile the 
mercer, for some four suits if j^acli-colour’d 
‘satin, which now peacheshim a l>eggar. , Then 
have we here young Dizzy, and young Master 
Deep-vow, and Master Oopper-spur, ami 
Masfer Starve-lackey th«* rapier-and-dagger- 
man. and youfig Drop-heir that kill’d lusty 
Pmlding, and Master Forthright the tilter, 
and brave M^piter 8hoe-tie the gi*eat traveller, 
and wild Half-can that stabb’d Pots, and, I 
think, forty morf* ; all gT’eat doers in our trade, 
and are now for the Lord’s sake. 

Enter Abhorsox. 

Ahho'r. Sirrah, bring Barnnrdine hither, a* 

(^lo. Master Barnardine * you must rise and 
be bang’d, Master Barnardine. 

AbJuyr. What, ho, Barnardine ! 

Bar. [ Within. ] A |X)X o’ your throats ! 
Who makes that noise there? What ai*e you? 

Clo. Your friends, sir ; the hangman. 
You must be so goo<l, sir, to rise ami be put 
to death. 

Bar, [Wifhin.'\ Away, yon rogue, away! I 
am sleepy. 

Ahlwr. Tell him, he must awake, and that 
quickly too. :u 

Clo. Pray, Master Barnardine, awake till 
you are executed, ami sleep afterwanls. 

Abhor, do in to him, and fetch him out. 

Clo. He is coming, sir, he is coming : I hear 
his straw rustic. 

Abhor. Is the axe upon the Idock, siri’ah ? 

Clo. Very ready, sir. 

Kilter Barnardine. 

Bar. How now, Abhorson 1 what ’s the 
news with you ? •«) 

Ablbor. Truly, sir, I would desire you to 
clap into your prayer-s ; for, look you, the 
WMorrant 's come. 

Bar. You rogue, I have been <lrinking all 
night : I am not fitted for ’t. 

Clo. O, the Ijetter, sir ; for he that drinks 
all night, and is hang’d betimes in the moni- 
ingj may sleep the soumlcr all the next <lay. 

Abhor. Look you, sir ; here comes your 
ghostly father. Do we jest now, think you T 

Enter Duke, dw>jmse.d us before. 

DvJee. Sir, induced by my charity, and 


hearing how liastily you are to depart, I am 
come to advise you, comfort you, and pray 
with you. 

Bar. Friar, not I : 1 liave been drinking 
Jiard all night, and I will have rapi'e time to 
prepare me, or they shall beat out my brains 
with billets. I will not consent to die this 
day, that '’s certain. 

Bake. O, sir, you must ; and, therefore, 1 
Ijoseech you, 

Look forward on the journey you shall go. 

Bar. I swear, J will not die to-day for an}’’ 
malt’s |)ei'8uasion. a> 

Duke. But hear you, — 

Bar. Not a word : if you have anything to 
say to me, come to my wai-d ; for thence will 
not 1 to-day. \Exlt, 

Enter Provost, 

Duke. Unfit to live, or tUc. O gravel 
heart ! 

After him, fellows: bring him to the block. 

[^Exeunt Abhorson mtd Clown. 
Pror. Now, sir, how do you fiml the 
prisoner ? 

Duke. A creature unpfepar’d, unmeet for 
•leatU ; 

And, to traiisjiort him in the mind he is. 
Were damnable. 

Prov. Here in the jirison, father, 

There died this morning of a cruel fever 
One Kagozine, a most notorious pirate, 

A man of Claudio’s years : his beard and head 
J list of his colour. What if we do omit 
This reprobate, till he were well inclin’d, 

And satisfy the deputy with the visage 
Of Ragozine, more like to Claudio ? 

Duke. O, ’t is an accident tliat Heaven 
jirovitles ! 

Despatch it presentjy : the hour draws on 
! Prefix’d by Angelo. See this bo done, 

And sent according to command, whiles I 
Persuaile this rude wi"etch willingly to ilie. 
Pror. This shall b<* done, good lather, 
I presently. 

But Bai'iianline must die this afternoon ; 

And how ^hall we continue Claudio, 

To save me from the danger that might come, 
If he wei-e known alive ? 

Duke. , Let this bo done, — 

Put them in secret holds, both Bamardiue and 
Claudio : 

Ere twice the sun hath made his journal 
greeting 

To yonder generation, you sJiall find 
Your safety manifested. «» 

Prov. I am your free depesidant. 

Duke. , Quick, de.spatch. 
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And send the head to Angelo. [Exit Provost. 
Now will I write letters to Angelo, 

(The jjfovost, he shall bear them) whose eon- 

tiUltS 

Shall witness to him, I am near at home, 
And that, by groat injunctions, I am bound 
To enter publicly : him I ’ll desire 
To meet me at the consecrated, fount, 

A league below the city ; and from thence. 

By cold gradation and wdl-balanc’d form, loo 
We shall proceed with Angelo. 

Re-eijAer Pro'bost. 

Prov. Hero is the head ; I ’ll carry it my- 
self. 

Duke. t'Onvenient is it. Make a .swift 
return. 

For I would commune with you of .such things 
That want no ear but yours. 

Prov. I ’ll make all sjieed. [Exit. 

Isah. [ \Vi(hiib.'\ Peace, ho, 1)0 hei*e ! 

Duh‘. Tlie tongue of fsjibel. — She 's come 
to know. 

If yet her brother’s pardon be come hither ; 
Hut I will keep her ignorant of her good, 

'fo make lier heavdiily ccfnforts of de.spair, ni 
When it is least expected. 

Enter Isabella. 

Tsah. Ho ! by your leave. 

Duke. Hood morning to you, fair and 
gracious daughter, 

hub. The better, given me by so holy a man. 
Hath yet the deputy sent my brather’s pardon? 
Duke. He hath releas’d him, Isabel, from 
the world. 

His head is off, and sent to Angelo. 
fsah. Nav, but it is not so. 

Duke. It is no other : show your wisdom, 
laughter, 

In your close patience. 

Tsab. O, 1 will to him, and pluck out his 
eyes ! no 

Duke. You slnill not be admitted to his 
sight. 

hah. Unhappy Claudio ! Wretched Isabel ! 
Injurious world ! Most damned Angelo ! 
Duke. This nor hurts him, nor profits you 
a jot : 

Forbear it therefore ; give your cause to 
Heaven. 

Mark what I say, which you shall find 
By eveiy syllable a faithful verity. , 

The duke comes home to-morrow nay, diy 
your eyes : 

One of our convent, and his confessor, 

Gives me this instance : already he hath 
cai'i'led iso 


Notice to Escalus and Angelo, 

Who do prepare to meet him at the gates, 
Thei-e to give up their power. If you can. 
“ pace your wisdom 

In tltat good path that I would wish it go ; 
And you shall have your bosom on this 
wretch, , 

Grace of the duke, revenges to your heart. 
And genoial honour. 

hub. ' ’ I am directed by you. ” 

Dv^. This letter then to Friar Peter give ; 

I ’T is that he sent me of the duke’s return ; 
Say, by* this token, I desire his company 
At Mariana’s house to-night. '* ^ Her cause, and 
yours, 

I ’ll perfect him withal, and he shall bring you 
Before the duke ; and to the liead of Angelo 
Accuse him home, and home. For my poor 
Self, 

I am <-ombincd by a sacred vow, 

And shall be absent. Wend you with this 
h'tter, ^ 

Command these fretting waters from your 
eyes 

With a light heart : trust not my holv order, 
If I i>ervert your coni’sc. — Who ’s here ? 

Enter Luoio. 

Lncio. (hxKl even. Friar, where is the 
provost ? luj 

Duke. Not within, sir. 

Lucia. O pretty Isabella,, I am jmlo at mine 
heart, to see thine eyes so I’ed : thou must be 
}>atient. I am fain to dine and sup with 
watei' and bran ; I dare not for my head fill 
my belly : one fruitfiil meal would set me to ’t. 
But they .say, the duke will bo here to- 
morrow. By my troth, Isabel,’ I loved thy 
brother : if the old fantastical duke of dark 
corners had Ix^en at home, he had lived. 

[Exit Isabella. 
Duke. 8ir, the «luko is marvellous little 
beholding to your repoi*ts ; but the best is; he 
lives not in them. 

Lvxio. Friar, thou knowest not the duke 
so well as I do : he ’s a Ixitter wootlinan than 
thou takest him foi\ 

Duke. Well, you’ll answer this one day. 
Fai'e ye well. 

Lncio. Nay, tarry; I ’ll go along with thee. 

I can tell thee pretty tales of the duke. 

Dnke.^YovL have told me too many of him 
ali’eady, sir, if they be true ; if not true, none 
were enough. iro 

Ludo. I was once before him for getting u 
wench with child. 

Duke. Did you such a thing ? 

Lncio. Yes, raaiTy,*did I ; but I was fain 
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to foiweai it : they would else have married 
me to the rotten medlar. 

jDwfe. Sir, your company is fairer than’ 
lionest. Rest you well. • u* 

Litgio. By my troth, I ’ll go with thee to the 
lane’s end. If bawdy talk ofTend you, we ’ll 
ha e very little of* it. Nay, friar, I am a 
kind of burr; I shall stick. ■ [Exeuvt. 


Scene IV. — A Room in Angelo’s HoUsc. 

A * 

Enter Angelo and Escalus. * 

Ettcal. Every letter he liath writ hath dis- 
vouch’d other. 

w 

A'livg. In most uneven and disti'acted nuin- 
ner. His actions show mucU like to madne.ss : 
pray Heaven, his wisdom be not taint^l ! and 
why meet him at the gate.s, and i'e-<leliver oui‘ 
authorities there ? 

Eecalj,* 1 guess not. 

Ang. And why should vv<? proclaim it in on 
hour before his entering, that if any ers»ve 
rediess of injustice, they should exhibit their 
petitions in tlie street ? ii 

Esml. He show's his reason for that : to 
have a <lespatch of com])lainta and to deliver 
us from devices hereafter, which shall then 
have no power to stand against us. 

A)ig. Well, I beseech you, let it be pro* 
claim’d : 

Betimes i’ the morn, I ’ll call you at your 
, house. 

(riA’e notice to such men of sort and suit, 

As are to meet him. 

Eaeal. I sliall, sir : fare you well. 

•. [Exit. 

Ang. Good night.— »• 

This deed uilsbapes me quite, makes me un- 
pregnant 

And dull to all proceetlings. A deflowei*’d 
maid. 

And by an eminent body, that enforc’d | 

llie law. against it! — But that her tender] 
shame 

Will not proclaim against her maiden loss. 
How might she tongue me ! Yet reason 
dares her no : 

For my authority bears a credent bulk, 

That no particular scandal once can touch, 

But it confounds the breather. He should 
have liv’d, 

liiave that his riotous youth, with dangerous 
sense, 

Might in the times to come have ta’en 
• revenge. 

By 80 i-eceiving a dishonour’d life 


With ransom of such shame. 'Would yet he 
had liv’d ! 

Alack ! when once our grace we have forgot, 
Nothing goes right ; we would, and we w(mld 
not. [A.r/V. 

Scene V. — Fiekhs without th<' Town. 

Enter Duke, in his ovm habit, mid Friar 
Petkb. 

Duke. These letters at lit time deli\'er me. 
• [iiiriuy leUers, 

The provost knows our purpose, and tmr plot. 
The matter being afoot, keep your instruction, 
And hold you ever to your .special drift, 
Though sometimes you do blench from this to 
that. 

As cause doth minister. Go, cull at Flavius’ 
house. 

And tell him where I stay : give the like 
notice 

To Valentins, Rowland, and tfi (.’rassns. 

And l,‘.id them brfng the trumpets to the 
gate ; 

But .send me Flavius first.* 

Fri. Pet. It shall Ik; speeded well, i" 

[Ejidi. 

Enter VAuniu.s. 

Oivlce. I thank thee, Varrius; thou hast 
made goful haste. 

! Come, we Avill w'ulk : thei’e ’s other of our 
friends 

Will greet u.s here anon, my gentle Varrius, 

j [E.veuut. 

S<'EXK VI. — Street near the City Gate. 
Enter Isabella and Marhina. 

Jsah. To si)eak so indirectly I am loath : 

I wouhl say the truth ; but to accuse him so, 
I’hat is your part : yet I ’m advis’d to do it, 
He says, to ’vailful purpose. 

Alnri. Be rul’d by him. 

Tsah. Besides, he tells me, that, if perad- 
venture 

He s[)eak against me on Bie adverse side, 

1 should not think it strange ; for ’t is a 
physic. 

That ’s bitter to sw'eet end. 

Mari. I would. Friar Peter — 

Jsah. O, peace ! the friar is come. 

Enter Friar Peteb. 

Fri. Pet. Come, I have found you out a 
stand most fit, 
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'V ’ 


Where you may have mich vantage on the ( The generqnis and gravest citizens 

duke, Have bent the gates, and very near upon i; -p 

He shall not pass you. Twice have the The chike is entering : therefoie henoe, away. ; 
tiaimpets sounded : * [Esomtnf^ 


ACT V. 


Scene I. — A Public Phwje near the City 
Gate. 


Mariana (veiled), I^Iabella,* nnd Peter, at a 
distmbce. EtUer Duke, Vabbius, Lordx , 
Angelo, Escalus, Lucro, Provost, Officers 
and Citizens, at several doors. 


Duke. My very worthy cousin, fairly 

met : — 

Our old and faithful friend, we are glad to 
see you. 

Ang. and Escal. Happy return be to your 
I’oyal grace ! 

Duke. Many and hearty thankings to you 
both. ^ 

We have made iiujuiry of you ; and we hear 
Such goodness of ydur justice, that our soul 
Cannot but yield you forth to public thanks. 
Forerunning more requital. 

A tig. You make my bonds still greater. 

Dnke. O ! your tlesert speaks loud ; and 1 
should wrong it. 

To lock it in the waids of covert bosom, «> 
When it deserves with character's of brass 
A forted residence 'gainst the tooth of time 


And razure of oblivion. Give me your hand, 
And let the subject see, to make them knoAv 
That outward courtesies would fain proclaim 
Favours that keep within. — Come, Escalus ; 
You must walk by us on our other hand, 
And good supporters are you. 


Friar Peter and Isabella conie forward. 

Fri. Pet. Now is your time. S{)eak loud, 
and kneel before him. 

Isab. Justice, O royal <iuke ! Vail your 
regard w> 

Upon a wrong'd, I would fain hkvo said, a 
maid ! 

O woi'thy prince ! dishonour not your eye 
By throwing it on any other object. 

Till you have heard me in my true complaint, 
And given me justice, justice, justice, justice ! 

D}dce. Il(*late your wrongs ; in what % by 
whom ? brief. 

Here is Lord Angelo shall give you justice : 
Reveal yourself to him. 

Tsab. O worthy duke ! 

You bid me seek redemption of the devil. 


Hear me yourself ; for that which I must • 
speak ' ‘ so 

Must either punish me, not being believ’d, 

Or wring redress from you. Hear me, 0, 
hear me, here 

Aug. My lord ! her wits, I fear me, ai-e 
not firm : ^ 

She hath been a sjiitor to me for her brother, 
Cut off by coursemf justice, — . 

Isah. By course of justice I 

A ug. And she will speak mo.st bitterly ahd 
.strange. 

; Isah. Most strange, but yet most trldy, will 
I speak. * 

That Angelo 's forsworn, is it not strange % 
That Angelo ’s a murderer, is "t not strange ? 
Tliat Angelo is an adultei'ous thief, 40 

An hyjMicrite, a virgin-violator. 

Is it not stJW-nge, and strange 1 

Duke. Nay, it is ten times strango. 

Isah. It is not truer he is Angelo, 

Than this is all as true as it is strange ; 

Nay, it is ten times true ; for truth is truth 
To the end of reckoning. 

Duke. . Away with her. — Poor soul ! 
She speaks tliis in the infirmity of sensd. 

Isah. O }>riuce, I conjure thee, as thou 
believ’st 

There is another comfort than this world, 

That thou neglect me not, with that opinion 
That I am touch’d with madness.* Make not 
imimssible 

That which but seems unlike. Tis not im-- 
possiblo, * 

But one, the wicked’st caitiff on the ground, 
May seem as shy, as grave, as just, aj^ 
absolute, 

As Angelo ; even so may Angelo, 

In all his dressings, characts, titles, forms, 

Be an arch-villain. Believe it, royal prince ;* 
If he be less, he ’s nothing ; but he 's more. 
Had I more name for badness. . , 

Duke. « By mine honesty, 

If she be mud, as I believe no other, «« 

Her madness hath the oddest frame of sense, 
Such a dependency of thing on thing, 

As e’er I heard in madness. 

Isab. O gracious duke ! 

Harp not on that y nor do not banish^ 
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For inequality ; but let your reason serye 
To make the tnitk appear, where it seems 
hid. . . 

And hide the Icj^se, seems true. 

. Dvke. ^ Many that are, not mad. 

Have. . suie, more^ lack of reason.— What 
would you *say ? 

I»ah. I am the sister of orie, Claudio, ‘ [ 
Condemn’d upon the act pf j,>rnication jo 
*T o lose his head ; condemn’d by Angelo. 

I, in probation of a ‘sisterhood, 

^ Wjwi.^ent to by my brother ; one Lucjio 
’•Astf len the messenger — 

• 'Lucio. Tliat ’s I, an ’t like your grace, 
I came to her from Claiidio, and desir’d her 
To try her f gracioxis fortune i witli . Loyd 
Angelo, 

For her’poor Virothcr’s parddh. • ^ 

I^ah. That ’s he, indeed, 

Duke. You were not bid to speak. 

Lucio._ No, my goo<l,l0rd ; 

Nor wish’d to hold my pea«e. 

Duke. I wish you now 'then : 

Pray you,. take note of it; upd, when you 
Jiave HO 

A business for yourself, pray, Heayen, you 
then 
Be perfect. 

Lueio. I warrant your honotir. 

Duke. The warrant 's for yourself : take 
heed to it. 

haah. This gentleman told somewhat of my 
tale, — ! 

Lneio. Right. 

Duke. It may be right ; but you :ire in the 
wrong 

To speak before your time. — Proceed. 

Isid), *• I went 

To this pernicious caitiff deputy. 

Duke. That ’s somewhat madly spoken, 
Imb. , Ps^rdon it .: 

The phrase- is to the matter. »i 

3uke. Mended again : the matter ; — ^pi’o- 
ceed. 

leab. In brief, — to set the needless process 
hy. 

How I persuaded, how I pray’d, and knecl’d, 
How he refill’d me, and how I replied ; * 

(For this was of much 
elusion 

I now begin with grief and shame to utter. 

He would not, but by gift of my chaste body 
To his concupiscible intemperate lust, 

Release my brother; and, .after muqh debate- 
ment, loo 

My sisterly remorse confutes mine honour, . 
And 1 (lid yield to him. But the next morn 
. betimes, 

. 39 


length) the vile con- 


His purpose surfeiting, he sends, a warrants . 
For my poor brother’s head. , , , 

Duke. This is most likely ! . 

Isab. O, that it were as like as it is .true ! 
xDuke. By Heaven, . fond ..y^tch ! th.oii 
know’st not whaf; thou sp^ak’st, 

Or else thou art suborn’d against his honqnr, 
In hateful jundtice. First, his, integrity 
Stands without. blemi.sh ; next, it imports no 
rea.son, 

’That with such vehempney he should pui’sve. 
Faults proper t(t himself : if he , Jjfud , so 
, offended, -in 

He would have weigh’d thy brother by him- 

• .self. 

And not have cut him off. Some one hath 
set yoii on : 

Confess the. truth, and say by whoso advice ; 
Thou .carn’st here to complain. . 

l»<th. And is this all % 

'riie.n,.0 ! you blessed ministers above, . .. 
K^'ep me in patience ; and, with ripen’d, time, 
Unfold the evil which is here wrapt wp 
In countenance ! — Heaven shield your grace 

• . from woe, • 

As I, thus, wrong’d, liencemnbelievcd, go ! ja<> 
Duke. 1 know, you’d fain be. gone. — An 
officer ! 

To prison with her, — Shall. we thus permit 
A blasting and a scandalous breath to fall 
On him so near xis ? . This needs must-be a 
piactice. 

Who knew of your intent, and coming hither? 
,/««/>. One that I would were here, Friar 
Lodowick. ; . 

Duke. A gho.stly father, belike?. — Who 
1 knows that Lodowick ? 

Lucw. My lord, I knpw him: ‘tis a 
... me-ddling friar ; 

I do not like the man : had ho been , lay, my 
1 lord. 

For, ccitain w'ords he spak<? against- j.pur 
grace 

In your retirement, I had swing’d him 
. . .soundly. ... 

Duke. Words against me? This’ a good 
: friar, belike ! ., 

And to set on this wretched woman here ■ 
Against our substitute ! — Let this friar bo 
found, ^ . '■ 

Lucio. But yesternight-, my lord, she anu 
that friar, 

I saw them at the prison. , A saucy friar, 

•A very scurvy fellow. ► ■ 

FH. Pet. Blessed be your royal grace . 
I have stood by, my lord, and I have heard . 
Your royal oar abus’d. First, bath this 
woman 


so. 
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Most wrongfully accus’d your substitute, i4o 
"Who is us free from touch or soil with her, 
As she from one ungot. 

,Duke.. We did believe no less. 

Know you that Friar Lodowick, that she 
speaks of? 

FH. Pet. I know him for a man divine 
and holy ; 

Not scurvy, nor a temporary meddler. 

As he 's reported by this gentleman ; 

And, on my trust, a man that never yet 
Did, as he vouches, misrepo^t your grace. , 
Ludn. My lord, most villainously : l>e- 
lieve it. 

Fri. Pet. Well ; he in time may come to 
clear himself, is» 

But at this instant he is sick, my lord, 

Of U strange fever. Ujxm his mere request, 
.Being come to knowledge that thei-e was com- 
plaint 

Intended ’gainst Lord Angelo, came I hither. 
To speak, as from his mouth, what he doth 
know •• . 

Is true, and false ; and what he with his oath, 
And all probation, will make up full clear, 

, Whensoever he ’s cOnvented. First, for this 
woman, 

To justify this worthy nobleman, 

}So vulgarly and personally accus’d, 

Her shall you hear disproved to her eyes. 

Till she herself confeas it. 

Jhike. Good friar, let ’s hear it. 

[Isabella is carried off yuarded ; ami 
Mariaka comes forward. 
Do you not smile at this, Lor<l Angelo ? — 

O heaven, the vanity of wretche<l fools ! — 
Give us some seats. — Come, cousin Angefo ; 
In this 1 ’ll be impartial : be you judge 
Of your own cause. — Is this the witness, 
friar ? 

. First, let her show her face, and after speak. 
Mari. Pardon, my loi'd, I will not show 
my face, 

Until my husband bid me. 

Duke. W^hat, are you man'ied ? iro 

Mari. No, my lord 

Dttke. Are you a maid ? 

Mari. No, my lord. 

Duke.. A widow then ? 

' Mari. Neither, my lord, 

Duke. Why, you 

Are nothing then: neither maid, widow, nor 
wife. 

I/ud/i. My lord, she may be a punk ; for 
mauy of them are neither maid, widow, nor 
■wife. 

Duk^ Silence that fellow : I would, he 
bad some cause 


To prattle for himself.' 

Imcio. Well, my- lord. , 

Marit My lord, I do confess I ne’er WaS ' 
married; 'r«, 

And, I confess, besides, I am no maid : 

I have known my husband,.' yet my husband ' 
knows not • ‘ 

That ever he knew me. 

Lttdo. He was‘ drunk then, my lord : it 
can be ‘no better. 

Duke. For the bwieht of silence, ’would 
thou werf so too ! 

Lucio. Well, my lord. « 

Duke. This is no witness for Lord Angelol 
Mari. Now I come to 't, my lord. iw> 

She that accuses him of fomicatiOn, 

In selfsame manner doth accuse my husband ; 
And charges him, my lord, with such a time. 
When, 1 ’ll depose, 1 had him in mine ai'ras. 
With all the effect of love. 

Ang. Charges she more than me? . 

Mari. « Not that I know. 

Duke. No ? you say, your husband. 

Mari. Why, just, my lord, and that is 
Angelo, • 

Who thinks, he knows, that he ne’er knew 
my body. 

But know's, he thinks, that he knows Isabel’s, sm 
Aujg. This is a strange abuse. — Let 's see 
thy face. 

Mari. My husband bids me ; now I will 
unmask. [Unveiling. 

This is that face,. thou cruel Angelo, 

Which once, thou ‘8wor’.st, was worth *tho 
looking on : 

Tliis is the hand, which, with a vow’d con- 
tiuct, 

Was fast belock’d in thine : this is the body 
That took away the match from Isabel, 

And did supply thee at thy garden-house 
In her imagin’d person. 

Duke. Know you this womf^ t 

Lucio. Carnally, she says. 

Duke. Sirrah, no more, no 

Ltido. Enough, my lord. 

Ang, My lord, I must confess, I know’ 
this woman ; 

And five years since there was some speech of ’ 
marriage 

Betwixt myself and her, which was broko: 

Partly, for that her promised proportions 
Came short of composition ; but, in chief, 
iFor that h^r reputation was disvalued 
In levity : since which time of five years 
I never spake with her, saw her, nor beard ’ 
from her, ^ * 

Upon my faith and honour. 








Mariana, My husband bids me; now I will unm^k. 
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Noble prince, aso 
tibere comes light fi'om heaven, and woixls 
from bi'eatit, 

there is sense in truth, and truth in virtue, 
I iim al&ano’d this man’s wife, as strongly 
As words could make up vows: and, my 
> good loixi(, 

33 ut Tuesday night last gone, in his garden- 
house, 

lie knew me as a wife. As this is true, 

]Jet me in safety raise ino from my knees, 

Or else for ever be coidixed heie, 

A^arble monument. 

Ang. * « I did but smile till now ; 
Now, good my lord, give me the. scope of 
jusljce ; 280 

My patience here is touch’d. I do perceive, 
Thesft jK)or informal women ;are no more 
But instruments of « some moi'c mightier 
member, 

Tliat sets them on. Let me have way, my lord. 
To find this practice out. 

Duke. ' ‘Ay, with ray heart ; 

And punish them to your height of pleasure. — 
Thou foolish friar, and thou pernicious 
woman, 

Compact with her that ’s gone, tliink’st thou, 
thy oaths, 

Though they would swear down each par- 
ticular saint. 

Were testimonies against his worth and 
ci'odit, , 2w 

That’s seal’d in approbation? — You, Lor<l 
Escalus, 

^it with my cousin: lend him your kind pains 
To find out this abuse, whence ’tis deriv’tl. — 
'X'here is another friar that set them on ; 

Let him be sent for. 

Fri. Pet. ’Would he were here, my lord ; 
for he, indeed. 

Hath set the women on to this complaint. 
Your provost knows the place • where he 
• abides, 

And he may fetch him. 

Duke. Gk>, do it instantly. — \E7sit PT&tmt. 
And you, my noble and well-wai'ranted 
cousin, 251 

Whom it concerns to hear this matter forth. 
Do with your injuries as seems you best, - 
In any chastisement : I for a while will leave 
you ; 

But stir not you, till you have welWetermin’d 
Upon these slanderers. 

Fecal. My loi-d, we ’ll do it thoroughly. 
[Eimt Dukis.] — Signior Lucio, did not you 
^ay, you knew that Friar Lodowick to be a 
dishonest person ? 

ttticio, Cucidlm jmmi fadt mtmachum : 


honest . in nothing, but in his clothes ; and ' 
one that hath spoke most villainous speeches . 
of the duke. , lat.f 

Eacttl. We shall enti-eat you to abide here 
till he come, and enforce them against him. 
We shall find this friar a notable fellow. 

Lucio. As any in Vienna, on my word. 
Escal. Call that same Isabel here once 
again : I would s]>eak with her. [Exit an 
AttendarU.^ Pray you, my lord, give me 
leave to question; you shall see how I'll 
handle her. *n» 

’ Lucio. Not better than he, by her own 
report. 

Eacfd. Say you ? 

Lucio. Marry, sir, I think, if yon handled 
her priva|«ly, she would sooner confess : per- 
chance, publicly she ’ll be ashamed. 

Escal. I will go darkly to work with her. 
Lucio. That ’s the way ; for women are 
light at midnight. 

Re-enter Officers, with Isabella. 

\ 

Eical. [To Tsab.] Come on, mistress.. 
Here ’s a gentlewoman denies all that you 
have said. ‘ 2»- 

Lucio. My lord, here comes the rascal I 
spoke of ; here, witli the provost, 

Escal. In very good time : — speak not you. ' 
to him, till we call upon you. 

Lucio. Mum. 

Enter Duke, disguised as a Friar, awt 
Provost. 

Escal. Come, sir. Did you .set these 

womeft on to slander Lord Angelo? they 
have confess’d you did. 

Duke. ’T is tal.se. 

Escal. How ! know you where you are ? 
Duke. Respect to your great place ! and' 
lei the devil m 

Be sometime 'honour’d for his burning: 

throng. — 

Where is the duke ? ’t is he shoxdd hear me 
s})eak. 

Escal. The duke ’s in us, and we will hear 
you apeak : 

Look you speak justly. 

buJee. Boldly, at least. — But, O,. 

poor souls ! 

Come you lo seek the lamb here of the fox ? 
Good night to your redress. Id the duke 
gone ? 

Tlien is your cause gone too. The duke ’a 
unjust, 

Thus to retort your mafiifest appeal, 

And put your trial in the villain’s npouth, 
Which here yofi come to accuse. 
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: < /j'>j>eio. TJii.s is the rasctdi: this is he I 
! .1 spoke of. , . » 

EscaJ. Wiiy,. thou unroverend and un* 
* »■ hallow’d fnar ! > 

•Is. -I not leuougli, thou hast suborn’d these 
•women 

To . Hoeuse this worthy man, but, in foul 
; . i mouth, 

And in the witness of his proper ear, 

'I’o call him villain '1 

And then , to glance fi'om him to the duke 
himself, » 

iTo tax him with injustice ! — Take him hende ; 
To the mck w'ith him,|; — we ’ll tousc .you 
joint by joint, 

<liSat we jwill know his purpose. — What! mi- 

ijUStl .|3»0 

Dahl. Be not so hot ; the duke 
Uul'Cj no move stretch this tinger of mine, 
, I than he 

I'i.u-e rack hi.s own : his subject am I not,.,. 
Nor here piovincial. jNfy business in this 
Stdte , 

.'Alade.me a looker-on here in Vienna, 

.'Whore I , have seen 'Corruption boil and 
» btibble, * ' , 

TiJ,l jt o’er-rnn the stew : laws for all faults, 
But faults so countenanc’d, -that the strpng 
statutes 

Htand like the forfeits in a. barber’s. shop, 

As much in mock as mark. , . xm 

' Eacaf. Slander to the state ! Away with 
■ him to prison. 

An>j. What can you vouch against him, 
Signior Lucio 1 

.Ss this, tlie man that you did tell -us of ? 

Lucio. ’T is he, my lord. — -CoTne hither, 
goodmau baldpate ; do you know med 
.Duke. I remembor you, sii’, by the sound 
.•of your, voice : I met you at .the prison, in 
the absence of the duke. 

,,!.yiv?fciV).. O ! did you so? And, do you 
remember what you said of the duke ? aso 
Ehtfee.. Most notedly, sir. 

Lucio. Do you so, sir? And was the 
'.d.ik.e.a fleshmonger, a fool, and a coward, 
:i.s you then imported him to be ? 

Dnhi. You must, sir, change |X}rsoiis with 
jiue, ere you make that my report : you, in- 
slci'il, spoke .so of liim ; and much more, much 
•.vyolfse. 

»ii; i'Dvfiuy. O thou damnable fellow ! Did not 
!• pluck thee by the nose, for thy speeche.s 1 
.. I protest, I love the duke as 1 love 
inysalf. mu 

Any; .Hark, how the villain would close 
now, after his ti'easonablo abuses. 

•. Escal. Such a fellow: is not to bo talk’d 


v;'v 

withal :-n— Away with him to prison. ’. 

is the provost ? — Away with him to prisiU)). > , 
Lay bolts enough upon him, let him sp^tk 
no moref. — :Away with tho.se giglots too, aisd 
with the other confederate com|)anion. 

[The Provost lays hand on .the DuKEi. 
DuLee. Stay, sir ; stay awhile. 

Any. What] resists he? Help • him, 
Lucio. «9 . 

I/acio. Come, sir ; come, sir ; come, sir ; . ‘ 
foh ! .sir. Whi’', you bald-pated, lying rascal ! 
you must lie. hooded, must you % show your 
knave’s visage, with a pox to you ! shoV 
your sheep-biting face, and be liang’d an hour. 
Will 't not olf? 

\ruUs off the Friar's hood, and discovers 

the Dukk 

Duke. Thou art the first knave chat e’er 
I, . made a duke.-^f 

First, provost, let me bail these gentle'three.^ — 
,[To 'jiCCio,] Sneak not away, sir; for' the 
. friar and you 

Must have, a word anon. — Lay hold on him. 

Lucio. This may prove worse than hanging. 

, DvJic. \To Escal.] you have spoke, 

I pardon ; sit you down. ' a» 

, We ’ll borrow .place of him. — [To Ano.] Sir, 
by your leave : 

Hast thou or word, or wit, or impudence, 

That yet can do thee office 1 If thou hast, 
Rely .upon it till my tale be heai*d, 

And hold no loi^r out. 

Atfy. O my dread lord ! 

I should be guiltier than my guiltiness, 

.To think I can be undiscernable, 

When I perceive your grace, like power 
divine, 

Hath look’d upon my passes. Then, good 
. ,, . , prince, " 

No longer session hold upon my shame, . m 
Butdet my trial be mine own confession : 
.Immediate sentence then, and sequent deatli. 

Is all the grace I beg. 

Duke. Come hither, Mariana. — 

,Say, wast thou e’er contracted .to this 
. . woman ? 

Any. I was, my lord. 

■ .Duke. Go take her hence, and marry her 
, instantly. — 

Do you the office, friar ; which consummate, 
Return him here again. — Go with him, pro* 
vest. [Exeunt AnoELO, MABIAkA, 
Friar Pete it, and Provost, 
Escal. My lord, I am. more amaz’d at bis ' 
dishonour, 

Tlian at. the strangeness of it 

Duke. Come hither, Isabel.- SS 

Your ft^iar is now your prince : as I was then 



Act Y. MEASURE FOR MEASURE. - Scene 1,' * 

- Advertising and holy to your business. And choke your good to come. For his pos» 

Not changing heart with habit, 1 am still sessions. 


Attorney’d at your service. 

laah. O, give mS pardon. 

That I, your vassal, Imve employ’d and pain’d 
•Your unknown sovereignty 1 

Duke, You are pardon’d, Isabel : 

And now, dear maid, be you as free to us. 
Your brother’s death, X ’:now, sits at your 
heart; ' • " , ' 

And you may marvel, why I obscur’d myself, 
Labouring to save Ills life, and would not 
* mther aoo 

, Make rash rftaionstrance of my hidden power, 
Than let him so be lost. O most kind maid I 
It was the^wift celerity of his death, 

Which T did think with slower foot, came on. 
That brain’d my purpose but, peace be with 
» him ! # 

That life is better life, i>ast fearing death. 
Than that which lives to fear. Make it your 
• comfort, • 

So happy is your brothei’ 

Isab. I do, mv lord. 

lte^7iter Angelo, Mariana, Friar Peter, ’ 
mid Provost. ' 

Duke. For this new -married man, ap- 
proaching hei’e. 

Whose salt imagination yet hath wrong’d 
Your well-defende<l honour, you must pardon 
For Mariana’s sake. But, as he adjudg’d 
your brother, 

(B.eing criminal, in double violation 
Of sacred chastity, and of promise-breach. 
Thereon dependent, for your bix)ther’8 life) 
The veiy mercy of the law cries out 
Most audible, even from his proper tongue, 

“ An Angelo for Claudio, death for death ! ” 
Uaste still pays haste, and leisure answers 
leisure, 

Like doth quit like, and Measure still for 
•» Measure. 4»o 

Then, Angelo, thy fault thus manifested, — 
Which, thou^ thou wouldst deny, denies 
thee vantage, — 

We do condemn thee to the very block 
Where Claudio stoop’d to death, and with 
like haste.-— 

Away with him. 

^ Mari. O my most gracious loi'd ! 

I hope you will not mock me with a*, husband, 

. Duke. It is your husband mock'd you with 
a husband. 

Consenting to the safeguard of your honour, 

I thought your marriage fit ; else imputation, 
For that he knew you, might I’eproach your 
‘ life, • «6 


Although by confiscation they are ours, 

We do instate and widow you withal. 

To buy you a better husband. 

Mari, O my dear lord I 

I crave no other, nor no better man. 

Duke. Never crave him : wo are definitive. 
Mari, Gentle my liege, — ' \Kueelivig. 

Duke. You do but lose your labour. 

Away with him to death. — [To Lircio.] 
Now, sir, to yon. 

* Mari. O my good loi'd ! — Sweet Isabel, 
take my pai^ : 

Lend me your knees, and all my life to 
‘ come 439 

I ’ll lend you, all my life to do you service. 
Duke, Against all sense you do importune 
her ; 

Should she kneel down in mercy of this fact. 
Her brother’s ghost his paved bed would 
bi'eak. 

And take her hepce in h1)rror. 

Mari. Isabel, 

Sweet Isabel, do yet but kneel by me : 

Hold up your hands, sa^ nothing, 1 ’ll speak 
all. 

They say, best men are moulded out of faults, 
And, for tho mo,st, become much more tlie' 
better 

For being a little bad ; so may my husband. 

0 Isabel ! will you not lend a knee 1 **i 

Duke. He dies for Claudio’s death. 

Imh. Most bounteous sii’, 

[Kneeling. 

Look, if it please you, on this man condemn’d, 
As if my brother liv’d. I partly think, 

A due sincerity govern’d his deeds, 

Till he did look on me : sinw it is so. 

Let him not die. My brother had but justice, 
In that he did the thing for which he died : 
For Angelo, 

His act did not o’ertakc his bad intent ; 450 

And must bo buried but as an intent 
That perish’d by the way. Thoughts are no 
subj^ts. 

Intents but merely thoughts. 

Mari. Merely, my lord. 

Duke-. Your suit ’s unprofitable : stand up, 

I say. — 

1 have bethought me of another fault.- — 
Provost, how camr? it Claudio was beheaded 
At an unusual hour ? 

Prov. It was commanded so. 

Duke. Had you a special warrant for the 
•leed 1 

Prov. No, my good lord : it was by private 
message. 
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Duke. For which I do discharge you of 
, your office : «o 

Give up your keya 

Prov. Pardon me, noble lord : 

I thought it was a fault, but knew it not, 

Yet did repent me, after more atlvice ; 

For testimony whereof, one in the prison, 
That should by private order else have died, 

I have reserv’d alive. 

Duke. What ’s he ? 

Prw. His name is Bamaixline. 

Duke. I would thou hadst done so by 
Claudio.— 

Go fetch him hither : let me look iipon him. 

[Exit Provoet. 

Eseal. I am sorry, one so learned and so 
wise 

As you, Lord Angelo, have still appear’d. 
Should slip so grossly, both in the heat of 
blood. 

And lack of tem|>er’d judgment afterwanl. 
Aug. 1 am soi^y that such sorrow I 
procure ; , 

And so deep sticks it in my ]>enitent heart, 
That I crave death more willingly than mercy : 
’T is my deserving, and 1 do entreat it. 

Re-enter Provost, Barnardine, Claudio, 
aiul J ULIJST. 

Duke. Which is that Barnardine? 

Prov. This, my lord. 

Duke. There was a friar told me of thi.s 
man. — 

Birrah, thou art said to have a stubborn soul, 
That apprehends no further than this world. 
And squar’st thy life accoixling. Thou ’rt 
condemned ; 

But, for those eartlily faults, 1 quit them all. 
And pray thee, take this mercy to provide 
For better times to come. — Friar, advise him : 
1 leave him to your liaurl. — What muffled 
fellow ’s that ? 

Prov. This is another pri.soner that I sav’d, 
That should have died when Claudio lost his 
head, 

As like almost to Claudio as himself. 

[XJiimujpjes Claudio. 
Duke. [To Is.AB.] If he be like your 
brother, for his sake 

Is he pardon’d ; and for your lovely sake m 
Give me your hand, and say you will be mine, 
He is my brother too. But fitter time for that. 
By this Lord Angelo perceives he ’s safe ; 
Methinks, I see a quick’ning in his eye. — I 

Well, Angelo, your evil quits you well : I 


Look that you love your wife; her wortli,- 
worth youi’S. — 

I find an apt remission iii myself. 

And yet hei-e's one in place T cannot pardon. — 
[To Lucio.] You, sirrali, that know me for a 
fool, a coward. 

One all of luxury, an ass, a madman : 
Whei-ein have 1 so deserv’d of you, 

That you extol me thus ? 

Ltusio. ’Faith,’ my lord, I spoke it but ac- 
cording to the trick. , If you will hang me for 
it, you may ; but I had rather it would please 
you, I might be whipp’d. 

Duke. Whipp’d tirat, sirj> * and hahg'd 
after. — 

Pi’oclaim it, provost, i*ound about the city. 

If any woman *s wrong’d by this lewd fellow 
(As I have heajrd''him swear himself there’s 
one 

Whom he begot with child), let her appear, 
And»he shall marry her : the nuptial finish'd, 
•Let him be whipp’d and hang’d. 

Lucio. I beseecli your highness, do not 
marry mo to a whore ! Your highness sai<i 
even now, I made you a dvke : good my lord, 
do not rocompense mo in making me a 
cuckold. 

Duke. Upon mine honour, thou shalt marry 
her. 

Thy slandei's I forgive ; and therewithal 
Remit thy other forfeita — Take him to 
j»ri.sori. 

And see our pleasure herein executed. 

Lucio. Manying a punk, my lord, is press- 
ing to death, whipping, and hanging. 

Duke.. Slandering a prince deserves it. — 
She, Claudio, thsit you wrong’d, look you 
re.store. 

Joy to you, Mariana ! — love her, Angelo : 

I have confess’d her, and I know her virtue. — ■ 
Tlianks, good friend E.scalus, for thy much 
goodness : 

There ’s more behind that is more gratulatt. 
Thanks, provost, for thy care, and secrecy; w 
We shall employ thee in a worthier place, — 
Forgive him, Angelo, that brought you home 
The ljea«l of Ragoziue for Claudio’s : 

'File offence jiardons itself. — Dear Isabel, 

~ have a motion much im^xirts your good ; 
Whereto if you ’ll a willing ear incline. 

What ’s mine is yours, and what is youi’S i.s 
iilfhe. — 

So. bring us to our fialiice ; where we ’ll show 
What ’s yet behind, that ’s meet you all shouhi 
knoV. [Exewui. 
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OT&ELLO, THE MOOR OF VENICE. 


DRAMATIS PERSONJC. 

Montano, (lover^wr of Cypi'ibs. 
Clduni, Servant to Othello. 


Duke op Venice. 

Brj&antio, n Seriator, 
i)iher Senator^., 

^tRATIANO, Brother to Brahantio. 

Lodovico, Kinsman to Brahantio. 

Othello, a mhle Moor in the service of the 
Venetian state. 

0as3IO, his Lieukuant. 

Iaoo, his Ancient. 

Koderigo, a Venetian Gentieman. 

SCEN^1 — For the First ^ct, 


Desdemona, Daughter to Brahantio, and 
Wife to Othello. 

Emilia, Wife to lago. 

Bianca, Mistress to Cassio. 

Sailm', Messengers, Herald, Officers, Gentle- 
men, Musidam, ami Atkndants. 


in Venice; ‘during the rest of the Play, at a sea-port in 
Cyprus. * 


ACT r. 


Scene I, — Venice. A Street. 

Enki' Roderigo and I ago. 

Rod. Tush! never tell me; I take it much 
unkimlly. 

That thou, lago, who hast had my j)ui*8e, 

As if the strings wore thine, shouldst know 
• of this. 

logo. 'Sblood, but you will not hear me : 

If ever I did <lream of such a matter, 

Abhor me. 

Rod. Thoir toldst me, thou didst hold him 
in thy hate. 

lago. Despise me, if I do not. Three great 
ones of the city, 

In personal suit to make me his lieutenant, 
<)lf-capp*d to him ; and, by the faith of man, 

I know my price : I am worth no worse a 
place ; n 

But he, as loving his own pride and pur- 
poses, 

Evades them, Avith a bombast circumstance. 
Horribly stuff'd with epithets of war ; 

And, in conclusion. 

Nonsuits my mediators ; for, “ Certes,” says 
he, 

X have already chose my officer.” 

And what was he 1 , 

Forsooth, a great arithmetician, 

One Michael Cassio, a Florentine, m 

A fellow almost damn’d in a fair wife ; 

That never set a squadfon in the field, 


Nor the division of a battle knows 
More than a spinster; unless the bookish 
theoric, 

w herein the tongued consuls can propose 
As masterly as he: mere prattle, without 
practice. 

Is all his soldiership. But he, sir, had the 
election ; 

And I, — of whom his eye.s had seen the 
proof 

At Rhodes, at Cyprus, and on other greunds 
Christen’d and heathen, — n\ust be be-lee’d 
and calm’d sa 

By debitor-and-creditqr ; this counter-caster, 
He, in good time, must his lieutenant be. 
And I (God bless the mark I) his Moorship’s 
ancient. 

Rod. By Heaven, I rather would have been 
his hangman. 

logo. But there’s no remedy : ’t is the curse 
of service. 

Preferment goes by letter, and affection, 

And not by old gradation, where each se- 
cond 

Stood heir to the first. Now, sir, be judge 
yourself, 

Whether I in any just tem am affin’d 
To love the Moor. 

Rod, I would not follow him then. « 

logo. 0, sir, content you : 

I follow him to serve my turn upon him : 

We cannot all be masters, nor all masters 
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Cannot be truly follow’d. You shall mark 
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave, 
That, doting on his own obsequious bondage, 
Wears out his time, much like his master’s 
aas. 

For nought but provender; and when he 's old, 
cashier’d : 

Whip me such honest knaves. Others there 
are, 

Who, trimm’d in forms and visages of duty, 
Keep yet their hearts attending on them- 
selves, * . 61 

And, throwing but shows of service on their 
loixls, 

Do well thrive by them, and, when they have 
lin’d their coats. 

Do themselves homage : these fellows have 
some soul ; 

And such a one do I profess myself. 

For, sir, 

It is as sure as you are Rodcrigo, 

Were I the Moor, T would not be lago : 

In following him, I follow but myself ; 
Heaven is my judge, not I for love and 
duty, • 80 

But seeming so, for my peculiar end : 

For when my outward action doth demon- 
strate 

The native act and figure of my heart 
In complement extern, ’t is not long after 
But I will wear my heart upon my sleeve 
For daws to peck at : I am not what I am. 

Rod. What a full fortune does the thick- 
lips owe, 

If he can cany ’t thus ! 

Jago. Call up her father ; 

Rouse him ; make after him, poison his de- 
light, 

Proclaim him in the streets : incense her kins- 
men, TO 

And, though he in a fertile climate dwell. 
Plague him with flies ; though that his joy be 

joy, 

Vet thi'ow such chances of vexation on % 

As it may lose some colour. 

Rod. Hei*e is lier father’s house : I ’ll call 
aloud. 

lago. Do ; with like timorous accent, and 
lire yell, 

As when, by night and negligence, the fire 
Is spied in populous cities. 

Rod, What, ho ! Brabantio ! Signior Bra- 
bantio, ho ! 

Awake ! what, ho ! Brabantio ! 
thieves ! thieves ! thieves ! to 

Look to your house, your daughter, and your 
bags ! 

Thieves ! thieves ! 


Enttr Brabantio, ahove^ at a witidow. 

Bra. What is the reason of this terrible 
summons ? 

What is the matter there ? 

Rod. Signior, is all your ^simily within % 
logo. Are your doors lock’d ? ^ 

Bra. Why 1 wherefore ask you this! 

/ago. ’Zounds,, -sir ! you are robb’d ; for 
fehamo, put on your gown ; 

Your heart is burst, you have lost half your 
soul : . f , 

Even now, now, very now, an old black 
ram * •. 

Is tupping your white ewe. Arise, arise ! sw 
Awake the snorting citizens with* the boll, 

Or else the devil will make a grandsire of you. 
Arise, I say. ^ 

What ! have you lost yoUr wits '? 
Rod. Most reverend signior, do you know 
* my voice ? 

7Jra. Not I : what are you ? 

Rod. My name is Rodcrigo. 

7Jra. The worser welcome : 

I have charg’d thee not to haunt about my 
doors. 

In honest plainness tliou hast heai’d me say, 
My daughter is not for thee ; and now, in 
madncs.s, 

Being full of supper and distempering 
Iraughts, 

Upon malicious knavery dost thou come 
To .start my quiet. 

7^od. 8ir, sir, sir, — ^ 

7J7'a. But thou must needs be sure, 

My sj>irit, and my place, have in them power 
To make this bitter to thee. 

7i od. Patience, good sii'. 

7Jra. What tell’st tliou me of robbing? 
this is Venice ; 

My house is not a grange. 

Rod. Most grave Brabantio, 

In simple and pure .soul I come to you. i«- 
/ago. ’Zounds, sir ! you are one of those 
that wdll not serve God, if the devil bid you. 
Because we come to do yon service, and you 
think w'e aie ruffians, you’ll have your 
daughter covered with a Barbary horse; you’ll 
have your nephews neigh to you ; you’ll have 
coursers for cousins, and gennets for germans. 
Bi‘a. What profane wretch art thou 1 
/ago. I am one, sir, that comes to tell you, 
your daughter and the Moor are how maaing 
the beast Nfith two backs. 

Bra. Thou art a villain. 

/ago. You are — a senator. 

Bra. This thou shalt answer : I kno.w thee, 
Roderigo. j>* 


528 



Act I. OTHELLO, THE MOOR OP VENICE. Scene H/ 


jRod. Sir, I will answer anything. But I 
beseech you. 

If ’t be your pleasure, and most wis^ consent, 
partly, I find, it is,) that your fair 
daughter, 

At this odd-even and dull watch o’ the night. 
Transported with no worse nor better guard, 
But with a knave of common hire, a gondolier, 
To the gross clasps of a lascivious Moor,- — 

If this be known to you, -4,nd your allowance, 
We then have done you bold and saucy 
• wrongs ; 

But if you i^now not this, my manners tell 

• me, * 130 

We have your wi*ong rebuke. Do not believe 
That, from’the sense of all civility, 

Ij thus would play and trifle with yOur rever- 

. ’ ence : 

Your daiighter, if you have not given her leave, 

. 1 say again, hath made a gross revolt ; 

Tying, her duty, beauty, wit, and fortunes, 

In an extravagant and wheeling stranger, * 
■Of here and everywhere. Straight satisfy 
yourself ; 

If she be in her chamber, or your house. 

Let loose on me the justice of the state 1*0 
For thxis deluding you. 

Bra, Strike on the tinder, ho ! 

Give me a tai)er !— call up all my jjeople ! — 
This accident is not unlike my dream ; 

Belief of it oppi’osses me already. — 

Light, I say ! light ! [Exit from 'above. 

logo. Farewell ; for I must leave you : 
It* seems not meet, nor wholesome to my 
place. 

To be produc’d (as, if I stay, I shall) 

Against the Moor : for, I do know, the state 
^However this may gall him with some 
check) 

Cannot with s.afety cast him ; for he ’s em- 
bark’d 

With such loud reason to the Cypi*us wax’s 
<Which even now stands in act), that, for 
their souls. 

Another of his fathom they have none. 

To lead their business : in which I’egard, 
Though I do hate him as I do hell-pains, 

Yet, for necessity of present life, 

I must show out a flag and sign of love. 
Which is indeed but sign. That you shall 
surely find him, , 

Lead to the Sagittary the raised search ] iso 
And there will I be with him. So, farewell. 

\Exii. 

JEnteTf below i Bbabantio atid • Servants toiph 
torclws. 

Bra. It is too true an evil : gone she is ; 


And what ’s to come of my despised time. 

Is nought but bitterness. — ^Now, Roderigo, 
Where didst thou see her? — O xmbappy 
girl !— 

With the Moor, say’st thou ? — Who would l )0 
a father 1 — - 

How didst thou know ’t was she ? — O ! she 
deceives me 

Past thought. — What said she to you? — 
Get more tapers ! 

Raise all my kindred ! — Are they married, 

, think you ? 

Rod. Truly, I think, they ai’e. 

Bra. 0 Heaven ! — How got she out ? — O, 
treason of the blood ! — it* 

Fathers, from hence trust not your daughters’ 
minds 

By what you see them act. — Is there not 
charms, 

By which the property of youth and maidhood 
May be abus’d ? Have you not I’ead, 
Roderigo, 

Of some such thing ? 

Rod. Yes, sir; I have, indeed. 

Bra. Call up my brother. — O, would you 
had had her 1 — 

Some oire way, some another. — ^Do you know 
Where we may apprehend her and the Moor ? 

Rod. I think, I can discover him, if you 
please 

To get good guard, and go along with me. wo 

Bra. Pray you, lead on. At every house 
I’llcttll; 

I may command at most. — Get weapons, ho ! 
And raise some special officers of might. — 
On, good Roderigo ; — I ’ll deserve your pains. 

\Exmnt. 

Scene II. — The Same. Another Street. 

Enter Othello, Iaoo, and Attendants, with 
torches. 

lago. Though in the trade of war I have 
slain men. 

Yet do I 'hold it very stuff o’ the conscience, 
To do no contriv’d murder : I lack iniquity 
Sometimes, to do me service. Nine or ten 
times 

I had thought to have yerk’d him here, imder 
the ribs. 

0th. ’T is better as it is. 

logo. Nay, but he prated, 

And sjKjke such scuiwy and provoking terms 
Against your honour. 

That, with the little godliness I have, 

I did full hard forbear him. But, I pray you, 
sir, J* 
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Are you fast married 1 Be assur’d of this, 
That the inagnifico is much beloved ; 

And hath, in his effect, a voice potential 
As double as the diike’s : he will divorce you; 
Or put upon yoxi what restraint, or grievance, 
The law (with all his might to enfoitje it on) 
Will give him cable. 

0th. Let him do His spite : 

My services, which I have done the signiory. 
Shall out*toiigue his complaints. ’T is yet to 
know, 

(Which, when I know that boiisting is ,an 
honour, »» 

I shall promulgate,) I fetch my life and being 
From men of royal siege ; and my demerits 
May sjjeak, unlxmneted, to as ])roud a fortune 
As this that I have reach’d : for know, lago. 
But that I love the gentle Desdemona, 

I would not my unhoused free condition 
Put into circumsci’iption and confine 
For the sea’s worth. But, look ! what lights 
come yond ? 

/ago. Those are the raisiid father, and his 
friends : 

You were best go ia. 

0th. Not I ; I must be found : so 

My j)arts, my title, and niy perfect soul. 

Shall manifest me rightly. Is it they ? 

/ago. By Janus, 1 think no. , 

JSiUer Cassio ami cerkdn Officers toith torches. 

0th. The servants of the duke, and my 
lieutenant. 

The goodness of the night upon you, friends ! 
What is the news ? 

Cas. The duke does greet you, geneml ; 
And he requires your haste-post-haste appear- 
ance, 

Even on the instant. 

OtJi, What is the matter, think yoti? 

Civs. Something from Cyprus, as I may 
divine. 

It is a business of some heat : the galleys *o 
Have sent a dozen sequent messengers 
This very night at one another’s heels ; 

And many of the consuls, rais’d and met. 

Are at the duke’s already. You have been 
hotly call’d for ; 

When, being not at your lodging to be found, 
The senate hath sent a’bout three several 
quests, 

To search you out. 

0th. ’T is well I am found by you. 

I will but spend a word here in the house. 

And go with you. [JSxit. 

Gas. Ancient, what makes he here 1 

lago. ’Faith, he to-night hath boarded a 
land-oarack : 
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If it prove lawful prize, he ’s made for ever. 
Gas. I do not understand. 
lago.f. He ’s married. 

Gas. To who ? 

Re-eiUeT Othello. 

A 

/ago. Many, to — Come, captain, will ydbt 
go'f 

Oih. . Have with you. 

Gas.' Here comes another troop to seek for 
you. • . 

hujo. ,Ic is Bmbantio. — General, be advis’d t 
He comes to bad intent. • 

Enter Brabantio, Roderioo, and Officers^ 
tcith torches and weapofis. 

0th. Holla 1 stand there ! 

RotL Signior, i^ is the Moor. ’ . . 

Jira. Down with him, tliief T 

\They draw on both sides, 
logo. You, Roderigo ! come, sir, I .am for 
you. » 

Olh. Keep Tip your bright swords, for the 
dew will rust them. — 

Good signior, you shall more command with' 
yeai*8, 

Than with your weapons. 

Bra. O thou foul thief! where hast thou 
stow’d my daughter 1 — 

Damn’d as thou ai't, thou hast enchanted her 
For 1 ’ll refer me to all things of sense. 

If she in chains of magic were not bound. 
Whether a maid .so tender, fair, and happy, 

So opposite to marriage, that she shunn’d* 

The wealthy curled darlings of our nation. 
Would ever have, to incur a general mock, 
Run from her guardage to the sojpty bosom ra- 
Of such a thing as thou ; to fear, not to de- 
light. 

Judge me the world, if ’t is not gross in sense,. 
That thou hast practis’d on her with foul 
charms ; ^ 

Abus’d her delicate youth with drugs, or 
minerals, 

That weaken motion. — I’ll have ’t disputed on;, 
’T is probable, and palpable to thinking. 

I therefore apprehend and do attach thee, 

For an abuser of the world, a practiser 
Of arts inhibited and out of wairant. — 

Lay hold upon him ! if he do resist, 

Subdue h^ at his peril. 

0th. Hold your hands. 

Both you of ray inclining, and the rest ; 

«Were it my cue to fight, I should have known 
it 

Without a prompter. — Where will you that I 

go 

To answer this your charge ? 
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Br<JL To prison ; till fit time 

0£ law, and coiirae of direct session, 

^all thee to answer. • 

0th. Wliat if I do obey ? 

How may the duke be therewith satisfied, 
Whose inessengots are heixs about my side, 
UiK>n some present business of the state, 

To bj-ing me to him I 

Off. ’I'-is true, m^'st worthy signior : 
The duke ’s in council, anu your noble self, 

•t am sure, is sent for. 

Bra. How ! the duke in council ! 

In this time of the night ! — Bring him away, 
^dine ’s not an idle cause : the duke himself, 
any of my bi-others of the state, 

<..'anuot but feel this wrong as ’t were their 

. • ’ 

For if such actions may have passage free. 
Bond-slaves and pagans shall our statesmen 
be. \Exeant. 


Scene III.- 


-The Same. 
Chamber. 


A Council 


The Duke, and Senators, sitting at a table ; 
Officers attendiw/. 

Duke. There Ls no com^wsition in these 
news. 

That gives them cx’edit. 

1 Sen. Indeed, they are disprojwrtion'd : 
My letters say, a hundretl and seven gsdleys. 

ffuke. And mine, a hundre<l and forty. 

2 Sen. And mine, two hundred : 

But though they jump not on a just account, 
(As in these cases, where the aim rejwrts, 

is oft with difference,) ^et do they all con- 
firm 

A Turkisli fleet, and Waring up to Cyprus. 
Duke. Nay, it is possible enough to judg- 
ment. 

J.do not so secure me in the error. 

But the main article I do approve 
In fearful sense. 

Sailor. [ Within.^ What, ho ! what, ho ! 
what, ho ! 

Off. A messenger from the galleys. 

Enter a Sailor. 


The importancy of Cyprus to the Turk ; n 
And let ourselves again but understand, 
That, as it more concerns the Tui’k than 
Rhodes, 

So may he with more facile question bear it. 
For that it stands not in .such warlike brace, 
But altogether lacks the abilities 
That Rhodes is dress’d in : — if we make 
thought of this. 

We must not think the Turk is so unskilful. 
To leave that latest which concerns him first. 
Neglecting an attempt of ease and gain, » 
To wake and wage a danger profithvss. 

Duke. Nay, in all coptidence, he ’s not for 
Rhodes. 

1 Off. Here is more news. 

' Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. The Ottomites, reverend and 
gracious. 

Steering with due 0001*86 toward the isle of 
Rhodes, 

Have there injointeil them with an after fleet. 

1 Sen. Ay, so I thought. — How many, as 
you guess ( » 

Mess. Of thirty sail ; and now do they re- 
stem 

^^’heir backward course, bearing with frank 
appearance 

Their purposes toward Cyprus. — Signior 
Montano, 

Your trusty and most valiant servitor, 

With his free duty, recommends you thus, 
And prays you to believe him. 

Duke. T is certain then for Cyprus. — 
Marcus Luccicos, is not he in town 1 

1 Sen. He ’s now in Florencti. 

Duke. Write from us to him : po.st-post- 
haste despatch. 

1 Sen. Here comes Brabantio, and the 
valiant Moor. 


JO 


Duke. 


* Enter Brabantio, Othello, Iaoo, Kooerigo, 
and Officers. 

Duke. Valiant Othello, we must straight 
employ you 

Against the general enemy Ottoman. — w 

[Yft Brabantio.] I did not see you ; welcome, 
gentle signior ; 

Now, what ’s the business ? We lack’d your counsel and your help to- 


Sail. The Turkish pre^iaration., makes for 
* Rhodes : 

So was I bid report here to the state. 

By Signior Angelo. < 

Duke. How say you by this change 1 
1 Sen. This cannot be, 

By no assay of I'eason : ’t is a pageant. 

To keep us in false gaze. When we consider 


Good your grace, 
I heard ot 


night. 

Bra. ^ did I youre. 
pardon me ; 

Neither my place, nor 
business. 

Hath rais’d me from my bed ; 
general care 

Take hold on me, for my particular grief 


aught 


nor doth the 


ssn 
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Scene in. 


la of 80 flood-gate and o’erbearing nature, 
That it engluts and swallows other sorrows, 
And it is still itself. 

Duke. Why, what ’s the matter 1 

Bra. My daughter ! O, my daughter ! 

Sen. Dead ? 

Bra. , Ay, to me ; 

She is abus’d, stol’n from mo, and corrupted ei 
By spells and medicines bought of mounte- 
banks ; 

For nature so preposterously to err, 

Being not deficient, blind, or lame of sense, * 
Sans witchcraft could not. 

Duke. Whoe’er he be, that in this foul 
proceeding 

Hath thus beguil’d your daughter of herself. 
And you of her, the bloody book of law 
You shall yourself read in the bitter letter, 
After your own sense; yea, though our proper 
sou ro 

Stood in your action. 

Bra. Humbly I thank your gi-ace. 

Here is the man, this Moor*; whom now, it 
seems, 

Your special mandate, for the state affairs,. 
Hath hither brought. 

Duke and Sen. We are very sony for it. 

Duke. \To Othello.] What, in your own 
part, can you say to this ? 

Bra. Nothing, but this is so. 

Oih. Most potent, grave, and I’everend 
signiors. 

My very noble and approv’d good mastei-s. 
That I have ta’en away this old man’s 
daughter. 

It is most true ; true, I have manned her : so 
The very head and front of ray offending 
Hath tliis extent, no more. R\ide am I in 
my speech. 

And little bless’d with the soft phrase of 
}ieace; 

For since these anns of mine had’ seven years’- 
pith. 

Till now, some nine moons -wasted, they have 
us’d 

Their dearest action in the tented fiSld ; 

And little of this great world can I speak. 
More than pertains -to feats of broil and 
battle ; 

And, therefore, little shall I grace my cause. 
In speaking for myself. Yet^ by your 
gracious patience, oo 

I -will, a round un varnish’d tale deliver 
Of my whole course of love ; what drugs, 
what charms. 

What conjuration, and what mighty magic, 
(For such proceeding I am charg’d withal,) 

1 won his daughter. •> j 


Bra. A maiden never bold ; 

Of spirit so still and quiet; that her motion 
Blush’d •at herself; and she — ^in spite o^ 
nature. 

Of years, of country, credit, everything — 

To fall in love with what she fear’d to look on ^ 
It is a judgment maim’d, Rnd'mo.st imperfect, 
That will confess, perfection so could err toi 
Against all rules of nature;- and must be 
driven 

To find ‘out practices of cunning hell, 

Why this- should be. I, therefore, vottbh* 


again. 

That with some mixtures powerful o’er the 
blood. 

Or with ^ome dram conjur’d to this effect, 

He wrought upon her. , 

Duke. To vouch this, is nc-_ proof : 

■Without more wider and more overt test, 
Than these thin habits, and poor likelihoods 
Of modern seeming, do prefer against him. iw 
1 Hen. But, OtheKoj speak : 

Did you by indirect and forced couraes 
Subdue and jKiison this young maid’s affec- 
tions ; * 

Or came it by request, and .such fair question 
As smd to soul aftbrdeth ? 

Oih. I do beseech you. 

Send for the lady to the Sagittary, 

And let her s|)eak of me before her father : 

If you, do find me foul in her report, 

The trust, the office, I do hold of you. 

Not only take away, but let your sentence 
Even fall upon my life. 

Duke. Fetch Desdemona hither. 


0th. Ancient, conduct them ; you best 
know the place. — 

\Exeunt Iago and Attendants. 
And, till she come, as truly as to Heaven 
I do confe.ss the vices of my blood, 

So justly to your gi-ave earn I ’ll present 
'How I did thrive in this fair lady’s love, i 
And she in mine. 

Duke. Say it, Othello. 

0th, Her father lov’d me ; oft invited me ; 
Still question’d me the story of my life, w 
From year to year ; the battles, sieges, 
fortunes. 

That I have pass’d. 

1 ran it through, even from my boyish days, 
To the very moment that he bade me tell it : 
Whorain I sjjake of most disastrous chances, 
Of moving accidents by flood and field ; 

Of hair-breadth scapes i’ the imminent-deadly, 
breach ; 

Of being taken by the insolent foe. 

And sold to slavery;- of my redemption 
thence, • 
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An4 portance in iny traveller’s histoiy ; 
Wherein of antres vast, and deserts idle. 
Hough quarries, rocks, and hills v^hq^ heads 
touch hcaveii, 

It was ihy hint to speak, — such was the pro- 
cess ; — • 

And of the C Cannibals tliat each other eat, 

The Anthropophagi, and men whose heads 
Do grow beneath their shoulders. This to 
hear, • V 

Would Desdenion'a sencusly incline : 

But still the house-affairs would draw her 
hencu’; 

’Which ever a§ she could with haste despatch, 
■ She ’d come again, and with a greedy ear ifio 
Devour up* my discourse. Which X observ- 
ing, ‘ . . . . . 

Took’ once a pliant hour ; and found good 
’means ‘ 

To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart, 
That [ would all my pilgrimage dilate, ‘ ■' 
Whereof by parcels she had something heard, 
But not intentively : I did consent ; • 

And often did beguile her of her tear.s, ; ‘ ' 

When I did speak of some distressful stroke, 
That my youth suffer’d. My .story being' 
done, 

She gave me for my jKiins a world of sighs : 
She swore, — in faith, ’t was strange, ’t was 
passing .strange ; 

’T was pitiful, ’t was wondrous pitiful : 

She wish’d she had not heard it; yfet she 
wish’d 

That Heaven had made her such a man : .she 
thank’d me ; 

And bade me, if I had a friend that loy!d her, 
I should but teach him how to tell my story. 
And that would woo her. U}>on this hint I 
spake. 

She lov’d me for the dangers I had pass’d, 
And I lov’d her, that she did pity them. , 
This only is the witchcraft I have us’d : . iiro 
Here comes the lady ; let her witness it. • 

Enter Desdemona, Iago, and Attendants. 

Dvke. I think, this tale would win my 
daughter too; 

Good Brabantio, 

Take up this mangled matter at the best : 

Men do their broken weapons rather use, 
Than their Imre handa 

> Bra. I pray you, hear' her speak : | 

If she confess that she was' half the wooer, - 
Destruction on my head, if my b^ blame .. ' 
Light on the man ! — Come hither, gentle 
mistress : 

Do you perceive in all this noble company, i» 
Where most you owe*-obedience ? 


DeSt. My noble father, 

I do perceive hei’e a divided duty : ■ 

To you I am bound for life and education- 
My life and education, both do learn me 
How to respect you ; you are the lord of duty,; 
I am hitherto your daughter ; but herc’s niy 
husband; ■ - Oi!!-. 

And so much duty as my mother show’d- ■ .i 
To you, prefeii'ing you before her father,.. V ; 
So much 1 challenge that I may profess 
.Due to the Moor, my lord, > 

^Bra. • God be with you !—rI' haw 

done, — ■ ' t • I ■ . ‘1 ivft 

Please it your grace, on to the state afFaiias;: 

I had rather to adopt a child than get- it. 
Gome hithei', Moor : ■ . . i 

' I hei’o do give thee that with all n»y heart. 
Which, but thou hast aln.-ady, with' all- my 
heart ■•.i'' 

I would keej) from thee. -i- For your, sake, 

• jewel, ' • ! . . 

I am glad at .soul I have no other cliild 
For thy escajit^ viould teach me tyranny, 

To hang clogs on them. — I have dOne>-’>m/ 

• ‘ lord. ^ 

Duke. Let me speak like yourself,- ami ;lay’ 
a sentence, ' -i ^ <i ’ihi 

Which, as a grise, or step, may help .'theeb* 
lovers -I (.!,■ 

Into your favour. •• 

AVhen remeclies are past, the griefs are ended 
By seeing the worst, which late on libpes 
depended. 

'Fo mourn a mischief that is past and gone” 

Is the next way to draw now mischief on/.c ! 
What cannot be preserv’d when foi tune takes. 
Patience her injury a mockery makes. • ■ 

The robb’d, that smiles, steals sometlnngf’i»on» 
the thief : : ■ 

He robs himself, that spends a bootless grief. 

Bra. So let the Tui-k of Cyprus us beguile : . 
We lose it not, so long as we can smile. •.- 
He bears the sentence Avell, that • nothing’ 
bears 

But the free comfoi't which from thence he 
■r-. hears ; 

But he bears both the sentence and the 
f sorrow. 

That, to pay grief, must of poor patience 
borrow. 

These sentences, to sugar, or to gall. 

Being strong on both sides, are e<juivocal ; 

But words are words ; I never yet did hear. 
That the bruis’d heart was pierced through. 

the ear. 2 -“ 

I humbly beseech you, proceed to the affairs 
>■ . of state. , : 

Duke. The Turk with a most mighty pi’C- 
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parutiou makes for Cyprus. — Othello, tlie for- 
titude of the place is best known to you j and 
though we have there a substitute of most 
allowed sufficiency, yet opinion, a sovereign 
mistress of eflects, throws a more safer voice 
on you : you must, therefore, be content to 
slubber the gloss of your new fortunes with 
this more stublK)m and boisterouk expedition, 
0 th. The tyrant custom, most grave 
senators, zw 

Hath made the flinty and steel couch of war 
My thrice-driven bed of down*: I do agiiise ^ 
A natural and prompt alacrity, 

I find in hardness ; and do undertake 
Those present wars against the Ottomitcs. 
Most humbly, thei’efoi*e, liending to your 
state, 

I crave tit disposition for my wife ; 

Due reference of place, and exhibition ; 

With such accommodation, and besort. 

As levels with her breeding. *« 

Duke. Why ; at her father’s. 

Am. 1 not have it so. 

0 th. Nor I. 

Dm. Nor I ; would not there reside. 
To put my father in impatient thoughts. 

By being in his eye. Most gracious duke. 

To my unfolding lend your presperous ear ; 
And let me find a charter in your voice, 

'To assist my simpleness. 

Duke. What would you, Desdemona t 
Dm. That I did love the Moor to live with 
him, 

My dovmright violence and storm of fortunes 
May trumpet to the world : my heart ’s sub- 
dued 251 

Even to the very quality of my loi’d : 

1 saw Othello’s visage in his mind ; 

And to his honours, and his valiant parts, 
Did I my soul and fortunes consecrate. 

So that, dear lords, if I be left behind, 

A moth of peace, and he go to the war. 

The rites for why I love him are bereft 
me. 

And I a heavy interim shall support 
By his dear absence. Ijet me go with him, 
Ot/i. Let her have your voice. mi 

Vouch with me. Heaven, I therefore beg it 
not. 

To please the palate of my appetite ; 

Nor to comply with heat, the young affects. 
In my defunct and proper satisfaction ; 

But to be free and l^unteous to her mind : 
And Heaven defend your good souls, that you 
think 

I will your serious and great business scant. 
For she is with me. No, when light-wing’d 
toys 


Of feather’d Cupid seal with wanton dulness 
My s|)eculative and ofiic’d instrument, »i 
That my, disports corrupt and taint my bus! 
ness, 

L(‘t housewives make a skillet of my helm, 
And all indign and base adversities 
Make head against my estimation. 

Duke. Be it as you shall privately de- 
termine. 

Either for her stay, or going. The afiair 
erics haste. 

And sjjeed must answer it. ’ « 

1 Sen. You must away to-night. 

Oth. With all ray heart. ’ 

DtJee. At nine i’ the morning here we ’ll 
meet again. aw 

Othello, leave some officer behind. 

And he shall our' commission bring to you '7 
With such things else of quality and respect, 
As doth import you. 

Oth. So please your grace, my ancient ; 
A man he is of honesty, and trust : 

To his conveyance I assign my wife, 

Witli what else needful your good gi'ace 
shall think 
To be sent after me. 

Duke. Let it be so. — 

Good night to eveiy one . — [To Bbabantio.] 

^ And, noble siguior. 

If virtue no delighted beauty lack, wo 

Your son-in-law is far more fair than bleck. 

1 Sen. Adieu, brave Moor ! use Desdemona 
well. 

Bra. Look to her. Moor, if thou hast eybs 
to see : 

She has deceiv’d her father, and may thee. 

[E'-ceunt Duke, Senators, Oj^ers, Jkc. 
Oth. My -life uimn her faith! — Honest 
lago, 

My Desdemona must I leave to thee : 

I pr’ythee, let thy ■wife attend on her ; 

And bring them after in the best advantage., 
Como, Desdemona ; I have but im hour 
Of love, of worldly matters and direction, a» 
To spend with thee : we must obey the time. 

[Exeunt Othello and Desdemona* 
Rod. lago ! 

Togo. What say’st thou, noble heart ? 

Rod. What will I do, think’st thou 1 
lago. Why, go to bed, and sleep. ' 

Rod. I will incontinently drown myself. 
logo. Well, if thou dost, I shall never love 
thee after it. Why, thou silly gentleman ! 

cRod. It isjsilliness to live, when to live is 
a torment ; and then have we a prescription 
to die, when death is our physician. an 

logo. O, villainous! 1 have look’d upon 
the world for four times seven years, and 
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since I could distinguish betwixt a benefi' 
and an injury, I never found a man that 
knew how to love himself. Ere I would say, 
I would drown myself for the love of a Guinda 
hen, 1 would change niy humanity with ) 
baboon. 

• Rod. What should I dol I confess, it i 
my shame to be so fond ; but it is not in my 
vii'tue to amend it. 

logo. Virtue ] a fig ! ’^‘is in ourselves tha 
we are thus, or .thus. Our bodies are our 
gardens, to the which our wills are gardenem 
so*that if we will plant nettles, or sOw lettuce 
. set hyssop, *a«d weed ui) thyme ; supply it 
with one gender of herbs, or distract it witl 
many ; either to have it steril with idleness, 
or manured with industry ; why, the power 
and ^corrigible .authority - of this lies in our 
wills. . If the balance of our lives hail not 
one scale of reason to poise another of sen- 
suality, the blood and basene8.s of our natui*es 
would conduct us to most pi’ej) 08 torou 8 con- 
clusions : but we have* i-eiuson to cool our 
raging motions, our carnal stings, our unbitted 
lusts ; whereof I take this, that you call love, 
to be a sect, or scion. 

Rod. It cannot l>e. km 

Ingo. It is merely a lust of the blood, and 
a permission of the will. Come, be a man : 
Irown thyself? drown cats, and blind puppies. 

I have profess’d me thy friend, and I confess 
me knit to thy deserving with cables ^of per- 
durable toughneas : I could never better stead 
thee than now. Put money in thy purse ; 
follow these wars ; defeitt thy favour with an 
usurped beard ; I say, p\it money in thy 
purse. It cannot be, that Desdemona should 
long continue her love . to the Moor, — put 
money in thy pume, — nor he his to her : it 
was a violent commencement in her, and thou 
shalt see an answerable sequestratidn ; — ]nit 
but money in thy purse. — These Moors aixj 
t^hangeable in their wills ; — fill thy purse with 
money : — the food that to him now is as 
luscious as locusts, shall be to him shortly as 
bitter as coloquintida. She must change for 
youth : when she is sated with his body, she 
will find the error of her choice. — She must 
have change, she must : therefore, put money 
in thy purse. — If thou wilt needs damn thy- 
self, do it a more delicate way than drowning. 
Make all the money thou const, If sancti- 
mony and a frail vow, betwixt an eiiing bar- 
barian and a super-subtle Venetian, be not too 
hard for my wits, and all the ■ tribe of hiill, 
thoii shalt enjoy her ; therefore, make money. 

A pox of drowning thyself ! it is clean out of 
the ' way : seek thou rather to be hang’d in 
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compassing thy joy, than to be drowned and 
go without her. 

Ro<l. Wilt thou be fast to my hopes, if 1 
depend on the issue ? 

I<ujo. Thou art sure of me.— (.Jo, make 
money. — I have told thee often, and I re-tell 
thee again and again, I hate the Moor : my 
cause is hearted ; thine hath no less reason. 
Let us be conjunctive in our revenge against 
him : if thou canst cuckold him, thou dost 
thy.self a pleasure, me a spoit. There are 
many events in the womb of time, which will 
he delivered. * Tmverse ; go : provide thy 
money. We will have more of this to-morrow. 
Adieu. sr.» 

Rod. Where shall we meet i’ the morning? 
Jatjo. At my lodging. 

Rod. 1 ’ll be with thee betimes. 

Jago. Go to; farewell. Do you hear, 
Roderigo ? 

Ro<l. What say you ? 

logo. No more of drowning, do you 
hear ? 

Rod. I am changed. I ’ll sell all my 
land. awH 

logo. Go to ; farewe^ ! put money enough 
in your pur.se. [^ExU Roderigo. 

Thus do I ever make my fool my ]>urse ; 

For I mine own gain’d knowledge should 
f>rofano, 

If 1 would time ex|)end with such a snipe 
But for my sport and pix>fit. I Jiate the 
Moor ; 

And it is tliought abroad, that ’twixt my 
sheets •* 

He has done my office : I know not if ’t lie- 
true ; 

Yet I, for mere suspicion in that kind. 

Will do as if for surety. He holds me 
well ; aw 

The better shall my purpose work on him. 
Jassio ’s a proper man : let me see now ; 

To get his place, and to plume up my will. 

In double knavery, — How, how ? — Let *8 
see : — 

After some time, to abuse Othello’s ear. 

That he 'is too familiar with his wife : 

He hath a }iei:son, and a smooth dispose, 

To be suspected ; fmm’d to make women 
false. 

The Moor is of a free and ojien nature, 

Tliat thinks men honest, that but seem to be 
so, ««> 

And will as tenderly be led by the nose, 

-As asses are. — 

have ’t ; — it is engender’d : — hell and night 
Must bring this monstrous birth to tlie world’s 
light. [ExU. 
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ACT II. 


ScEKE I. — A Sea-port Town in Cyprus. 

A Platform. 

Ent^r Montano and two Gentlemen. 

Mon. What from the cape cj^n you discern 
at sea 1 

1 Gent. Nothing at all : it is a high-wrought 

flood ] 

I cannot, ’twixt the heaven and the main. 
Descry a sail. 

Mon. Methinks, the wind liath spoke aloud 
at land ; 

A fuller blast ne’er shook our battlements ; ■ 

It' it hath ruffian’d so upon the sea, 

What ribs of oak, when mountains melt on 
them, 

Can hold the mortise 1 What shall We hear 
of this ? 

2 Gent. A segregation of the Turkish fleet : 
For do but stand upon the foaming shore, n 
The chidden billow seems tf> pelt the clouds ; 
The wiud-shak’d surge, with high and 

monstrous miine, 

Beems to cast water on the burning bear, 

And quench the guards of the ever-fixed poie: 

I never did like molestation view 
i)ii the enchufed flood. ' 

Mon. If that the Turkish fleet 

lie not enshclter’d and embay’d, they are 
drown’d ; 

It is impossible to bear.it out. 

I Enter a third Gentleman. 

3 Gent. News, lads ! our wars are done, » 
The desperate tempest hath so bang’d the 

Turks, 

That their designment lialts : a noble ship of 
Venice 

Hath .seen a grievous wrick and suflTei'artCe 
On most part of their fleet. 

Mon. How! is this true? '• 

3 Gent. The ship is hero put in, 

A V’ci'onestej Michael Cassio, 

Ijieutenant to the warlike Moor, Othello, 

Is come on .shore : the Moor himself at- sea. 

And is in full commission here for Cyprus. 

Mon. I am glad on ’t ; ’t is a worthy 
governor. 30 

3 Gent. But this same Cassio, though he 
speak of comfoit. 

Touching the Tui’kish loss, yet he looks siadly, 
.cknd prays the Moor be safe ; for they were ^ * 
parted 

With foul and violent tempest. 

Mon. ’Pray heavens he be ; 
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For I hAve serv’d him, and the man commands 
Like a full soldier. Let ’s to the sea-side, ho! 
A.S well to see the vessel that ’s come in,' 

As to throw oxit our eyes for brave Otdiello,i> 
Even till we make the main, and theaerial blue, 
An indistinct regard. 

3 Qe)\t. ■ • Com^ let ’s do so ; 
For every minute is expectancy 
Of more arrivance. 

Enter Cassio. 

Cae. Thanks, you the valiant of this war- 
like isle, , 

That so approve the Moor. — 0 ! let the 
heavens , ♦ , 

Give him defence against the element-s. 

For I have lost him on a dangerous sea. 

Men. Is he well shipp’d ? 

• Gas. His bark is stoutly timber’d, And his 
pilot 

Of very expert and approv’d allowance ; 
Therefore my ho{)es, not surfeited to death, w 
Stand in. bold cure. 

[Within.^ A sail, a sail, a sail ! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Cos. What noise t 

Mess. The town is empty ; on the brow o’ 

, the sea 

Stand ranks of people, and they cry, “A saill” 
Cos. My hopes do shape him for Jbhe 
governor. \(rmts Iseard. 

2 Gent. They do discharge their shot of 
' courtesy ; 

Our friends, at least. 

Gas. I pray you, sir, go forth. 

And give us truth who ’t is that is arriv’d. 

2 Gent. I shall. \Exit. 

Mon. But, good lieutenant, is your geiieral 
wiv’d 1 ■ * #0 

Gas. Most fortunately : ho hath achiev’d a 
maid 

That paragons description and wild fame } 
’One that excels the quirks of blazoning pens, 
And, in the essential vesture of creation. 

Does tire the ingener. 

Rerenter second Gentleman. 

r How now ! who has put in ? 
2 Gent. ’T is one lago, ancient to the 
general. 

Gas. He * has had most favourable and 
happy speed: 

Tempests themselves, high seas, and howling 
• winds. 
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The gutter'd rocks, and congregated sands, 
Traitors ensteep’d to enclog the guiltless 
keel, / TO 

^ leaving sense of beauty, do omit 
Their mortal natures, letting go safely by 
The divine l>esde]nona. 

*Mmv. What is she? 

Ciut. She that 1 spike of, our great cap- 
tain’s captain, 

Left in the conduct of the ^ old lago ; 

Whose footing here anticipates our thoughts 
A se’nnight’s speed. — Great Jove.! Othello 
guard,^ 

And swell his iiail with thine own jjowerful 
breath, 

That he may bless this bay with his tall ship. 
Make love’s quick pants in Desdemona’s arms. 
Give renew’d fire to our extircted spirits, ei 
AnU bring all Cyprus comfort ! — 

Enter Desdemona, Emilia, Iago, Rooerigo, 
and Attendants. « 

O, behold. 

The riches of the ship is come on shore ! 

Ye m^n of Cyprus let her have your knees. — 
Hail to thee, lady ! and the grace of Heaven, 
Before, behind thee, and on every hand, 
Enwheel thee round ! 

Des. I thank you, valiant Cassio. 

What tidings can you tell me of my lord ? 

Cas. He is not yet arriv’d : nor know I 
aught '* 

But that he ’s ivell, and will l>e shortly here, bo 
JDe*. O ! but 1 fear — How lost you com- 
pany ? 

Caa. The great contention of the sea and 
skies 

Parted our ‘fellowship. But, hark ! a sail. 
\JVithin.'\ A sail, a sail ! [(yttna heard. 
2Ge^it. They give their greeting to the 
citadel : 

This likewise is a fiiend. 

*Caa. See for the news ! — 

[Exit Gentlevmn. 


She puts her tongue a little in her heart. 

And chides with thinking. 

Emil. You have little cause to say so. 
lago. Come on, come on ; you are pictures 
out of dooi*s, 110 

Bells in your parlours, wild cats in your 
kitchens. 

Saints in your injuries, devils being offended, 
Players in your housewifery, and housewives 
in your beds. 

Dea. O, fie upon thee, slanderer I 
logo. Nay, it is time, or else I am a Turk: 
You rise to play, and go to bed to work, 
Emil. You shall not write my praise. 
logo. No, let me not. 

Dea. What wouldst thou write of me, if 
thou shouldst praise me ? 
lago. O gentle lady, do not put me to ’t ; 
For I am nothing, if not critical. i» 

Dea. Come on ; assay. — There 's one gone 
to the harbour? 
logo. Ay, madam. 

Dea. I am not yieiTy ; but I do beguile 
The thing I am, by seeming otherwise. — - 
Come, how wouldst thou praise me ? 

logo. I am about it ; but, indeed, my 
invention 

Comes from my pate, as birdlime does from 
frize; 

*It plucks out brains and all : but my Muse 
laboui’s. 

And thus she is- deliver’d. 

If she be fair and wise, — fairness, and wit, ia» 
The one ’s for use, the otlier useth it. 

Dea. Well prais’d ! How, if she bo black 
and witty? 

logo. If she be black, and thereto have a 
wit. 

She ’ll find a white that shall her blackness 
fit. 

Dea. Worse and worse. 

Emil. How, if fair and foolish ? 
logo. She never yet was foolish tliat was 
feir ; 


Good ancient, you are welcome. — [To Emilia.] For even her folly help’d her to an heir. 


Welcome, misti'ess. 

Let it not gall your patience, good lago. 

That I extend my manners : ’t is my breeding 
That gives me this bold show of courtesy, loo 

her. 

logo. Sir, would she give you so much of 
her lips, '* 

As of 'her tongue she oft bestows on me. 
You’d have enough. ^ 

Dea. Alas ! she has no speech. 

logo. In faith, too much ; 

I. find it still, when I have list to sleep : 
Marry, before your ladyship, I grant. 


Dea. These are old fond paradoxes, to make 
fools laugh i’ the ale-house. Wh^t miserable 
praise hast thou for her that ’s foul and 
foolish ? »« 

lago. There’s none so foul, and foolish 
thereunto, 

But does foul pranks which fair and wise ones 
do. 

Dea. O heavy ignorance ! thou praisest tho 
worst best. But what praise couldst thou 
bestow on a deserving woman indeed ? one, 
that, in the authority of her merit, did justly 
put on tlio vouch of very malice itself ? 
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logo. She that was ever fair, and never 
proud ; u» 

Had tonf(ue at will, and yet was never loxid ; 
Never laok'd gold, and yet went never gay ; 
Fled from her wish, and yet said, “ Now 1 
may ; ” 

She that, being anger’d, her 1 ‘ovenge being 
nigli, 

Bade her wrong stay, and her displeasure 

She tliat in wisdom never was so frail. 

To cliange the cotl’s head, for the salmon’s 
tail ; 

She that could think, and ne’er disclose her 
mind, 

See suitors following, and not look behind : 

She was a wight, — if ever such wights were, — 
Dea, To do what 1 - iw* 

logo. To suckle fools, and chronicle small 
beer. 

Dea. O most lame ami impotent conclu- 
sion ! — Do not learn of him, Emilia., thoxigh 
he be thy husband. -Hoy say yoti, (Atssio ? 
is he not a most ]>rofane and liberal coun- 
sellor 1 

Ca». He 8peaks*home, madam : you may 
relish him more in the soldier, than in the 
scholar. le? 

logo. [Asule.] He takes her by the palm : 
ay, well said, whisper : with as little a weU 
as this will L ensnare as great a ily lis Cassio. 
Ay, smile upon her, do ; I will gyve thee in 
thine own courtship. You say true, ’t is so, 
indeed. If such tricks as these strip you out 
of your lieutenantry, it had been better you 
ha<l not kissed your three fingers so oft, 
which now again you are most apt to play the 
sir in. Very good ; well kissed, an excellent 
courtesy ! ’t is so, indeed. Yet again your 
fingers to your lips ? would, they were clyster- 
pipes for your sake ! — [A trumpet Aeard] The 
Moor ! I know his trumj>et. 

Cos. ’T is truly so. i» 

J)es. Let ’s meet him, and receive him. 

Cm. Lo, where he comes 

Enter Othello nivd Attemiants. 

0th. O my fair warrior ! 

Den. My dear Othello ! 

0th. It gives me wonder great as my content, 
To see you here before me. O my soul’s joy ! 

If after every tempest come sucli calms. 

May, the winds blow till they have waken’d 
death ; 

And let the labouring bark climb hills of seas, 
Olympus-high, and duck again as low ifio 
As hell ’s from heaven ! If it were now to die, 

T were now to be most happy ; for, I fear, 
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My soul hath her content so absolute, 

That not another copifort like to this 
Sxicceeds in unknown fate. 

Des.* The heavens forbid^ 

Butthatour loves and comforts shouldincrease,, 
Even as our days do grow j 

0th. Amen to that, sweet poweM f 

I cannot speak enough to this content } 

Tt stops me here ; it is too much of joy : 

And this, and this, the greatest discords be, ' 
. • \^Kisiting 

That e’er, our heaiis shall make ! , 

lago. [AitiAe.] O ! you are well 

tun’d now ; ‘ su» 

But I ’ll set down the pegs that make this 
music, • 

As honest as I am. 

0th. Come, let us to the castle. — 

Ncv's, friends : our wars ai’e done, tiio Turks; 
are drown’d. 

How does my old acquaintance of this isle ? 
Honey, you shall be well-desir’d in Cyprus ; 

I have found great love amongst them. O my..- 
sweet, 

I prattle out of fashion, and I <lote , 

In mine own comforts. — I pr’ythee, goOd logo,. 
Go to the bay, and disembark my coffei's. 
Bring thou the master to the citadel ; *ic» 
Ho is a good one, suid his worthiness 
Does challenge much respect. — Come, Desde»- 
mona. 

Once more well met at Cyprus. 

[Exeunt Othello, Desdbmoka, and. 

Attendants. 

lago. Do thou meet me presently at the* 
harbour. — Come hither. Ifthonbe’st valiant, 
— as they say, base men being in love have- 
then a nobility in their natures* haore than i» 
native to them, — list me. The lieutenant to- 
night watches on the court of guard. — Ifirat, 
I must tell thee this, — Desdemona is directly 
in love with him. » 

Rod. With hifn ! why, ’t is not i>0S3ibld. 
logo. Lay thy finger “thus, and let thy soul 
be instructed. Mark me with what violence 
she first loved the Moor, but for bragging, 
and telling her fantastical lies ; and Avill she^ 
love him still for prating ? let not thy discreet 
heart think it. Her eye must be fed ; and 
what delight shall slie have to look on the 
devil 1 When the blood is made dull with 
the act dC sport, there should be, again to in- 
flame it, and to give satiety a fresh appetite,, 
loveliness in favour, sympathy in years, 
manners, dnd beauties ; all which the Moor is 
defective in. Now, for the want of these 
required conveniences, her delicate tenderness 
will find itself abused, begin to heave the 
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gorge, disi’elish and abhor the Moor; very 
nature will instruct her in it, and compel her 
to Home secoml choice. Now, sir, this granted 
<(as it is a most pregnant and unforced |)Osi- 
tion), who stands so eminent in the degree of 
this fortune, as Oassio does 1 a knave very 
vdluble, no further conscionable than in 
putting on the mere form of civil and humane 
^seeming, for the better compassing of •his 
«alt and most hidden-loose affection? why, 
none ; why, none : a slipper and subtle knave; 

• A finder-out of occasions ; that has an eye can 
43tamp and counterfeit advantages, though true 
advantage never present itself : a devilish 
knave! Besides, the knave is handsome, 
jrouug, and Rath all those requisites in him, 
that folly and green minds look after ; a pes- 
tilent c4>mplete knave : and! tiie woman hath 
found him already. sso 

Bt)d. £ cannot l»elieve that in her, she is 
full of most blessed condition. 

/rtffo. Blessed fig’s end ! the wine she drinks 
is made of grapes : if she had been blessed, 
ehe would never have loved the Moor ; bless’d 
pudding ! Didst thou not see her paddle with 
the palm of his haiul 1 didst not mark that 1 

Rod. Yes, that I did; but that was but 
courtesy. 

logo. Lechery, by this hand ! an index, 
and obscure prologxie to the history of Just 
and foul thoughts. They met so near with 
their lips, that their bi’eaths embraced to- 
gether. Villainous thoughts, Roderigo ! when 
thesR mutualities so marshal the way, hard 
at hand comes the master and main exercise, 
the incorporate conclusion. Pish ! — But, 
flir, be you njle<l by me : I have brought you 
from Venice. Watch you to-night; for the 
command, 1 11 lay 't u{)on you : Cassio knows 
^ou not : — 1 11 not be far from you ; do you 
find some occasion to anger Cassio, either by 
apq^king too loud, or tainting his discipline ; 
or from what other course you please, which 
the time shall moro favoui-ably minister. 

Rod. Well. 

logo. Sir, he is rash, and veiy sudden in 
tholer, and, haply, may strike at you : pro- 
voke him, that he may ; for even out of that 
■will I cause these of Cyprus to mutiny, whose 
qualification shall come into no true taste 
again, but by the displanting of Cq^sio. So 
ahall you have a shorter journey ^ to your 
xlesires, by the means t shall then have to 
prefer them ; and the impediment piost profit- »} 
ably removed, without the which there were 
no expectation of our prosperity. m 

Rad<^ I will do this, if you can bring it to 
any. opportunity. 


logo. I wai’iant thee. Meet me by-and-by 
at the citiidel : I must fetch his necessarie:: 
ashore. Farewell. 

Rod. Adieu. \Ex.%t. 

logo. That Cassio loves her, I do well 
believe it ; 

That she loves him, ’t is apt, and of great 
credit : 

The Moor — howbeit that I endure him not — • 
Is of a constant, loving, 'noble nature ; spi 
And, I dare think, he’ll prove to Desde* 
, mona * 

A most dear husband. Now, I do love her 
too ; 

Not out of absolute lust, (though, peradven, 
ture, 

I stand accountant for as great a sin,) 

But partly led to diet my revenge, 

For that I do su8j)ect the lusty Moor 
Hath letip’d into my seat ; the thought 
whereof 

Doth like a poisonous mineral gnaw my in- 
waids ; * 

And nothing can, or shall, content my soul, s» 
Till 1 am even’d with him, wife for wife ; 

Or, failing so, yet that I put the Moor 
At least into a jealousy so strong 
That judgment cannot cure. Which thing 
, to do, — 

If this j)oor trash of Venice, whom I trash 
For his quick himting, stand the putting-on,-- 
I ’ll have our Michael Cassio on the hip ; 
Abuse him to the Moor in the rank garb ; — 
For I fear Cassio with my night-cap too ; — 
Make the Moor thank me, love me, and 
I'eward me, »» 

For making him egregiously an ass, 

An«l pi-actising upon his peace and quiet. 

Even to madness. ’T is here, but yet con- 
fus’d : 

Knavery’s plain face is never seen, till us'd. 

\&KiL 

Scene II. — A Street 

Enl&i' a Iferaldf with a proclaniatwii ; peojde 
followhvg. 

Her. It is Othello’s pleasure, our noble 
and valiant general, that, upon certain 
tidings now arrived, importing the mero 
perdition of the Turkish fleet, every man put 
himself into triumph ; some to dance, some 
to make bonfires, each man to wliat sport 
and rovels his addiction leads him ; for, be- 
sides these beneficial news, it is the celebration 
of his nuptial. So much was his pleasure 
should be pi’oclaimed. All offices are opmr ^ 
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anti there in full libt'rty of feastitiR, from this 
prcMcnt hoxir of live, till the bell have told 
eleven. Heaven bless the isle of Cyprus,- j 
and our noble general, Othello ! ^J^xeuni, 


Scene IIT. — A Hall in the Castle. 

JSnter Othello, Desdemona, Cassio, and 
A Uetickints. 

0th. Good Michael, look you to the gn^rd 
to-night : 

Ijet ’s teach ourselves that honourable stop, 

Not to out-sport discretion. 

‘ Cog. lago hath direction wliat to do ; 

But, notwithstanding, with iny i)ersonai eye 
Will I look to 't. 

0th. lago is most honest. 

Michael, good night : to-morrow, with your 
earliest, 

Let me liave speech with you. — \To Desde- 
MONA.] Come, my tWiar lov*o : 

The puiehaso made, the fruits are to ensue f Three lads of Cyprus — noble, swelling spirits. 
That profit ’s yet /X) come ’twixt me and I*hat hold their honours in a wary distance, 
you. — 10 The very elements of this warlike isle — 

Good night. \Exe\int Othello, Desdemona, Have I to-night fluster’d with flowing cups, 

V aW Attendants. And they watch too. Now, ’mougst thi.s 


T,inn O ! they ai'e our ‘ but (me 

cup 1 ’ll drink for you. ^ ■ 

Cas.tl have dnjnk but one cup ttHiight, 
and that was craftily qualified too, and, he* 
bold, what innovation it makes here., I am 
unfortunate in the infirmity, and dard not 
task my weakness with anymore. *« 

laffo. What, man ! ’t is a night of revels : 
the*gallant8 desire it. . ' - < 

Cos.’ Where are they 1 
Inyo. Here at the door ; I pray you, call 
them in. '• « ' 

Cas. I ’ll <lo 't ; but it dislik-es me. [^Exit. 
Id(jo. If T can fasten but one cup upon hhn. 
With that which he hath drunk to-night 
. already. 

He ’ll be as full of quarrel and offence sof 
As my young mistress’ <log. Now, my sick 
fool, Roderigo, 

Whom love luis timi’d almost the wrong 
side out. 

To Desdemona hath to-night carous’d 
Potations pottle-deep ; and he ’a to watch. 


Enter Iaoo. 
Welcome, 


lago : 


we must to the 


Cas. 
watch. 

logo. Not this hour, lieutenant ; ’t is not 
yet teii o’clock. Our general cast us thus 
early for the love of his Desdemona, who let 
us not therefoi’e blame : he hath not yet 
made wanton the night with her, and she is 
sport for Jove. 

Cas. She 's a most exquisite lady. 
lago. And, I ’ll warrant her, full of game. 

Cas. Indeed, .she is a most fresh and deli- 
cate 'creatui*e. 21 

logo. What an eye she lias ! methinks it 
sounds a parley to provocation. 

Cas. An inviting eye, and yet methinks 
right modest. 

logo. And, when she speaks, is it not an 
alarum to love 1 

Cos. She is, indeed, perfection. 

/cqjro. Well, happiness’ to their sheets! 

Come, lieutenant, I* have a stoop of wine, and 
here without are a brace of Cyprus gallants, 
that 'would fain have a measure to the health 
of black Othello. a 

Cak. Not to-night, good lago. I have 
very poor and unhappy brains for drinking: English. 

I oouid well wish courtesy would invent Cos. Is your Engli^mah so expert. in hia 
arniie 'othet* custom of entertainment. drinking? • w 

SiO 


flock of drunkards, 

Am. I to put our Cassio in some action <»• 
That may offend the isle. — But hero they 
come. 

If consequence do but approve my dreamy 
My boat sails freely, both with wind and 
stream. 

Re-enter Cassio, witJi him Montano,- atut- 
gentlemen. • * 

CcLs. ’Fore Heaven, they have given me a 
rouse already. 

Mon. Go^ faith, a little one ; not past a 
pint, as I am a soldiei*. , 

lago. Some wine, ho ! 

\Sing8.'] And let me the canakin clink, <dink ; 

■ And let me the canakin clink : to 

A soldier ’« a man ; 

0, num’s lifers hit a span; 

Why then let a soldier drink. 

Some wine, boys ! [ Wine brought vut 

Cas. '^re Heaven, an excellent song. 
lago. 1 learned it in England, where^ . 
indeed, they are most potent in potting ; yeut" 
Dane, youu German, and your swag-bellied 
Hollander, — drink, ho ! — are nothing to your 
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Why, he drinks you, with facility, 
yotfip Ht®© dead drunk; he sweats not to 
ovwihrow. your Almain ; he givesi your 
Hollander a vomit, ere the next pottlo can 
be iilled. 

Cos. To the health of our general 1 
^on. I am for it, lieutenant ; and I ’ll do 
you justice. 

logo. O sweet England ! 

King Stephen vxuf a vx>rthy peer, 

hreechee cost him but a erovtyn ; 

HiS held theni sixpeu/'e all too dear, ' *o 

With that Joe call’d the hiilor — lovni: 

He VMS a wight of high renown. 

And th<m art hat of low degree : 

'T is' pride that jtvZls the country dovm, 
ThendaJce thim andd clonJe about tltee. 

Some wine, ho 1 

Cos. Why, this is a more exquisite song 
than the* other. 

I ago. Will you hear ’t again ? w 

Cos. No ; for I hold him to be unworthy 
of his place, that does tho.se things. — Well, 
Heaveif’s above all ; and there be souls 
must be sa ved, and there l>e souls must not 
bo saved, 

logo. It is true, good lieutenant. 

Cos. For mine own part,— :-no offence to 
the general, nor any man of quality, — I hope 
to be saved. 

logo. And so do I too, lieutenant. 107 

•Cfis. Ay ; but, by your leave, not before 
me : the lieutenant is to be saved before the , 
ancient. Let ’s have no moi'e of this ; let 's 
to our affairs. —God forgive us our sins !— 
Gentlemen, let’s look to our business. Do 
not think, gentlemen, I am drunk : this is 
my ancient ; — this is my right hand, and this 
is my left hand. — 1 am not drunk now ; I 
can stand well enough, and speak well enough. 
All. Excellent well. 

Cos. Why, very well then ; yoti must not 
think then, that I am drunk. \Eodt. 

Mon. To the platform, masters ; come, 
let 's set the watch. i»> 

'lago. You see this fellow, that is gone 
before ; 

Ho is a soldier, fit to stand by Csesar 
And give direction ; and do but see his vice. 

T is to his virtue a just equinox, ^ 

The one as long as the other : ’t is pity of him. 

I fear, the trust Othello puts him in. 

On some odd time of his infirmity. 

Will t shake this island. 

Mon. But is he often thus ? 

/ojl'oi, ’Tis evermorei the prologue to his 


Ho ’ll watch the horologe a double set, im 

If drink rock not his cradle. 

Mon. It were well. 

The general were put in mind of it. 

Perhaps, he sees it not ; or his good nature 

Prizes the virtue that appears in Oassio, 

And looks not on his evils. Is not this true % 
» 

Enter Kodeuigo. 

lago. [Aside to him.^ How now, Roderigo ^ 
I pray you, after the lieutenant ; go. 

• * [Eceit Roderigo. 

Mon. And ’t is gi*eat pity, that the noble- 
Moor 

Should hazard such a place, as his own second, 
'With one of an ingraft infirmity : no- 

It were an honest action to say 
So to the Moor. 

/ago. Not I, for this fair island : 

I do love Ca.ssio well, and would do much 
To cure him of this evil. But hark ! what- 
noise 1 

[CvT/ within : “ Help t Jtelp ! 

Re-enter Cassio, pursuing Roderigo. 

Cos. You rogue ! you rascal ! 

Mon. What ’s the inatter, lieutenant f 
Cas. A knave teach me ray duty ! 

I ’ll bmt the knave into a twiggeh bottle. 

Rod. Beat me ! ; , 

Cas. Dost thou 'prate, rogue? 

[Striking Roderigo, 

Mon. Nay,' godd lieutenant ; . 

[i^ttfying him. 

I pray ^ou, sir, hold your hand.' 

Cas. Let rue gb, sir, 

Or I ’ll 'knock you o’er the linizzavd. ' 

Mon. Come, come ; you ’rfe drunk, 

Cas. Drunk ! [They fght.. 

[ago. [Asule to Roderigo,] A>vay, I say f 
go out, and cry — a mutiny. 

[Exit Roderigo, 
Nay ! good lieutenant, — God 's will, gentle' 
men ! 

Help, ho ! — Lieutenant, — sir, — Montano,— 
sir ] 

Help, niastei’s I — Here ’s a goodly , watch,. 

indeed ! [BeU rings. 

Who ’s that which rings the bell \—^DiahlOf. 
ho ! 

The town will rise : God’s will t lieutenant^ 
hold ! 

You will be sham’d for ever. 

Enter Othello and Attendants. 

0th. What is the matter here ? 

Mon. I bleed still : I am hurt to the 
death. — He dies ! 
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Olh. Hold, for your lives 1 lao 

logo. Hold, ho I Lieutenant, — sir, — Mon- 
tano, — gentlemen ! — 

Have you forgot all sense of place and duty 1 
Hold 1 the general speaks to you : hold, for 
shame ! 

0th. Why, how now, ho ! from whence 
ariseth this? 

Are we turn’d Turks, and to ourselves do that, 
Which Heaven hath forbid the Ottomites ? 
For Christian shame, put by this barbarous 
brawl ; * ' , 

He that stirs next to carve for his own mge, 
Holds his soul light ; he dies upon his motion. 
Silence that dreadful bell ! it frights the isle 
From her propriety. — ^What is the matter, 
masters ? — ui 

Honest lago, that look’st dead with grieving, 
:3^peak, who began this ? on thy love, I charge 
tijee. 

Jago. I do not know : — friends all but 
now, even now, 

in quarter, and in terms like bride and groom 
Devesting them for bed ; and then, but now, 
^(As if some planet,had unwitted men,) 

Swords out, and tilting one at other’s breast, 
in opposition bloody. I cannot speak 
Any begiiming to this peevish odds ; iso 

And would in action glorious I had lost , 
Those legs, that brought me to a part of it ! 
0th. How came it, Michael, you are thus 
forgot ? 

vCflW. I pray you, pardon me; I cannot 
speak. 

OUi. Worthy Montano, you wore wont bo 
civil : 

The gravity and stillness of your youth 
The world hath noted, and your name is great 
In mouths of wisest censure : what 's the 
matter. 

That 3 ’^ou unlace your reputation thus, 

A.nd spend your rich opinion, for the name loo 
Of a night-brawler ? give me answer to it, 
Mon. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger : 
Your officer, lago, can inform you — 

While I spare speech, which something now 
offends me,— 

Of all that I do know ; nor know I aught 
By me that 's said or done amiss this night. 
Unless self-charity be sonietime a vice, 

And to defend ourselves it be a sin. 

When violence assails us. 

Oih. Now, by Heaven, 

My blood begins my safer guides to rule ; *» 
And passion, having my best judgment collied. 
Assays to lead the way. If I once stir. 

Or do but lift this arm, the best of you 
£lhall sink in my rebuke. Give me to know 


I How this foul rout began, who set it on ; 

And he that is approv’d- in this offence, 
Though he had twinn’d with me, both at a 
birth. 

Shall lose me. — ^What ! in a town of war. 

Yet wild, the peo()le’s hearts bnmful of fear, 
To manage private and domestic quairel, *'*i« 
In night, and on the court and guard oU 
safety ! . • . ' a, 

T is monstrous. — lago,, who began it? 

Mon. If partially affin’d, or leagu’d in office, 
Thou dost deliver more or less than truth, • ^ 

Thou art no soldier. » 

lago. Touch me not so near : 

I had rather have this tongue cut from my 
mouth,' 

Than i6 should do offence to Michael Oassio ; 
Vet, I persuadb myself, to s[)eak the truth 
Shall nothing wreng him. — Thus it is, general. 
Montano and myself being in speech, aw 
There comes a fellow, crying out for help, 

And Csissio following him. with determin’d 
sword 

To execute ujmn him. Sir, this gentleman 
Steps in to Cassio, and entreats his 2)aus3 : 
Myself the crying fellow did pursue, 

Lest by his clamour (as it so fell out) 

The town might fall in fright : he, swift of 
foot. 

Outran my purpose ; and I return’d, the 
rather. 

For 'that I heard the clink and fall of swords. 
And Oassio high in oath, which till to-night 
I ne’er might say before. When I came back 
(For this was brief), I foimd them close to- 
gether. 

At blow and thrust, even as agajn they were 
When you yourself did part them. 

More of this matter can I not report : — 

But men are men; the best sometimes forget: 
Though Oassio did some little wrong to him. 
As men iq rage strike those that wish tly^m 
best. 

Yet surely Oassio, I believe, received *» 
From him that fled some strange indignity. 
Which patience could not pass. 

0th. . I know, lago, 

Thy honesty and love doth mince this matter, 
Making it light to Oassio. — Cassio, I love 
thee ; 

But neve^ moi’e be officer of mine. — 

Re-enter Desdemona, extended. 

•Ijook, if my gentle love be not rais’d up 1 — 

I ’ll make thee an example. 

Dee. What 's the matter? 

0th. All ’s well now;, sweeting ; come away 
to bed.— « 
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Sir, for your hurts, myself will bo your 
surgeon. — 

Lead him off. — [Montano i^led of. 

lago, look with care about the town, sa** 

And silence those whom this vile bmwl dis- 
tracted. — » 

Chine, De.sdenK>na ; ’t is the soldiers’ life, 

To have their balmy slumbera wak’d with 
^ strife. ... 

[Exeunt all hut lAOO and Cassio. 
logo. What, ai*e' you hurt, lieutenant ? 

Ay ; past all surgery. 
lago. Marry, Heaven forbid ! 

Cos. Reputation, reputation, reputation ! 
O ! I have lost my reputation. 1 have lost 
the immortal p.art of myself, and what re- 
mains is bestial. — My i-eputation, I^o, my 
reputation ! * •-’oo 

logo. ‘As I am an honest man, I thought 
you had received .some bodily wound ; there 
is more sense in that than in rejmtation. 
Reputation is an idle an<l most false imposi- 
tion ; oft got without merit, and lost without 
deserving : you have lost no reputation at 
all, urJe.ss you repute youi’self such a loser. 
What, man ! there ai’e ways to recover the 
general again : you are but now cast in his 
mood, a punishment more in jiolicy tlmu in 
malice ; even so as one would lieat his offence- 
less dog, to affright an iraiierious lion. .Sue 
to him again, and he ’s yours. 271 

Cos. I will rather sue to be despised, •than 
to deceive so good a commander with so 
slight, so drunken, and so indiscreet an oflicci*. 
Dirnnk % and speak jjarrot % <ind squabble ? 
swagger] swear] and discourse fu.stian with 
one’s own shadow] — O thou invisible spirit 
of wine ! if thou hast no name to be known 
by, let us call thee devil. 

lago. Wliat w.os he that you followed with 
your sword ] Wliat had he done to you ] 3i»*j 

pas. I know not. 
la^o. Is ’t possible ] 

Cos. 1 remember a mass of things, but 
nothing distitictly ; a quan'el, but nothing 
wherefore. — O God ! that men should put an 
enemy in their mouths, to steal away their 
brains J that we shouldj with joy, pleasance, 
revel, and applause, transform ourselves into 
beasts ! 

logo. Why, but you are now well enough : 
how came you thus recovex*ed ] ^ mo 

Caa. It liath pleased the devil drunkenness, 
to give place to the devil wratl^ : one nn-« 
perfectness shows me another, to make me 
frankly despise myself. 

lagp. Come, you are too severe a moraler. 
Aei the time, the place, and the condition of 


this country stands, I could heartily wish thia 
hati not befallen; but, since it is as it is*,, 
mend it for your own good. 

Cos. I will ask him for my place again ; 
he shall toll me, I am a diimkard. Had 1 
as many mouths as Hyilra, such an answer 
would stop them all. To be now a sensible 
man, by-und-Uy a fool, and }jre.sently a bea.st T 
O, strange ! — Every inordinate cup is un- 
blessed, and the ingredient is a devil. aoer 
Jago. Come, come ; good wine is a good' 
faqiiliar creature; if it bo well used : exclaim 
no moi’o against it. And, good liext tenant, I 
think you think I love you. 

Cas. I have well appro veil it, sir. — I drunk T 
/ago. You, or any man living, may be- 
drunk at .some time, man. I ’ll tell you what 
you shall do. Our general’s wife is now the 
general : — I may say so in this respect, for that 
he hath devoted and given up himself to the 
contemplation, maik, and denotement of her 
parts and gi'aces : — confess yoiu-self freely to- 
iler ; importune her ; she ’ll help to put you 
in your place again. She is of so free, so 
kind, so apt, so blessed a. ^lisposition, that slu^ 
holds it a vice in lier goodne.ss, not to do more- 
than she is requested. This broken joint, 
between you and her husband, entreat her to 
splinter; and my fortunes against any lay 
worth naming, this emek of your love shall 
grow stronger than it -was before. 32 - 

Cas. You advise me well. 

/ago, I protest, in the sincerity of loxo.. 
and honest kindness. 

Cas. I think it freely ; and, betime.s in the- 
morning, I will besetich the virtuous Desde- 
mona to undertake for mci I am desperare- 
of my fortunes, if they check me here. 

/ago. You are in the light. Good night,, 
lieutenant ; I must to the watch. •*■.11 

Cas. Gootl night, honest lago. 

/ago. And what ’s he then, that says J play 
the villain ] 

When this advice is free, I give, and honest, 
Probal to thinking, and, indeed, the courae 
To win the Moor again ] For 't is most easy,. 
The inclining Desdemona to subdue 
In any honest suit : she ’s fram’d as fruitful 
As the free elements. And then for her 
To win the Moor,- — were ’t to renounce liLs- 
baptism, 

All seals and symbols of redeemed sin, — 

His soul is so enfetter’d to her love. 

That she may make, unmake, do what she list. 
Even as her appetite shall play the gotl 
With his weak function. How am I then a 
villain. 

To counsel Cassio to this jiarallel coui*se. 
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Dil’eotly to Ms good 1 Divinity of hell ! 
When devils will their blackest sins put on, 
They do suggest at first with heavenly shows, 
As I do now ; for whiles tMs honest fool ax 
Plies Desdemona to repair his fortmies, 

And she for him pleads strongly to the Moor, 
I ’ll ijour this pestilence into his ear, 

That she repeals him for her body’s. lust; 
And, by how much she strives to dp him good, 
Bhe shall undo her credit with the Moor. 

JSo will I turn her virtue into pitch. 

And out of her own goodness make the n^t sm 
T hat shall enmesh them all. 

Jie-enter Roderiqo. 

How now, Roderigo ? 
^od. 1 do follow here in the chase, not like 
A hound that hunts, but one that fills up the 
pry. My money is almost spent : I have been 
to-night exceedingly well cudgelled; and, I 
think, the issue will be, I shall have so much 
experience, for my pains; and so, with no 
money at all, and a little* more wit, return 
again to Venice. 

lago. How pooj: are they, that have not 
patience 1 


ACT 

Scene I. — Before the Castle. 

ErUer Cassio, and 8ome MmicUvna. 

Caa. Masters, play here ; I will content 
your pains : 

Something . that ’s brief ; and bid, “ Good 
morrow, general.” \Aluaic. 

Enter Cloion. 

do. Why, masters, have your instruments’’! 
been in Naples, that they speak i’ the nose 
thus 1 

1 Mita. How, sir, how? 

Clo. Are these, I pniy you, called wind- 
instruments ? 

1 Mns. Ay, many, are they, sir. 

Clo. O ! thereby hangs a tail. » 

1 Mils, Whereby hangs a tale, sir? 

Clo. Marry, sir, by many a wind-instniment 
that I know. But, masters, here ’s money 
for you ; and the general so likes your music, 
that he desires you, for love’s sake, to make 
no more noise with it. 

1 Mua. Well, sir, we will not. 

Clo. If' you have any music that may not 
be heard, to ’t again ; but, as they say, to 
Jtear music the general does not greatly care. 


What wound did ever heal, but by d^Hre^t;./ 
Thou know’st, we work, by wit, and not by" 
^witchcraft; , 

And wit depends on dilatoiy tima 
Does’t not go well? Cassio hath 'beaiap 
thee, • m 

And thou, by that small hurt, hast cashiee^’d 
Cassio. 

Though other things grow, fair against the - 
• sun. 

Yet f>’uits that blossom firet will first be ripe: 
Content thyself awhile. — By the ma^Sjv'tisii 
morning : 

Pleasure and action make the hours seem 
short. 

Retire thee ; go where ^hou art'billeted : 
Away, ‘ 1 say ; thou shalt know more here- 
after: • ' ' . 

Nay, get thee gone. [Eodt Roderioo.J Two 
things are to be done, — 

My wife must move for Cassio to her Qtistress; 

I ’ll set her on ; , , a» 

Myself, the while, to draw the Moor apart, 
And bring him jump when he may Cassio find 
Soliciting his wife : — ay, that ’s the way : 

Dull not device by coldness and delay. [ExU. 


ILT. 

1‘ Mm. We have none such, sir. *> 

Clo. Then put up your pipes in your bag, 
for I ’ll away. Go ; vanish into air,, awfly ! 

[Exeunt Muavdema. 
Caa. Dost thou hear, mine honest friend ? 
Clo. No, I hear not your honest friend j I 
hear you. 

Caa. Pr’ythee, keep up thy quillets. 
There ’s a poor piece of gold for thee. If the 
gentlewoman that attends the general’s wife 
be stirring, tell her there’s one Cassio, en- 
treats her a little favour of sjieech : wilt thou 
do this ? 

C/o. She is stirring, sir : if she •mil stir 
hither, 1 shall seem to notify unto her. si 
Caa. Do, good my friend. [Exit 

Enier Iaoo. 

In happy tfine, lago. 

logo. You have not been a-bed, then? 

Caa. "Why, no ; the day had broke 
Before wo parted. I have made bold, logo, 
To send in to your •wife : my suit to 
Is, that she will to virtuous Desdemona 
Procure me some access. 

logo. I 'll send her to you presently ; 

And 1 ’ll devise a mean to draw the Moor ' w 
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: Ottfc pf ;ttie way, that your converse and busi- 
ness 

MPy be more free. , 

Cos. I humbly thank you for’t. [Exit Iago.] 
1 never knew 

A Florentine more kind and honest. 

* E^ter Emilia. 

Emil. Good morrow^ good lieutenant : I 
am sorry 

For your displeasulro ; ‘ b^t all will sure be 
^ , ,, well. 

The general and his wife are talking of it. 
And she speakIS for you stoutly : the Moor 
replies, 

That he you hurt is of great fame in Cypinis, 
And great affinity, and that in wholesome 
. Visdom * • fio 

He 'might not but refuse you j but he protests 
he loves you, 

And needs no other suitor but his likings, 

To take the safst occiisionjby the front. 

To bring you in again. 

C<is. Yet, I beseech you, — 

If you»think fit, or that it may l)e done, — 
Give me advantage of some brief discourse 
With Desdeinon alone. 

EmU. Pray you, come in : 

I will bestow you where you shall have time 
To speak your bosom freely. 

Caa. I am much bound to you. 

[Eoiitunt. 


Scene II. — A Room in the Castle. 

Enter Othello, Iago, and Gentlenim. 

Otii. These' letters give, Iago, to the pilot. 
And by him do my duties to th» senate : 

That done, I will lie walking on the works ; 
Repair there to me. 

Jago. Well, my good lord ; I ’ll do ’t. 
Oih. This fortiification, gentlemen, — .shall 
we see ’t ? 

Gent. We ’ll wait upon your Iprdship. 

[Exeu'nt. 

Scene III. — ^The Garden of the Castle. 

Enter Desdemona, Cassio, and Emilia. 

Dee. Be thou assur’d, good Cassio? I will do 
AH my abilities in thy behalf. 

Emil. Good madam, do: 1 warrant it» 
grieves my husband, 

As if the cause were his. 

J)e8f 0 ! that ’s an honest fellow. — Do not 
douht, Cassio, 


But I will have my lord and you again 
As friendly as you were. 

Oae. Bounteous madam. 

Whatever shall become of Michael Cassio, 

He ’s never anything but your true servant. 
Ees. Iknow^t: I thank you. You do love 
my lord ; lo 

You have known him long ; and be you well 
assur’d, 

He sliall in strangeness stand no further off 
Than in a politic distance. 

(7as. • Ay, but, lady. 

That policy may either last so long, 

Or feed upon such nice and w'aterish diet. 

Or breed itself so out of circumstance. 

That, I being absent, and my place suj)plied. 
My general will forget my love and service. 
Ees. Do not doubt that liefore Emilia 
here, 

I give thee warrant of thy place. Assure 
thee, 20 

If I do vow a friendship, I ’ll perform it 
To the last article: my lord -shall never 
rest ; 

I ’ll watch him ttime, and talk him out of 
patience ; 

His bed shall seem a school, his board a 
shrift : 

I ’ll intermingle everything he does' 

With Cassio’s suit. Tlierefore, be meriy, 
Cassio ; 

For thy solicitor shall mther die, 

Than give thy cause away. 

Enter Othello and Iago, at a distance. 

Emil. Madam, liero comes my lord. 

Cm. Madam, I ’ll take my leave. • » 
Des. WJiy, stay, and hear me speak. 

Cos. Madam, not now : I am very ill at 
ease. 

Unfit for mine own pui’poses. 

Des. Well, do your discretion. 

[Exit Cassio, 

Iago. Ha ! I like not that. 

Oth. What dost thou say 1 
Iago. Nothing, my lor«i : or if— I know' not 
what. 

Oth. Was not that Cassio, parted from my 
wife ? 

Idgo. Cassio, my lord ? No, sure, I cannot 
think it. 

That he would steal away so guilty-like, «> 
Seeing you coming. 

(?</*. I do believe ’t was he, 

Des. How now, my lord 1 
I have been talking with a suitor heiv, 

A man that languishes in your displeasure. 
Oth. Who is ’t you mean ? 
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Dea. Why, your lieutenant Caesio. Oooc 
my lord, 

If I have any grace, or power to move you, 
Hk present reconciliation take ; 

For, if he be not one that truly loves you, 
That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning, so 
1 liave no judgment in an honest face. 

I pr’ythee, call him back. • 

Otlt. Went he hence now ? 

Dea. Ay, sooth ; so humbled. 

That he hath left part of his grief with me. 
To suffer with him. Goo^ love, call him 
back. ‘ 

0th. Not now, sweet Desdemon ; some 
other time. 

Dea. But shall ’t be shortly? 

Otli.. The sooner, sweet, for you 

Dea. Shall ’t be to-night at supper? 

0th. No, not to-night. 

Dea. To-morrow dinner then ? 

0th,. I shall not <line at home 

1 meet the captains at the citadel. t 

Dea. Why then, to-m^orrow night; or 
Tuesday morn ; 

On Tuesday noon, or night ; on Wednesday 
mom : * 

( pr’ythee, name the time, but let it not 
li.tceod three days : in faith, he 's penitent ; 
\nd yet his tresi>ass, in our common reason, 
(Save that, they say, the wars must makd 
examples 

Out of her best,) is not almost a fault 
To incur a piivate check. When shall he 
come ? 

Tell me, Othello. I wonder in my soul. 

What you could ask me that I should deny. 
Or ^tand so mammering on. What! Michael 
Oassio, n 

That came a-wooing with you, and so many a 
time. 

When I have spoke of you dispraisingly. 

Hath ta’en your part ; to have so much to do 
’JV> bring him in ! Trust me, I could do 
much, — 

OUt. Pr'ythee, no miore : let him come 
when he will ; 

I will deny thee nothing. 

Dea. Why, this is not a boon ; 

T is as I should entreat you wear your 
gloves. 

Or feed on nourishing dishes, or keep you 
warm, 

Or sue to you to do a peculiar profit to 

To ypur own person ; nay, when I have a 
. suit 

Wherein I mean to touch your love indeed. 

It shall be full of poise and difficult weight, 
And fearful to be granted. 


0th. I will deny thee nothing : 

Whereon, I do bes^h thee, grant me this, ^ 
To leave me but a little io myself. 

Dea. 'Shall I deny you ? no. Farewell, my 
lord. 

0th. Farewell, my Desdemona : I '11 comp 
to thee straight. ^ ,, 

Dea. Emilia, come. — Be as your fancies 
teach you ; 

Wliate’er you bd, I am obedient. * » 

,, • [jE'xie, teith Emilia. 
0th. Excellent wretch I Perdition catch 
my soul, * ' 

But I do love thee 1 and whemf love thee not, 
Chaos is come again. 

loffo. My noble lord, — „ 

0th. . What dost thou say, lago ? 

laffo. Did Michael Cassio, when you woo’d 
ray lady, 

Know of your love ? 

0th. He did, from first to last : why dost 
thou ask ? ' 

/ctffo. But for a satisfaction of my thought ; 
No further harm. 

0th. Why of thy thought, lago ? 

faffo. I did not think, he had been ac- 
quainted with her. loo 

0th. O, yes ; and went between us very oft, 
/affo. Indeed ? 

0th. Indeed ! ay, indeed : discem’st thou 
* aught in that ? 

Is he not honest ? 

loffo. Hone.st, my lord ? 

0th. Honest ! ay, honest. 

laffo. My lord, for aught I know. 

OiX. What dost thou think ? 

lai/o. Think, my lord ? 

0th. Think, my lord I 

By Heaven, ^e echoes me. 

As if them were some monster in his thought 
Too hideous to be shown. — ^Thou dost mean 
something. 

I heard thee say even now, — ^thou lik’dst Hot 
that, no 

When Cassio left my wife : what didst not 
like? 

And, when I told thee, he was of my counsel 
n my whole course of wooing, thou criedst, 
“Indeed?” 

And didst contract and purse thy brow to- 
gether, 

As if tholi then hadst shut up ih thy brain 
Some horrible conceit. If thou dost love me. 
Show me thy thought. 

/affo. My lord, you know I love you. 

0th. I think, thou dost ; 

And, — for I know thou art full of love and 
honesty, 
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Aftd weigh’Bt thy words before thou giv’st 
them breath, — i*> 

Tlierefoi'e, these stops of thine fright me the 
more : * 

For such things, in a false disloyal knave, 
Are tricks of custom ; but in a roan that 's 
« just, * 

They *re close delations, working from the 
heart, y 

' That passion cannot nile. - 

Icujo. Fof Michael Cassio, — 

I dare be sworn, I think’ that he is honest. 
'Oth. I think so too. 

logo. Mon shoiild be what they seem ; 
Or, those that be not, would they might seem 
none I 

Oih. Certain, men should be what they 
tseem. • , 

/ojro. Why then, I think Cassio ’s an 
honest man. >»> 

Oih. Nay, yet tliere ’s more in this. 

I pray thee, speak to me as to thy thinkings. 
As thou do.st ruminate ; and give thy woiet 
of thoughts 
The worst of words. 

I ago. Good my lord, )>ardon me : 

Though T am bound to eveiy act of duty, 

I am not bound to tluit all slaves aie fiee to. 
Utter my thoughts ? Why, say, they are vile 
and false, — 

As where ’s that jialace, whereinto foul things 
Sometimes intrude not ? who has a breast so 
pure. 

But* some uncleanly apprehensions mo 

Keep Icets, and law-days, and in sessions sit 
With meditations lawful ? 

Oih. Thou dost conspire against thy friend, 
lago,* . 

If thou but think’st him wrong’d, and mak’st 
his ear 

A stranger to thy thoughts. 

lago. 1 do beseech you, — 

Tlibugh I, perchance, am vicious in iny guess, 
I confess, it is my nature’s plague 
To spy into abuses, and oft my jealousy 
Shapes faults that Tire not,) — that your 
wisdom yet, 

From one that so imperfectly conceits, lao 
Would take no notice ; nor build yourself a 
trouble 

Out of his scattering and unsure observance. 
It were not for your quiet, nor youir good. 

Nor for my manhood, honesty, and wisdom. 
To let you know my thoughts. 

0th. What dost tSiou mean ?* 

lago. Good name in man and woman, dear 
my lord, 

Is the* immediate jewel of their souls : 


Who steals my purse, steals trash ; ’t is somo* 
thing, nothing ; 

’T was mine, ’t is his, and has bemi slave to> 
thousands ; 

But he that filches from me my good name, 
KoI) 8 me of that which not enriches him, io» 
And makes me poor indeed. 

Oih. By Heaven, I '11 know thy thoughts.. 

logo. You cannot, if my heart were iu 
your hand ; 

Nor shall not, whilst ’t is in my custody. 

Oih. Ha 1 ^ 

lago. O ! beware, my lord, of jealousy ;; 
It is the green-ey’d monster, which doth mock 
The meat it fe^s on : that cuckold lives iu 
bliss, 

Who, certain of his fate, loves not hi» 
wronger ; 

But, O ! what damned minutes tells he o’er, 
Who dotes, yet doubts ; suspects, yet soundly 
loves ! K» 

Oih. O' miseiy ! 

logo. Poor, and content, is rich, and rich 
enough ; * 

But riches, iineless, is as poor as winter. 

To him that ever feare he Ishall be poor. — 

< Jood Heaven, the souls of all my tribe defencf 
From jealousy ! 

Oili. Why 1 why is this 1 

Think’st thou, I ’d make a life of jealousy, 

To follow still the changes of the moon 
With fresh suspicious t No : to be once iir 
doubt, i» 

Is once to be resolv’d. Exchange me for a 
g(iat, 

When I shall turn the business of my soul 
To such exsufflicate and blown surmises. 
Matching thy inference. ’T is not to make* 
me jealous. 

To say— my wife is fair, feeds well, lovc.s: 
company, 

Is free of speech, sings, plays, and dances^ 
well ; 

Where virtue is, these are more virtuous : 

Nor from mine own ■>nfeak merits will I draw 
The smallest fear, or doubt of her revolt ; 

For she haH eyes, and chose me. No, lago 
1 ’ll see, before I doubt ; when I doubty 
prove ; * lai 

And, on the proof, there is no more but 
this,— * 

Away at once with love, or jealousy. 

/ago. I am glad of it: for now I shall 
have reason 

To show the love and duty that I bear you 
With frankqp spirit : therefoio, as I an» 
bound. 

Receive it from me. I speak not yet of prooC 


647 



Acrr I^. OTHELLO, THE MOOE OF VENICE. SojESti 


Jjook to your wife ; observe her well with 
Cassio ; 

Weiur your eye thus, not jealous, nor secure : 
I would not have your free and noble nature, 
Out of self-bounty, be abus’d j look to ’t. aoi 
I know our country disposition well : 

Tn Venice they do let Heaven see the pranks 
They dare not slxow their husbands; their 
best conscience 

Is, not to leave ’t undone, but keep ’t un- 
. known. . 

0th. Dost thou say so 1 
Ja 0 o. She did deceive her father, mariying 
you; 

And, when she seem’d to shake and feai*your 
looks, 

fihe lov’d them most. 

0th. And so she did. 

lago. Why, go to, then ; 

She that so young could give out such a 
seeming, ao 

To seal her father’s eyes up, close as oak, — 
He thought, 't was witchcraft — but I am 
much to blame ; ' 

I humbly do beseech you of your pardon, 

For too much loving you. 

0 th. I am bound to thee for ever. 

logo. I see, this hath a little dash’d your 
spirits. 

0th. Not a jot, not a jot. • 

logo. Trust me, I fear it has. 

I hope, you will consider what is spoke 
Comes from my love. — But, I do see you ’re 
mov’d ; 

I am to pray you, not to strain my speech 
To grosser issues, nor to laiger reach, mo 
T han to suspicion. 

OtL 1 will not. 

logo. Should you do so, my lord, 

My speech should fall into such vile success 
As my thoughts aim not at. Gassio ’s my 
worthy friend — 

My lord, I see you ’re mov’d. 

0th. No, not much mov’d. — 

I do not think but De^emona ’s honest. 
logo. Long live she so ! and long live you 
to think so 

^Oth. And yet, how natxu’e erring from 
iteelf, — 

logo. Ay, there ’s the, point : — as,— to be 
bold' with vou, — 

Not to affect many proposed matches, ,»o 
Of hesr own clime, complexion, and degree, 
Whereto, we see, in all things nature tends : 
Foh ! one may smell, in such, a will most 
rank, 

Foul disproportion, thoughts unnatural. — 

But pardon me ; 1 do not in position 


Distinctly speak of her, though I'mky four,- : , 
Her will, recoiling to her better judgment^ } ' 
May fall to match you with her country fonnSf 
And, happily, repent ' \ 

0 th. Fai'owell, farewell. ' 

If more thou dost perceive, let me know 
more ; ‘ . 

Set on thy wife to observe!' Leave me, laga. 
logo. My lord, I take^ my leave. \Qoi'ngi 
0 th. Why did I marry ! — ^This hone^ 
creature, doubtless, 

Sees hnd knows moi^e, much more, than he 
unfolds. ^ 

logo. \Retumi’ng.'\ My l^rd, I would I 
might entreat your honour 
To scan this thing no further ; Iqiave it to time. 
Althoggh ’t is fit that Cassio have his place, 
(For, sure, ho fills it up with great abjlity,) 
Yet, if you please to hold him off awlnte,*' ' 

You shall by that perceive him and his 
means : mo 

Note, if your lady strain his entertailuuent 
With any strong Ar vehement importunity; 
Much will be seen in that. In the meantime, 
Let me be thought too busy in my fears 
(As worthy cause I have to fear I am*^. 

And hold her free, I do beseech your honour. 
OtJt. Fear not my govei-nment. 
logo. I once more take my leave. [ExU. 

0th. This fellow ’a of exceeding honesty. 
And knows all qualities, with a learned 

, spirit, MO 

Of human dealings ; if I do prove her haggard. 
Though that her jesses were my dear }),eart* 
strings, 

I’d whistle her off, and let her down the 
wind, 

To prey at fortune. Haply, for* I am black. 
And have not those soft {xaits of conversation 
That chamberers have ; or, for I am declin’d 
Into the vale of years ; — ^yet that ’s not much : 
She ’s gone, I am abus’d ; and my relief 
Must be to loathe her. O curse of marriage I 
That we can call these delicate creatures 
ours, »ro 

And not their appetites. 1 had rather be a 
toad. 

And live uimn tlie vapour of a dungeon, 

Than keej> a corner in the thing I lov^e 
For others’ itses. Yet, ’tis the plague of 
great ones ; , 

Prerogaifv’d are they less than the base ; 

’T is destiny unshunnable, like death : 

Even then Uiis forked plague is fated to us, 
When we do quicken. Look, where she 
comes. 

If she be false, O ! then heaven mocks itself. 

I ’ll not believe it. > 
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jBe^-enter Besdemona and Emilia. 

• ; /)««. . ' How now, my dear Othello 1 sso 
. .Yottr dinner and the generpns islandefe, , 

By yPu invited, do attend your presence. 

Ot/i, I an^ to bl^met 

,/^cjf. W4y do you speak so faintly ? 

Are you not well * 
0th. 1 have a pain upon my forehead here. 
lies. ’Faith,' that’s with >.atchirig; , 'twill 
away again :• ^ 

, Let nip but bind it hard, within this, hour 
It wili be wellj 

. 0th. ' • Your napkin is too little ; 

Let it alone. Gome, I’ll go in with j'ou. 

Dm. I very sorry that you arc not 

well. . 290 

. \Exfinnt Othello <tvd Dusdemona. 
3fuil. -I am glad I have found this napkin. 
This was her lirat remembrance from the 
Moor : 

My way wal'd husband hath .a hundred times 
\V oo’d me to steal it j bu^ she so loves the 
token, 

(For he conjur’d her she should ever keep it,) 
That she I’eserves it evermore about her, 

To kiss, and talk too. I ’ll liave the work 
ta’en out, 

And give ’t lago : 

Wliat he will do 'with it, Heaven knows, 
not I ; ’ 

I nothing, but to please his fantasy. , aw 

lie-enter Iago. 

logo. How now ! what do you here alone I 
Emil. Do not you chide ; I have a thing 
for you. 

logo. A tlung for mel — it is a common 
thing — 

Emil. Ha? 

logo. To have a foolish wife. 

Emil. O ! is that all? What will you give 
♦ ' me now 

For that, same handkerchief? 

logo. What handkerchief? 

Emil, What handkerchief ! 

Why^ that the Moor first gave to Desdemona ; 
That which so often you did bid mo steal. »io 
Jngn. Hast stol’n it from her ? 

Emil. No, 'faith : she let it drop by negli- 
gence ; 

And, to the advantage, I, being hert, took 't 
up. 

Look, hero it i.s. 

lago. A good wench ; give it me. 

Emil. What will you do with ’t, that you 
have been so earnest 
to have me filch it ? 


.. Iago. . Why, what 's that to you ? 

[STUitching it. 

Emil. If it be not for some purpose of im- 
port, 

Give 't me again : poor lady 1 she 'll run mad, 
When she shall lack it. 

Iago. Bo not acknown on 't ; J have use 
for it. , , , aa> 

Go, leave me. [Eont Emilia. 

I will in Cassio’s lodging lose this napkin. 
And let him find it : trifles, light as air, 

Are, to the jealous, confirmations strong 
As ‘proofs of holy writ. This may do soinie- 
thing. 

The Moor already changes with my poison : 
Dangerous conceits are in their .neturea 
poisons, 

Which at the fii-st are scarce found to dis- 
taste ; 

But, with a little act upon the blood, 

Burn like the mines of suljihur. — I did say 
so : — sae 

Look, where he comes ! 

Re-enter Othello. 

Not popj^, nor mandragora, 
Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world. 

Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep 
Which thou ow’dst yesterday. 

» Oth. Ha ! ha ! false to me ? 

logo. Why, how now, general ? no more of 
that. 

Oth. Avaunt ! lie gone I thou hast set me 
on the rack. 

I swear, ’t is lietter to be much abus’d. 

Than but to know ’t a little. 

logo. How now, my lord ? 

Oth. What sense had I of her stol’n hours 
of lust? 

I saw it not, thought it not, it hai'm’d not 
me : sm 

I slept the next night well, fed well, was free 
and merry ; 

I found not Cassio’s kisses on her lips : 

He that is robb’d, not wanting what is stolen, 
Let him not know 't, and he ’s not robb’d 
at dll. 

logo. I am sorry to hear this. 

Otii. I had been hajipy, if the general 
camp, 

Pioneers and all, had tasted her sweet body, 
So I had nothing known. O now, for ever, 
Farewell the tranquil mind ! farewell con- 
tent ! 1M» 

Farewell the plumed troops, and the big wara. 
That make ambition virtue ! O, farewell ! 
.Farewell the neighing steed, and the shrill 
trump, 
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The spiritetimiig drum, the ear-piercing fife, 
The royal banner, and all quality, 

Pride, pomp, and circitmstance of glorious 
war ! 

And Oyou mortal engines, whoso rude throats 
The immortal Jove’s dread clamours counter- 
feit, 

Farewell ! Othello’s occupation ’s gone ! 
J<mo. Is it possible 1 — My lord, — 

Otiu Villain, be sure thou prove my love a 
whore ; .w> 

He sure of it : give me the ocular proof ; 

Or, by the wortli of mine eternal soul, 

Thou hadst been 'better liave been born a dog. 
Than answer my wak’d wrath. 

luffo. Is it come to this ? 

Olh. Make me to see ’t ; or, at the least, so 
prove it. 

That the prebation bear no hinge, nor loop. 
To hang a doubt on ; or woe ujK)n thy life ! 
lagQ. My noble lord, — 

Ot/i. If thou dost slander her, and torture 
me. 

Never pray more ; abandbn all remoree ; mo 
On horror’s head horrors accumulate ; 

Do deeds to makb heaven weep, all earth 
amaz’d : 

For nothing canst thou to damnation add. 
Greater than that, 

/(iffo. O gmce ! O heaven forgive me ! 
Are you a man ? have you a soul, or sense ? — 
God be wi’ vou : take mine office. — O wretched 
* fool', 

That liv’st to make thine honesty a vice ! — 

0 monstrous world ! Take note, tjike note, 

O world ! 

To be direct and hone.st is not Siife. — 

1 thank you for t’uis profit ; ami, from hence, soo 
I’ll love no friend, sith love breeds such 

oflTence. 

OtA. Nay, stay. — Thou shouldst be honest 
/(tffo. I should be wise; for honesty ’s a 
fool. 

And loses that it works for. 

OtA. By the world, 

I think my wife be honest, and think she is 
not ; 

I think that tliou art just, and think thou art 
not 

I ’ll have some proof. Her name, that was 
as fresh ‘ 

As Dian’s visage, is now begrim’d and black 
As mine own face. — If there be cords, or 
knives, 

Poison, or fire, or suffocating streams, seu 
I’ll not endure it — Would I were .satisfied ! 
logo. I see, sir, you are eaten up with 
passion. 


1 do repent me that I put it to yo\t. 

You would be satisfied 1 

OtA. ‘ Would! nay, I wilt 

lagh. And may; but howl how satisfied,,, 
my lord ? 

Would you, the supervisor, gi'ossly gape on, — 
Behold her tupp’d 1 ^ ^ 

OtA. Death and damnation 1 O I 

logo. It were a tedious difficulty, I think. 
To bring them to that prospect l^nm ihetst 
then, 

If ever mortal eyes ‘do see them bolster, «« 
More than their own ! What then T How 
then ? , ‘ 

What shall I sav 1 Whore ’s satisfaction ) 

V 

It is impossible you should see this. 

Were they as prime as goats, as hot as mon- 
keys, r , 

As salt as wolves in pride, and fools as gives. 
As ignomneo made drunk : but yet, I say, 

If imputation, and strong circumstances. 

Which lead directly to the door of trfith, 

Will give you satififiictioii, you might have it. 
OtA. Give me a. living reason she ’s dis- 
loyal. 

lago. I do not like the office ; 

But, sith I am enter’d in this cause so far. 
Prick’d to ’t by foolish honesty ami love, 

I will go on. I lay with Cassio lately ; 

And, being troubled with a ragitlkg tooth, 

I cvould not sleep. 

There are a kind of men so loose of soul, 
lliat in tlieir sleeps will mutter their afiairs : 
Ojie of this kind is Cassio. „ 

In sleep I heard him say, — “Sweet Desde-. 
mona ; 

Let us be wary, let us liide our loves ! ” 

And then, sir, would he gi’ipe and wring my 
hand. 

Cry, — “O sweet creature!” and .thcsi kiss 
me hard. 

As if he pluck’d up kisses by tho roots. 

That gi*ew \ipon my lip.s : then laid his 
Over my thigh, and sigh’d, and kiss’d ; and 
then 

Ciied, — “ Cunsed fate, that gave thee to the 
Moor ! ” 

OtA. O monstroiis ! monstrou.s ! 

Jago, ^>iy, this was but his drewnt., 

OtA. But this denoted a foregone conclusion r 
’T is a shrewd doubt, though it be but a 
d(ream. 4*^ 

logo. And this may help to thicken other 
proofs, 

That do demonstrate thinly. 

OtA. I ’ll tear her all to pieces. 

logo. Nay, but be wise : yet we see no- 
thing done ; 
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£Sbe may be honest yet. Tell me but this : 
Have you not sometimes seen a handkerchief, 
^potted with strawberries, in your wife’j^ hand? 
I gave her such a one : ’t was my first 
gift. 

logo. 1 know not that : but such a hand- 
. • kerchief , 

<(I am sure it was your wife’^s). did I to-day 
Cassio wipe his beard with. 

Oih, If it bcs that, 

logo. If it be that, bi* ^ny that was hprs, 

• It pp^ks against her, with the other proofa 
OtJu O, thati the slave had forty tnousand 
lives ! • 

One is too poor, too weak for my I’evenge. 
Now do I setJ 'tis true. — Look here, lago ; 

All my fond love thus do I blow to heaven : 
*T is gone. — * • 

AriM, black vengeance, from the hollow helll 
Yield up, O love, thy crown and hearted 
throne 

To tyrannous hate ! Swel), bosom, with thy 
fraught, «o 

JFor ’t is of aspics’ tongues ! 

lagOi, Yet be content. 

Otit. O, blood, blood, blood ! 
logo. Patience, I say ; your mind perhaps 
may change. 

0th, Never, lago. Like to the Pontic sea, 
Whose icy current and compulsive course 
Ne’er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on* 

To the Propontic and the Hellespont : • 

Even so my bloody thoughts, with violent 
• pace, 

^hall ne’er look back, ne’er ebb to humble love, 
Till tliat a capable and wide revenge «» 

Swallow them up. — [Kneeling.^ Now, by yond 
marble* heaven, 

In the due reverence of a sacre<l vow 
I here engage my words. 

logo. ' Do not rise yet. — [KneeMng. 
Witness, you ever-burning lights above ! 

You elements that clip us round about ! 
Witness, that here lago doth give up 
The execution of his wit, hands, heart. 

To wrong’d Othello’s service ! Let him com- 
mand, 

And to obey shall be in me remorse, 

“What bloody business ever. 

0th. I greet thy love, 47o 

Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance 
bounteous, ^ 

And will upon the instant put thee to ’t : 
Within these thi’ee days let me hear thee say, 
!3%at Cassio’s not rdive. * 

Ictgo. My friend is dead ; ’t is done at your 
request : 

But. let her live. 


0th. Damn her, lewd minx ! O, 

damn her! 

Come, go with me apart ; I will withdraw. 
To furnish me with some swift means of death 
For the fair devil. Now art thou my 
lieutenant. 

lago. I am your own for ever. [ExemU. 


Scene IV. — Before the Castle. 

E'iUer DESDKMbNA, Emilia, ami Chvm. 

Des. Do you know, sirrah, where Lieutenant 
Cassio lies? 

Clo. I dare not say he lies anywhere. 

Des. Why, man? 

Clo. He is a soldier ; and for one to say a 
soldier lies, is stabbing. 

Des. Go to. Where lodges he ? 

Clo. To tell you where he lodges, is to tell 
you whei’e I lie. 

Des. Can anything be made of this ? io 

Clo. I know not where he lodges ; and for 
me to devise a lodging, and say, he lias here, or 
he lies there, were to lie in mine own throat. 

. Des. Can you inquire him out, and be edi- 
by report ? 

Ch. I will catechise the world for him; 
diat is, make questions, and by them answer. 

Des. Seek him ; bid him come hither ; tell 
him, I have moved my lord in his belialf, and, 
hope, all will be well. *o 

Clo. To <lo this is within the comjMuss of 
man’s wit ; and therefore I will attempt the 
doing it. [Exit. 

Des. Where should I lose that handker- 
chief, Emilia? 

Emil. I know not, madam. 

Des. Believe me, 1 had rather have lost 
my purse 

Full of cruzadoes ; and but my noble Moor 
Is true of mind, and made of no such baseness 
As jealous creatures are, it were enough 
To put him to ill thinking. 

EmU. . Is he not jealous ? 

Des. Who ? he I I think the sun, where he 
was bom, at 

Drew all such humours from him. 

EmU. , Look, where he cornea 

Des. I will not leave him now, till Cassio 
Be call’d to him. — 

ErUer Othello. 

How is ’t with you, my lord ? 

0th. Well, my good lady. — [Asi^.] O, 
hardness to dissemble !— - 
How do you, Desdemona ? 
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Des. Well, my good lord. 

Oih. Give me your hand. This hand is 
moist, iriy lady.’ 

De8> It yet has felt no age, nor known no 
sorrow. 

Oth. This argues fruitfulness, and liberal 
heart : 

Hot, hot, and moist ; this hand of yours re- 
quires 

A sequester from liberty, fasting and prayer. 
Much castigation, exercise devout ; 

For here ’s a young and sweating devil heiy. 
That commonly rebels. T is a good hand, 

A frank ona 

Des. You may, indeed, say so ; 

For 't was that hand that gave away my heart. 

Otti, A liberal hand : the hearts of old gave 
hands ; 

But our new hei’aldry is — ^hands, not hearts. 

Dee. I cannot" 8|)eak of this. Come now, 
your promise. 

Oth. What promise, chuck 1 no 

De8. 1 have sent to bid cCassio come speak 
with you. 

OVt,. I have a sajt and sorry rheum odends 
me. 

Lend me thy handkerchief. 

Des. Here, my lord. 

Oth. That which I gave you. 

Des. -I have it not about me. * 

Oth. Notl 

. Des. No, indeed, my lord. 

Oth. That ’s a fault. That handkerchief 
Did aii' Egyptian to my mother give ; eo 
She was a charmer, and could almost read 
The thoughts of people : she told her, while 
she kept it, 

T would make her amiable, and subdue my 
father 

Entirely to her love ; but if she lost it. 

Or made a gift of it, my father’s eye 
Should hold her loathed, and his spirits should 
hunt 

After new fancies. She, dying, gave it me ; 
And bid me, when my fate would have me 
wived. 

To give it her. I did so: and take heed on 't; 
Make it a darling like your precious eye ; io 
To lose ’t pr give ’t away, were such perdition. 
As nothing else could match. « 

Des. Is ’t possible ? 

Oth 'T is true : there ’s magic in the web 
of it. 

A sibyl, that hml number’d in the world 
The sun to course two hundred compasses. 

In hdr prophetic fury sew’d the work j 
The worms were hallow’d that did breed the 
silk, 


And it was dy’d in mumhiy, which the 
Conserv'd of maidens’’ he^^. , ' 7 . ; 

Des. ' Ind^ ! ■ is 

Oth. Most veritable ; therttfore look ; 
well. 

i)e«. Then would to Heaven that I had , 
never seen ’t. * 

Oik. Ha ! wherefore ? - 

Dea. Why do you speak so startingly and :: 
'•rash 1 * • ' ' . 

Oth.^ Is ’t lost 1 is^’t gone ? speak, is it out 
o’ the way ? 

I>eg. Heaven bless us ! 

Oth. Say you ? ^ 

Dea. It is not lost; but what an if it were? 
Oth. Howi * 

I>aa. i say, it is not lost. 

Oth. Fetch % l^t me see 't. » , 

Dea. Why, so I can, sir ; but I will not n6w. 
This is a trick, to put mo from my suit : 

I pray, let Cassio be receiv’d again. 

Oth Fetch me tl|,at handkerchief : my mind 
misgives. 

Dfis. Come, come ; 

You ’ll never meet a more sufficient mgn. 

Oth. The handkerchief ! 

Dea. I pray, talk me of Cassio. 

Oth. Tlie handkerchief ! 

Dea. A man that, all his time. 

Hath founded his good fortunes on your love; 
Shar’d dangers with you ; — loo 

Ot?i. The handkei’chief ! 

Dea. In sooth, you are to blame. 

Ot/i. Away ! [SxU. 

EmU. Is not this man jealous ? 

Dea. r ne’er saw this before. 

Sure, there ’s some wonder in this handker- 
chief : 

I am most unhappy in the loss of ifc 

Emil. ’T is not a year or two shows us a 
man ; 

They are all but stomachs, and we all but 
food ; * 

They eat us hungerly, and when they are full, 
They belch us. — Look you ! Cassio, and my 
husband. 

Enter Iago and Cassio. 

logo. There is no other way ; ’tis she must 
do’t: 

And, lo, the happiness ! go, and importune, 
hdr. 

Dea. How now, good .Cassio ? what ’s .thflr 
news with you ? 

Caa. Madam, my former suit. Idobeseedh 
you, 

That by your virtuous means I may again • 
Exist, and be a member of his love, * % 



-Whom I» with all the office of iny heart, 

! jglntirely honotir : 1 would not be delay’d. 

, , Jf |hy offience be of sUch mortal kind, 

; ^liiat nor my service past, nor present abrrows, 
purpos’d merit in futurity, wi 

, ‘ razisom me into his love again, 

- ).Bi^t to know so must be my benefit; 

,3o shall I clothe tne in a forc’d content, 
^“'And shut myself up in some Other course, 
«*To fortune’s alms. • . 

Des. Al:is thrice-gentle Cassio, 

, My advocation is not now in tune ; , ' 

■* My lord is not my lord ; nor should I know 
him, * „ 

Were he in favour, as in humour, alter’d. 

So help me eyery spirit sanctified, ia> 

As ^ have spoken for you all my best, ’ 

And stpod within the blank pf his displeasure, 
Foi*’ my ^roe speech. You must awhile be 
patient : 

What I can do, T will ; and more I will, • 
Than for myself I dare : let that suffice you. 
lago. Is my lord angiy ? 

Emit, He went hence but now. 

And, certainly, in strange unquietness. 

letgo'^ Can he be angiy 1 1 have seen the 

cannon, 

When it hath blown his ranks into the air, 
Ajid, like the devil, from his very arm iw 
Puff’d his own brother; — andean ho be angry ? 
Something of moment, then : I will go meet 
him. , 

There ’s matter in ’t, indeed, if he l>e angry. 
D§s. I pr’ythee, do so. [Exit Iago.] • 
Something, suro, of state — 

Fither from Venice, or some unhatch’d prac- 
tice, 

Made demonstrable here in Cyprus to him — 
Hath puddled his clear spirit ; and, in .such 
cases. 

Men’s natures wrongle with inferior things. 
Though great ones are their object. ’T is even 
» so ; 

For let our finger ache, and it indues isu 
Our other healthful members ev’n to that 
sense 

Of liain. Nay, wo must think, men are not 
gods ; 

Nor of them look for such obsexwancy 
As fits the bridal. — Besthrew me much, Emilia, 
X was (unhandsome warrior as I am) 
AiTai^ing liis unkindness with my soul : 

. But now, I find, I had suborn’d the witness, 
And he ’s indited falsely. 

. Emtt. Pray Heaven it be state>matters, as 
you tmnk. 

And no conception, nor no jealous toy, u» 
Oonceming you. 
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SCBKB IV,' 

Des. Alas the day! X never gave him 
cause. 

Emil. But jealous souls will not be 
answei*'d so ; 

They aro not ever jealous for the cause. 

But jealous for they are jealous : ’t is a 
monster 

Begot upon itself, bora on itself. 

Dom. Heaven keep that monster from 
Othello’s mind! 

Emil. Liidy, Amen. 

Des. I will go seek him.- — -Cassio, walk 

* hereabout T 

If I <lo liiul him fit, 1 ’ll move your suit, iro 
And seek to effect it to my uttermost. 

Cas. I humbly tliauk your hidyship. 

[Exfmnt Desdemon-\ and Emiua. 

Enter Bianca. 

Biftn. Save yon, friend Cassio ! 

Crt.s-. What make you from home ? 

How is it with you, my most fair Bianca ? 

I’ faith, sweet love, I was coming to your 
house. 

Bian. And 1 was going to your lodging, 
Cassio. * 

Wliat ! keep a week away 1 seven days and 
nights t 

Eight score eight hours? and lovers’ absent 
• houre, 

More tedious than the dial eight score times ? 

0 weai-y I'eckoniug ! 

Cits. Pardon me, Bianca ; w 

1 liave this wliile with leiiden thoughts been 

press’d ; 

But I shall, in a more'bontinuato time, 

Strike off this score of absence. Swoet 
Bianca, 

[O'h’liKj her Desdemona’s haiidkerchie/. 
Take me this work out. 

Bian. • i) Cassio, whence came this ? 
This is some token from a newer friend. 

Tp the felt absence now [ feel a cause. 

Is it come to this ? Well, well. 

Can. Go to, woman ! 

Thi'ow your vile guesses in the devil’s teeth, 
From whence you liave them. You are 
jealous now, 

'That this is from some mistress, some remem- 
brance : i» 

No, in gootl trotli, Bianca. 

Bian. ■ Why, whose is it ? 

Cos. I know not neither : I found it in my 
chamber. 

I like the work well ; ere it bo demanded 
(As like enough it will), I ’d have it copied : 
Take it, and do ’t ; and leave mo for this 
time. 
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Bian. Leave you I wherefore ? 

Cos. T do attend here on the general, 

And think it no addition, nor my wish. 

To have him see me woman’d. 

Biaii. Why, I pray you ? 

Cos. Not that I love you not. 

Bian. But that you do not love me. 


1 pray you, bring me on the way a Utile > iw 
And say, if I sh^l see you soon at night. 

Ca$. ’T is but a little ‘^ay, that I oan brings 
fon, 

For I attend here ; but I *11 see you soon. 
Bian. ’Tis very good : I mtist be circunj- 
stanc’d. ' [JSxewj^t. 


ACT 

Scene I. — Before the Castle. * 

Bnter Othello n7id Iaoo. 

logo. Will you thmk so ? 

Oift. Think so, lago ? 

logo. What ! 

To kiss in private ? 

Otfu An unanthoris’d kiss. 

lago. Or to l)e naked with her friend a-bed, 
An hour, or more, not meaning any harm 1 
0th. Naked a-bed, lago, and not mean 
harm! * 

It is hypocrisy against the devil : 

They that mean virtuously, and yet do so, 

The devil their virtue tempts, and they tempt 
Heaven. 

logo. If they do nothing, ’t is a venial slip : 
But if I give my wife a handkerchief, — io* 

OUi. What then 1 

logo. Why, then ’t is hers, my lord ; and, 
being hers, \ 

She may, I think, bestow ’t on any man. 

0th. She is protectress of her honour too : 
May she give that ? 

logo. Her honour is an essence that ’s not 
seen ; 

They have it very oft, they have it not : 

But. for the handkerchief, — 

0th, By Heaven, I would most gladly have 
forgot it. i» 

Thou saidst, — O ! it comes o’er my memory,. 
As dost the laven o’er the infectious house, 
Boding to all, — he had my handkerchief. 
lago. Ay, what of that ? 

0th. That ’s not so good, now. 

lago. What, if I had said, I had seen him 
do you wrong ? 

Or heard him say, — as kimyes be suchabi'oad, 
Wlio, having, by their own importunate suit, 
Or voluntary dotage of some miatres.s. 
Convinced or supplied tliem, cannot chose 
But they must blab. 

Oth> Hath he said anything 1 

lago. He hath, my lore! ; but, be you well 
assur’d, 8o 

No more than he ii unswear. 


IV., 

Oih, • What hatii he sftid t 

logo. ’Faith, that he did — Xl^hiow not what 
he did. 

Otii. What^ what? 
lagO. .Lie — 

oih. .With her ? 

lago. With her, on her ; what you will 
oih. Lie with her J lie on her ! — We say, 
lie on her, when they belie her. Lie with 
dier! that’s fulsome. — Hairdkerchicf,— confes- 
sions, — handkerchief. — To confess, and be 
hanged for his labour. — First, to be hanged, 
and then to confess ; — I tremble at it. 
Nature would not invest herself iif such 
shadowing passion, without some instruction. 
It is not woitls, that shakes me thus. — 
Pish I — Noses, ears, and lips. — Is it possible.? 
— Coufe.ss ! — Handkerchief ! — O devil I — « 

[Balls in a trance. 

lago. Work on. 

My medicine, work ! Tlnis credulous fools are 
caught ; 

And many worthy and chaste dames, even thus, 
All guiltless, meet reproach. — What, ho! my 
loni : 

My lord, 1 say ! Othello ! — , • 

Enter Cassio. 

How now, Cassio ? 
Cos. What ’s the matter ? 

Togo. My lord is fall’n into an epilepsy » so 
This is his second lit ; he had one yesterday. 
Cos. Rub him about the temples. 
logo. No, forbear. 

'The lethargy must have his quiet coui’se ; 

If not, he foams at mouth ; and, by-and-by. 
Breaks out to savage madness. Look, he stira ; 
Do you withdraw yourself a little while, 

He will recover straight : when he is gone, 

I would qn great occiwon speak with you. — 

[Exit Cassio. 

How is it, general? have you hurt your head? 
0th. Dost thou mock me ? 
logo. I mock you ! no, by Heaven. 

’Would you would bear your fortune like a. 
man. 


sii 



Act IV. 


OTHELLO. THE MOOR OF VENICE. 


SCE.VB I. 


(Hh. A horned man ’s a monster, and a 
beast. 

logo. There 's many a heast then in a po^ 
pulous city, * 

And many a civil monster., 

Oih, Did he confess it ? 

^lago. Good sir. be a man ; 

■ Think. eveJfy beawied fellow, that ’s but yok’d, 
May draw with you : thei-e ’s millions now 
alive, * • . 

That nightly lie in those jinproiKjr beds^ 
Which they dare swear peculiar ; your case is 
* * better. 

0 ! 't is the^ite of hell, the fiend’s arch- 

. mock, TO 

To lip a wanton in a secure couch. 

And to supjTose her chaste. No, let me know; 
And, knowing what I am,*I know what she 
* shall be. 

0th. O ! thou art wise ; ’t is certain. 
logo. Stand you awhile apart ; 

Confine* yourself but in a ^tieut list. 

Whilst you weio heio, o’erwhelmed with your 
^ief 

(A passion most iinsuiting such a man), 

Cassio came hither ; I shifted him away. 

And laid good ’sense upon your ecstacy ; so 
. Bade him anon return, and here speak with 
me ; 

Hie which he promis’d. Do but encave 
yourself, * 

And mark the fleers, the gibes, and notable 
scorns, 

Thai dwell in oveiy region of his face ; 

For I will make him tell the talc anew. 
Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and 
when 

He hath, and-is again to coiie your wife : 

1 say, but mark his gesture. — Marry, 

patience ; 

Or I idiall say, you are all in all in spleen, 
And nothing of a man. 

Oth. Dost thou heai', lago 1 so 

I will be found most cunning in my patience; 
But (dost thou hear ?) most bloody. 

lago. That ’s not amiss ; 

But yet keep time in all. Will you with- 
. draw 1 [Othello withdraws. ' 

'Now will I question Cassio of Bianca, 

A housewife, that by selling her desii'es 
Buys herself bread and clothes : it is a 
creature, ^ 

Tliat .dotes on Cassio, as ’tis the strumpets’ 
plague, 

To beguile many, and be beguil’d I5y one. 

Hb, when he hears of -her, cannot refrain 
From the excess of laughter. — Here he 
* comc'S. — 


Re-enter Cassio. 

As he shall smile, Othello shall go mad ; 

And his unbookish jealousy must construe 
Poor Cassio’s smiles, gestures, and light 
behaviour 

Quite in the wrong. — How do you now, 
lieutenant 1 

Cos. The worser, that you give me the 
addition, - 

Whose want even kills me. 

logo. Ply Degdemona well, and you are 
* sure on ’t. 

\Speaki'ng lower.'] Now, if this suit lay in 
Bianca’s dower. 

How quickly should you speed ! 

Cns. Ahw, poor caitiff ! 'k» 

0th. [Aside.'] Look, how he laughs ali’eady! 
logo. I never knew woman love man so. 
Gas. Alas, poor rogue ! I think, ’i faith, she 
loves me. 

Oth. [Aside.] Now he denies it faintly, and 
laughs it oi^t. 

lago. Do you heai', Cassio ? 

Oth. Now he importunes him 

To tell it o’er. Go to*; well said, well 
said. 

lago. She gives it out, that you shall marry 
her ; 

Do you intend it ? 

• Can. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Oth. [Aside.] Do you triumph, Roman! do 
you triumph '( i** 

Gas. I marry her 1 — what I a customer ? I 
pr’ythee, bear some charity to my wit ; do 
not think it so unwholesome. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Oth. [Aside.] So, so, so, so. They laugh 
that win. 

/ago. ’Faith, the cry goes, that you shall 
mai’iy her. — • 

Gas. Pr’ythee, say true. 

/ago. I am a very villain else. 

Oth. [Aside.] Have you scored me ? Well 
Gas. This is the monkey’s own giving out : 
she is pei-suaded I will marry her, out of her 
own love apd flattery, not out of my promise. 

Oth. [Aside.] lago beckons me, now he 
begins the story. »»» 

Gas. She M'as here even now ; she haunts 
nie in eveiy p^ice.. I was, the other day, 
talking on the sea-bank with certain V enetians, 
and thither comes the bauble ; and, by this 
hand, she falls me thus about my neck ; — 
Oth. [Aside.] Crying, O dear Cassio I as it 
were : his gesture imports it. 

Gas. So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon 
me ; so hales and pulls me : ha, ha, ha I — 
Oth. [dswfo.] Now he tells, how she plucked 
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him to my chamber. O ! I see that nose of 
yours, but not that dog I shall throw it to. 
(7(W. Well, I must leave her company, 
logo. Before me ! look, where she comes. 
Can. 'T is such another fitchew ! mairy, a 
perfumed one. 


no 


EntPA ' Bianca. 


What do you mean by this haunting of me ? 

Bian. Let the devil and his dam haunt 
you ! What did you mean by that same 
handkerchief, you gave me ejfen now 1 I was 
a fine fool to take it. I must take out f he 
wbi'k ! — A likely piece of work, that you 
should find it in your chamber, and know 
not who loft it there ! This is some minx’s 
token, and I must take out the work ! There, 
give it your hobby-horse : wheresoever you 
had it, 1 ’ll take out no work on ’t. 

Cag. How now, my sweet Bianca ! how 
now, how now ! lO" 

OiA. [Asu^.] By Heaven, that should l>e 
my handkerchief! ^ 

Bian. An you ’ll come to supper to-night, 
you may ; an you will not, come when you 
are next preparetl for. \^Exit. 

Togo, After her, after her. 

Cm. ’Faith, I must j she ’ll rail in , the 
street else. 

lago^ Will yon sup there 1 • 

Cm. ’Faith, I intend so. 

Idgo. Well, I may chance to see you, for I 
would very fain speak with you. in 

Cm. Pr’ythee, come ; will you ? 
lago. Go to ; say no more. \JSsdt Cassio. 
OtJu [Advancing.^ How shall I murder 
him, lago t 

logo. Did you perceive how he laughed at 
his vice 1 

0th. O, lago ! 

logo. And did you see the handkerchief 1 
0th. Was that mine 1 
logo. ' Yours, by this hand : and to see how 
he prizes the foolish woman, your wife ! she 
gave it him, and he hath given it his whore. 

Oih, I would have him nine years a- 
killing. — A fine woman I a fair woman I a 
sweet woman ! 

Iag(h, Nay, you must forget that. 

Olh. Ay, let her rot, and perish, and be 
damned to-night ; for she shall not live. No, 
my heart is turned to stone ; 1 strike it, and 
it hurts my hand. O ! the world hath not 
a sweeter creature : she might lie by an 
em^ror’s side, and command him tasks. 

Iag<K Nay, that 's not your way. w 

Qth. Hang her 1 I do but say what she is. 

I — So delicate with her needle 1 — An admirable 


musician! O! she will sing the savegmiess'^ 
out of a boar. — Of so high and plenteous' wit ' 
and invention ! — ■ 

lagot She ’s the worse for all thia : i 

0th. O! a thousand, a thousand times. . 
And then, of so gentle a condition ! 

logo. Ay, too gentle. > 

oih. Nay, that’s certain: — but yet the' 
pity of it, lago !— O, lago ! the pity of it, 
lago!, ' ’ ‘ 

logo. If you are go fond over her iniquity, , 
give her patent to offend : for, if it touch poi 
you, it comes near nobody. * * 

0th. I will chop her into msdlies. -^Cuckold 
me f 

lago. O ! ’t is foul in her. , 

OtJi. .With mine officer I 

Togo. That ’s.fo«ler. . 

Oth. Get mo some poison, lago j -this , 
night : — I ’ll not expostulate with her, lest 
her body and beauty unprovide my mind 
[•again. — This night, lago. ‘ no 

lago. Do it not* with poison, strangle her 
in her bed, even the bed she hath con- 
taminated. 

Oth. Good, good : the justice of it pleases ; 
very good. 

logo. And for Cassio, let me be his under- 
taker : yon shall hear moi’o T)y midnight 

[A tmmpet within.: 
Oth. Excellent, good.— What trumpet is 
thatfSame t 

logo. Something from Venice, sure. ’T is 
Lodovico, , 

Come from the duke ; and, see, your wife is 
with him. 

Enter Lodovico, Desdemona, gnd Atten- 
dants. 

Lod, God save the worthy general ! 

Oth. With all my heart, sir. 

Lod. The duke and seimtors of Venice 
greet you. \Gwing him a padiset. 
Oih. I kiss the instrument of theii* 
pleasures. m 

\Opem tJw pockety and redds. 
Des. And what ’s the news, good cousin 
Lodovico ? 

logo, I am very glad to see you, signior : , 
Welcome to Cyprus. 

Lod. I thank you. How does Lieutenant 
Ctssio? 

/o^o. Lives, sir. / . . 

Des, Cousin, there’s fall’n between him 
and my lord 

An unkind breach, but you shall 
well. 

Odi. Are you sure d that ) 
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My. lord ? 

^ “This fail you not to do, 

flS::you -will ” — , 

. Zed, He^did not call; he’s bus}^ in the 
« , paper. 

' Is there division ’twixt my lord ^d Oassio ) 

. ^Zea, A most unhappy one : I would do 
much * 

To atone them, for the love I. bear to Oassio. 
0th. Fire and* brimstone V 
Dea. My lord 1 . • • ^ 

, 0th. Are you wise ? * . ' *40 

*3ea. What 1 is he angry? • 

. Lod, * May be, the letter mov’d him ; 
For, as I think, they do command him home, 
Deputing Oassio in his government. 
jPea. Trust me I am glad on ’t. . * . 

• .Indeed ? 

*De8. . My lord ? 

0th. I am glad to see you mad. 

Dea. How, sweet Othello? 

0th. * Devil ! [Striking her. 

Dea. I have not dcservll this. 

Lod. My lord, this would not be l)eliev’d 
in Venice, 

Though I should swear E saw it. ’T is very 
much : 

Make her amends, she weeps. 

Oih. O devil, devil ! sso 

if that the earth could teem with woman’s 
teal's, • 

Each drop she falls would prove a crocodile. — 
Out of my sight ! 

I^ea. I Avill not stay to offend you. 

[Going. 

Lod. Truly, an obedient lady. — 

I do beseech your lordship, call her back. 

0th. Misti^ss ! 

' Lea. My lortl ? 

Oih. What would you with her, sir ? 

Lod. Who, I, my lord ? 

O0U Ay ; you did wish, that I would make 
• her turn : 

Sir,^ she can turn, and turn, and yet go on, m 
And turn again ; and she can weep, six*, weep; 
And she ’s obedient, as you say, obedient, — 
V^y obedient. — Proceed you in your tears. — 
Opneeming this, sir, — O woll-painted passion ! 

T. am command^ home. — Get you away; 

I '11 send for you anon. — Sir, I obey the 
mandate. 

And will return to Venice. Hence ! 

. avaunt ! — [Sodt Desdemona. 

Cassio shall have my place. And, — sir, to- 
night, • * 

: X du Untreat that we may sup together : 

ate welcome, sir, to Cyprus. — Goats and 
v' v i monkeys I [JExU. 


Lod. Is this the noble Moor whom our 
full senate 210 

Call all-in-all sufficient ? — Is this the nature 

Whom passion could not shake ? whose solid 
virtue 

The shot of accident, nor dart of chance, . 

Could neither graze, nor pierce ? 

logo. . He is much chang’d. 

Lod. Are his wits safe ? is he not light of 
brain ? . ^ 

logo. He ’s that he is : I may not breathe 
my censure. 

What he might !>e, — ^if, what he might, he is 
not, — 

I would to Heaven, he were ! 

Lod. What ! strike his wife 1 

/ago. ’Faith, that was not so well; yet 
’would I knew, 

That stroke would prove the worst. 

Lod. Is it his use ? 

Or did tlie letters work upon his blood, *48i 

And new-create this fault ? 

/ago. ^ Alas, alas ! 

It is not honesty in me, to speak 

What I have seen and known. You shall 
observe him, • 

And his own courses will denote him so, 

That I may save my speech. Do but go 
after, 

•And mark how he continues. 

Lod. I am sorry, that I am deceiv’d in him. 

[Exemit. 

Scene II. — A Room in the Castle, 

Enter Otiiello aiiid Emilia. ' 

0th. You have scon nothing then? 

Emil. Nor ever heard ; nor ever did susr 
pect. 

Oih. Yes, you have seen Cassio and she to-, 
gether. 

Emil. But then I saw no harm ; and then 
I heard , * 

Each syllable that breath made up between 
them. , I 

0th. What, did they never whisper ? 

Emil. Never, my lord. 

OiJi. Nor send you out o’ the way? 

BmU. . Never. 

Oih. To fet^ her fan, her gloves, her 
mask, nor nothing! 

Emil. Never, my lord. 

Oih. 'That ’s strange. w 

Emil. I durst, my lord, to wager she is 
honest, 

Lay down my soul at stake ; if you tliink 
other. 
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Remove yo\u* thought ; it doth uhu.se your 
bosom. 

If any wretcli have put this in your head, 

Let Heaven requite it witli tlie sei'pent’s 
curse . 

For, if she bo not hono,st, chaste, and tnie, 
Tliore ’.s no man h.appy ; tlic purest of thoir 
wivc.s 

Is foul as slander. 

Olh. Bid her come hitlicr ; — go.-— 

[JExit Emilia. 

She says enough ; — yet she ’s a simple bawd. 
That cannot say h.s much. This is a sulftlc 
whore, 

A closet-lock -aml-ktiy of villainou.s secrets : 
And yet she ’ll kneel, and pray' ; I have seen 
her do ’t. 

Ile-enter FiMTLiA, imth Desdemona. 

Des. My lord, what is your will ? 

0th. Pi'uy, chuck, come hither. 

De,s. What is y'our plea,suro ? 

Oth. I>>t me .see your eyes : 

Look in my face. 

Deft. What horrible fan(;y ’s this ? 

Oth, yj'o EMIL1A^] Some of your function, 
mistress ; 

Leave pvocreants alone, and .shut the door ; 
Cough, or ci’v hem, if anybody come : 

Your mystery, your mysteiy ; - nay, d(*spatch.* 

[/;. tit E.MILIA. 

Des. Upon my knce.s, wdiat doth your 
82 )eech imj)ort ? an 

I imdoratand a fury in your worths, 

But not the words. 

Oth. Why, wdiat art thou ? 

Des. Your wife, my lord ; your true and 
loyal wife. 

Oth. Come, swear it, damn thy.self ; 

L&st, being like one of h<?aven, the devils 
themselves 

Should fear to .seize thet; ; therefore, be 
tloubhj-damn'd ; 

Swear thou art honest. 

Des. Heaven doth truly' know it. 

Oth. Heaven truly knows, that thou art 
false as hell. 

Des. To whom, my lord ? with whom ? 

how am I false ? .id 

Oth. Ah, De.sdemon ! — away, away, away ! 
Des. Alas, the heavy day'! — Why do you 
weep ( 

Am I the motive of these tears, my lord ? 

Tf, Imply, you my father do .suspect 
An instrument of this your calling back, 

Lay not your blame on me ; if you have lost 
him, 

Why, I have lost him too. ■ 


Oth. Had it pleas'd Heaven 

To try me with alHictiou ; had they rain’d 
All kinds of soires, and shames, on my bare 
heail ; * 

yte^jp’d me in jioverty to the very lips ; ». 

(Hven to cajitivity me and my utmost hofies ; 
J should have found in some place of my soy 
A droj) of jjatienco : but, ahls ! to make me 
I’he fixed figui’e, for the time of scorn 
To point liis slow .and moving linger at, — 
\'et could 1 bear that too j well, very well : 
IJut there, where 1 liAve garner’d up my heart. 
Where either I must live, or bear no lifej * 
The fountain from the which current runs, 
Or else dries up ; to be discarded thence, ' «« 
Or kcejj it as a cistern, for foul toads 
To kp6t,and gender in ! — turn thy complexion 
there, 

Patience, thou young and rose-lipjfd dierubih; 
Ay, there, look giim as hell ! 

Das. I hope, my noble lord esteems me 
honest. 

Oth. O ! ay ; as’ summer flies are in the 
shambles, 

That quicken e\'en with blowing. O tjiou 
weed 1 

Who art so lovely fair, and smell’st so sweet. 
That the sense aches at thee, — 'would thou 
hmlst ne’e)' been Ixint ! 

Des. Alas I what ignorant sin have T corn- 
" mi tied ? TO 

Otji. Was this fair pajier, this most goodly 
book, 

Madi! to write whore upon? What qpm- 
mitted ? 

Committed ! - O thou jmblic commoner ! 
f .should make voy forges of my cheeks, 

'Fhat would to cinders burn uj) modesty, 

Did I but sjX'ak thy deeds.- --What committcdl 
Heaven stops the nose at it, and the moon 
winks ; 

The bawdy wind, that kisses all it meets. 

Is husli’d within the hollow mine of earth, •• 
And will not hear it. What committed? — ao 
Impudent strumj)et ! 

Des. I5y Heaven, you do me wi'oug. 

Oth. Are not you a strum})et ? 

De.s. No, as I am a Christian, 

If to preserve this vessel for my lord, 

F)‘om any other foul urdawful touch, 

Be not to bo a strum jiet, J am none. 

Oth. What, not a whore ? 

Des. No, as I shall be saved. 

Oth. Is it {possible? 

Des. O, ileaA'en foi’give us ! 

Oth, I cry you mercy then : 

I took you for that cunning whoi'e of Venice, 
That maiTied with Otliello. — You, misti'ess,#!) 
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J\ DicKSEU, Pittxt. 


<)THEr,I.O ANI> DESDEMONA. 


I’pon my knees what doth your speech import ? 
I understand a fury in your words 
Dut not the words. 
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Th^t have the office opposite to iSaint Peter, 
..Arid keep the gate of, hell ! 

Re-eiUer Emilia. 

You, you, ay, you : 

We have done our course ; there ’s money for 
^ your jmius. 

I . pray you, turn the key, and keej) our 
counsel. [JSadt. 

Emil. Alas'! what does this gpntleman 

* conceive I 

How do you, madam t how tlo y:ou, my good 

• •' ladyl 

Des. ’Faf(^i, half asleep. 

Emil. Good madam, what ’s the matter 
with my lord? 

. Den. With who ? . ' 

Eiull. Why, with myJord, madam. kjo 
■ I)hs, Who is thy lord ? 

Emil, Jtle that is yours, sweet lady. 

Den. 1 Imvc none ; do not talk • to me, 
* Emilia : • 

I cannot weep ; nor answer have I none, 

what should go by water. Pr’ythee, to- 
night 

Lay* on my lied my wedding sheets, — remem- 
bei* ; — 

And call thy husband hither. 

Emil. Here ’s a change, indeed I 

[ExiU 

Des. ’T is meet I should be us’d se, "N’or^ 
moot. , 

How have I been behav’d, that he might stick 
TOie small’st opinion on iny least misuse ?• 

Re-enter Emilia, \inth Iaoo. 

In go. What is your plca.sure, madam ? 

Hojv is ’t with yoii 1 no 

Des. I cannot tell. Those, that <lo teach 
young babes. 

Do it with gentle means and easy tasks : 

He might have chid me so ; for, in good 
faith, 

I am a child te chiding. 

/ago. What’s the matter, lady? 

Emil. Alas, lago, my lord hath so bewhor’d 
her. 

Thrown such despite and heavy terms upon 
her, 

As true heai’ts cannot beai-. 

Des. Am I that mime, lago ? 
logo. What natm^ fair hwlyl 

Des. Such as she says my lord did say I 
was. 

Emil. He call’d her whore f a beggar* in 
his drink laa 

Could not have laid such terms ujK>n his 
callat. 


Togo. Why did ho so?. :’<• 

Des. I do not know j I am sure, I am nono > 
such. 

lago. Do not weep, do not weep. Alas 
the day ! 

Emil, fiath she forsook so many noble 
matches, 

Her father, and her country, and her friends, . 
To be call’d whore ? would it not make one 
weep ? 

Des. It is my wretched fortune. 

logo. Beshrew him for ’t ! 

ow comes thtS trick upon him '? 

Des. Nay, Heaven doth know. 

Emil. I will bo htvng’d, if some eternal 
villain, iso 

Some busy and insinuating I'ogue, 

Some cogging cozening slave, to get some 
offitse, 

Have not devis’d this slander; I’ll be hang’d 
else. . 

/ago. Fie ! there is no such man : it is im- 
jiossible. 

Des. If any ^ch there be, Heaven iiardon ■ 
him ! 

Emil. A halter pardon him, and hell gnaw 
his bones ! 

Why should he call her whoi*c] who keeps 
her company? 

What place ? what time ? what fonu ? what 
likelihood ? 

The Moor ’s abus’d by some most villainous 
knave. 

Some biise notorious knave, some scurvy' 
fellow. - - ni» 

0 Heaven ! that such companions thou ’dst 

unfold. 

And put in every honest hand a whip, 

To lash the, i-stscals nakcwl thixmgh the world. 
Even from the cast to the west ! 

/ago. Sjieak within door. ■ 

Emil. O, fio upon them ! Some such 
stpiire he was. 

That turn’d your wit the seamy side without. 
And made you to suspect me with the 
Moor. 

Togo.' You are a fool ; go to. 

Des. O good lago ! 

What shall I do to win my lord again 1 
Good friend, go to him ; for, by this light of 
heavCin, * 

1 know not how I lost him. Here I 

kneel : — 

If e’er my will did ti'espass ’gainst his love. 
Either in discourse of thouglit, or actual 
deed ; 

Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any sense. 
Delighted them in any other form ; 
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Or that I do not yet, and ever did, 

And ever will, - -though he do sliake ni€* off 
To beggarly divorcement, — love liiui flt«xrly, 
Comfort forswear mo J Uiikindness may do 
much ; 

And his unkindness may defeat my life, hm> 
But. never taint my love. I cannot say 
whore : * 

It does abhor me, liow 1 speak the word ; 

To do the act that might the addition earn. 
Not the world’s mass of vanity could make 
me. 

la-go, I piny you, be coutei^t ; ’t i.s but his 
humour : 

The business of the state, does him oftimce. 

And he do(;s chhle with you. 

If ’t were no other,— - 
Jago. 'Tis but so, J wannnt. 

[ TruJH ptts. 

Hark, how these instruments suuiiuou to 
• sujiper ! 

The messengers of V’'enioc .stay tlu' meat. i7<> 
Go in, ami weep not ; all things sliidl be 
well. 

YE . ffi.vnl Desoemona and Kmiuia.. 

Kntfiv BooEKKiO. 

. How now, Tlotlerigo ? 

Kod. I do not find that thou deal’st justly 
with mo. 

Jago. What in the contrary? 
lioiL Every ilay thou daff st me with some 
device, lago ; and ratluir, as it seems to me 
now, keep’st from me all conveniency, tlian 
suppliest me with the least advantage of hop<-. 

I will, indeed, no longer endure it ; nor am 
I yet persuaded, to put up in peace what 
already I have foolishly suOered. 
logo. Will you hear me, Rodcrigo? 

Rod. ’Faith, I have heard too muon ; for 
your words, and pcrfonnances, arc no kin 
together. 

Jngo. You charge me mo.st unjustly. 

Rod With nought but truth. I have 
wasted myself out of my meau-s. Tln^ jewels 
you have had from me, to ilcliver to be.sde- 
mona, would half have corrupted a votarist ; 
you have told me, she hath received tlnnn, and 
I'eturufcd mo exjiectations ami comforts of 
sadden respect and acquaintance ; but I find 
none. * 

logo. Well ; go to ; very well. 

Rod. Very well ! go to ! I cannot go to, 
man :: nor ’t is not A-e.ry well : by this hand, 

I say, it is very scurvy ; and begin to find 
mystdf fop])ed in it. 
logo. Very well. 

Rod. I tell you, ’t is not very well. I 
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will make myself known to . Desdeinpna 
she will return me my jewels, I will give 
my suit, and repent my unlawful soUcitatibn ; ' 
if not, assure yourself, I will seek satisfaotioh ’ 
of you. sQi 

Tago. You have said now. 

Rod. Ay, and I have stud nothing, but 
what T protest intendment of doing. ' 

/u//(>. Why, now I see there ’s mettle in 
thee j and even, from this instant, do build 
on thee a l>etter opinion tluiu ever beford. 
Give mo thy hand,' Rodcrigo : thou hast 
taken agai?ist me a mo.st just exception ; but 
yet, 1 prote.st 1 have tlealt moso directly in 
thy affair. *k» 

Rod. It liath not ajjpoared. 
fago. 1 grant, indeed, it hath not appear^, 
and your susjnciov is not without wit and . 
jiidgmeiit. But, Rodcrigo, if thou hast thao 
within thee intlced, wliich I have greater 
reason to believe now than evei*, — T mean, 
pur[)Ose, courage, and valour, — ^this night 
show it : if thou the' next night following eii- 
joyest not Desdiuuona, take mo from 
world with ti’eachcry, and devise engines for 
my life. ' 

Rod. Well, what is it? is it within i-easou 
and compass? 

Jago. Sir, there is ('sjiecial commission conie 
from Venice, t^> do])ute Cassio in Othello’s 
.place.' 

Rod. Is that true ? why, then Otiudlo and 
De.sdejoona return again to Venice. 

Jago, O, no ! he goes into Mauritania, and 
taki's away with him the fair De-stlemona, 
unless his abode b(^ lingered Juan by some ac- 
cident ; wliensji none can bo so determinate, 
as the removing of Cassio. 

Rod. How do you mean, removing him? 
J/fgo. VV'liy, by making him uncapnble of 
Otlu'llo’s place; knocking out his br-ains. 

J^od. And that you would hava me <lo ? 

Jago. Ay : if you tlare do younself a profit, 
and a right, lie sups to-night with a har- 
lotry, and thither will I go to him : he knows 
not yet of his honourable fortune. If you 
will watch Ills going thenct.' (which I will 
fa.shiou to fall out between twelve and one), 
you may take him at your jdeasure ; I will 
be near to second your attempt, and he shall 
fall between us. Come, stan<l not amazed at 
it, but go along with me ; 1 will show you 
such a nece,ssity in Ids death, that you shall 
think yourself bouiul to put it on him. It is 
liow liigli supper-time, and the night grows to 
waste : about it. 

Rod. I will hear furtlier reason for this. 
Jago. And you shall be satisfied. [^Excuv/, 


OTHELLO, THE MOOR OF VENICE. 
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OTHEU.O AND DESDKMONA. 


Othello. Why, what nrt thou? 

JDesdemona, Your wife, my lord, your true and loyal wife. 

*'OtHiuxo," Act IV. ^ SceM If, 
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r SbiCNE IIL— Another Room iu the Castle. 

*]Snt€r Othklco, Lodovico, Desdemona, 
Emilia, mid Atte^idmits, * 

Lod. I do beseech you, sir, trouble your- 
self no fui'tlier. 

0th. O ! pardon me ; ^t will do lue good to 
walk, 

Lod. Maflaiii;^ good night ; . I liuin>>ly thank 
your ladyship. 

Des, Your honour is inost welcome, 

^ 0th. Will you walk, sir i — 

O !— -Desdemona,* — 

, Des. My lonl ? 

0th. Get you to bed on the instant ; I will 
be returned* forthwith : dismiss your atten- 
dant there ; look it be done. 

I)es. 1 will, my lord. lo 

[Ji^r<??w^OTHELLo, Lodovioo, and Attemlanis. 

Emil. 1 low goes it now { he looks gentler 
than li(3 did. 

’He ssys, he will return incoiitinont ; * 
hath coiiiinanded mo to go to bod, 
Ani^ilado mo to dismiss you. 

Emil. I )isniiss me . 

Des. lt was his l)idding ; lluuefore, good 
Emilia, 

Give me my niglitly wearhig, and adieu : 

We must not now disph*aso him. 

EmiL I would you had never seen liiin. 

Des. So would not I : my lo\'e dotii so 
a])i)rove him, 

That even his stubliornness, his cheeks, and 
frowns, - - 

Pr’ythee, unpin mo, — have grace and favour 
in tluuu. 

EmiL 1 have laid those sIkh^Is you bade 
me on ,the )>ed. 22 

Des. All *s mie. — Good father ! how foolish 
are our minds ! 

If I do dit‘ before thee, pr^ythoe, shroud me 
In one of tlios^.^ sam<3 sheets. 

EmiL Come, come, you talk. 

Des. My inotlicr had a maid call’d Bar- 
bara : 

She was iu love ; and Ikj slie lov’d proved 
mad. 

And did forsak(' her : slu* had a song of — 
willow ; 

An old thing ’twas, hut it express’d her 
fortum*, 

And she died singing it : that song, to -night, 
Will not go from my mind ; I have much 
to do, 

But to go hang my head all at one side, 

And sing it like poor Barbara. Pr’ythee, 
despatch. 

Emil. Shall T go fetch your night-gown ? 


Ees. No, uupin me here. — - 

niis Lodovico is a proper man. 

Emil, A very handsome mail. 

Df's. He speaks well. 

EmiL I know a lady in Venice would 
have walkeil l>arefoot to Palestine, for a touch 
of his nether lip. 

77/ c poor soid sat sighhig 
by a sycamorn irre : 

Sing all a grenn ivillow : 
llnr hand on her bosom, her head on her knee ; 

Sing wiliom^ irWow^ ^oilloir : 

The fresh streams ran by her, and mnrmur^d 
her moans 

Si)ig irilkno, mil loir, tvilloio ; 

Her salt tears fell from her, ami soffen\l the 
s(o)ies ; 

Lay by tht'so. — 

Sing irillow, willow, loillow. 

Pr’ythee, hie thee ; he ’ll come anon. — 

Sing all a green ‘wiltoio must be my garla'nd, m» 
Jjel nobody blffme him^ h is seoroi / approve, - 
Nay, that ’s not next. — Hark ! whr) is it that 
knocks i 

EmiL It is the wind. 

Des. T ndfd )ny Jove, false love ; bnt what 
said he flam ? 

Sing willow, willow, v-iHow 
If I court moe icomen, you 11 couch with nice 
' men. 

j So, get thee gone ; good .night. Mine eyes 
do itch 

.Doth that bode weeping? 

EmiL ’T is neither liere nor tlie»*e. 

Des. I have la'ard it said so.^O, these 
mej), these men ! - - 

I>ost tliou in consci(*nce think, — tell me, 

I Kniilia, — • a* 

That thiu-e be women do abuse their husbands 
In such gross kind I 

EmiL There be some such, no cjiiestion. 
Des. Wouldst thou do such a ileecl for all 
thf? world ? 

EmiL Why, would not you 1 

Des. No, by this lieavcjily light ! 

EmiL Nor 1 neither by this heav enly light : 

I might do ’t as well V the dark. 

Des. Wouldst thou do such a fleed for all 
the world ? 

EmiL ’fhe woHd is a huge thing: ’tis a 
groat price 
For a small vice. 

Des. In troth, I think thou wouldst not. np 
Emil. Ill troth, 1 think 1 should, and undo 
’i wlien I liad done. Marry, I would not do 
such a thing for a joint-ring, nor for measures 
of lawn, nor for gowns, petticoats, nor caps, 
nor any petty exhibition; but, for 



Act V, 


OTHELLO, THE MOOR OF VENTCR 


SOBKJB' L 


whole world, — why, who would uot make her 
husband a cuckold, to make him a monarch t 
I should venture pui’gatory for ’t. 

Dea. Beslirew me, if 1 would do such a 
wrong 

For the whole world. 

jffmt/. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i’ 
the world ; and, having the 'world for your 
labour, ’t is a wrong in your own world, and 
you might quickly make it light. «! 

I do not think there is any such 
woman. « _ 

AVm'/. Yes, a dozen ; and as many to the 
vantage, 

As would store the world they played for. 

But, I do think, it is their husbands’ faults, 

If wives do fall. Say, that they slack their 
dutie.s, 

And ])our our treasures into foreign laps ; 

Or else break out in j)eevi8h jealousies. 
Throwing rosti-aint uj)Ou us ; or, say, they 
strike us, «o ^ 


Or scant our former having in despite ; 

Why, we have galls; and, though we have 
gome grace. 

Yet hav<5 we some revenge. Let husbands 
know, 

Tlieir wives have sense lik? them ; they see, 
and smell, 

And have their palates, both for sweet and 
sour. 

As husbaiids ha^e. Wliat is it that they do, 

W hen .they change for othere 1 Is it sport 1 

I think, it is. Antl'doth affectiou breed it 1 . 

1 think, It doth. Is ’t frailty, that thus ferifs ? 

It is so too. And have not we affections, io« 

Desires for sport, and frailty, as men have I 

Then,_ let them use us well ; else let them 
know, * 

The ills we do, .their ills instruct us so, 

J)ea. Good night, good night: Heaven 'ine 
such uses send. 

Not to pick bad frem bad, but by bad mend I 

f ^xen7if. 
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Scene I. — A Street. 

Filter Iaoo and Rodebigo. 

laffo. Here, stand behind this bulk*; 
stmight will he come : 

Wear thy good rapier bare, and put it home. 
Quick, quick ; fear nothing ; I ’ll be at thy 
elbow. 

It makes us, or it mars us ; think on that, 
And fix most firm thy resolution. 

Jiod. Be near at hand; 1 may miscarry in’t. 
livgo. Here, at thy hand : be bold, and bike 
thy stand. [Aetires. 

Rod. I have no great devotion to the deed; 
And yet he has given me satisfying reasons. — 
'Tis but a man gone : — forth, my swox-d ; he 
dies. 10 

lago. I have rubb’d this young quat almo.st 
to the sense, 

And be grows angxy. Now, wlyither he kill 
Cassio, 

Or Cassio him, or each do kill the other, 

Every way makes my gain : live Rodeiigo, 
He calls me to a restitution Jarge 
Of gold, and /lewtda, that 1 bobb’d froni him. 
As gifts to Desdemona ; 

It must not bo : if Cassio do xeniain, 

He hath a daily beauty in his life, , 

That makes me ugly ; and, besides, the Moor 
May unfold me to him : thei-e stand I in much 
peril. 21 

No, he must die .-—but, so I bear him coming. [ 


r V. 

Enter Cassio. 

Rod. I know his gait ; 't is he. — Villain. 

I thou diest. 

[Rushing out, and making a pass at Ca.ssio. 

(Jas. That thrust had been mine enemy in- 
deed. 

But that my coat is better than thou know’st ; 

I will make |>roof of thine. * 

[Draws, and v'onmls Rodebigo. 

Rod. O, I am slain ! 

[ Iago rushes from his po^t, cuts Cassio 
behind in the leg^ and exit. 

Cos. I am maim’d for ever. — Helj), ho ! 
murder ! murdi^r ! [Falla. 

Enter Othello, at a distatiee. ^ 

0th. The voice of Cassio : — lago keeps his 
word. 

Rod. 0, villain that I am ! 

0th. It is even so. 

Cos. O, help ! ho ! light ! a surgeon I w 

0th. 'T is he. — O brave lago, honest, and 
just. 

That hast such noble .sense of thy friend’s 

■A^rong ! 

Thou teachest me, — Minion, your dear lies 
dead, 

And your unble.st fate hies : — strumpet I 
come ! 

Forth of my heart those charms, thine eyes, 
are blotted ; * 
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Thy bed, lust-stain’d, shall with lust’s blood 
, be spotted. ^ [Exit. 

Enter Ix>i)ovico and Gjiatiano, at cedUtance. 

Cos. What, ho I no watch % no passage 1 
murder ! ^urder ! 

Ora. ’T is some mischance ; the ciy is very 
direful. 

Cae. O, help ! ^ 

Lod. Hark ! . ’ * ' • 

Rod. O wretched villain ! 

• Lod. IVo or three groans. — It is a heavy 
* * night ! 

These niav b*a counterfeits ; let ’s think ’t un- 
safe 

To come in do the cry without inoi*e help. 

Jtod. Nobody cornel then shall I*l>leed to 
. death. • • 

'Lod. ’Hark ! 

Re-enter Iago, with a U<jht. 

Oref. llei'H ’s one comes in his shirt, witH 
light and weapon^. 

Who ’s there 1 whose noise is this, 
that cries on murder? 

//^. We do not know, 
layo. Did not you hear a cry 1 

Cfut, Here, here ! for Heaven’s sake, help 
me ! 

/ci(/o. What ’s the matter 1 

Ora. This is Othello’s ancient, as I take it. *1 
Lod. The same, indeed ; a very -waJiant 
fellow. x: 

latjo. What ai’e you here, that cry so 
gidevoiisly 1 

Cas. Iago? O! I am spoil’d, undone by 
villains : 

Give me some lielp. 

logo. O me, lieutenant ! what villains have 
done this ? 

Cm. I think that one of them is hereabout. 
And cannot make away. 

*Ia(fo. O treacherous villains ! — 

\To Lodovico a'iul Gratiano.] What are you 
there ? come in, and give .some helj). 
Rod. O, help me, here I »» 

Cas. That ’s one of them. 

Iago. O murderous slave ! O villain ! 

[..Vtois Kodkrico. 

Rod. O damn’d Iago ! O inhuman dog ! 
logo. Kill men i’ the dark ! — Where be 
these bloody thieves ? — * 

How silent is this town I — flo ! murder ! 

murder ! , 

What may you bo ? are you of good, or 
evil ? 

Jjod. As you shall pi’ove us, praise us. 

Idyo. Signior Lodovico? 


Ijod. He, sir. 

/«/o. 1 ciy you mercy. Here’s Cp.ssio 
hurt by villains. 

Ora. Cassio ? 

Iago. How is ’t, brother? 

Cas. My leg is cut in two. 

logo. Marry, Heaven forbid ! — 

Light, gentlem’en ; I ’ll bind it with my shirt 

Enter Biaroa. 

Rian. What is the matter, ho 1 who is ’t 
that cried? • 

logo. Who is t that cried ? 

Bian. O my dear Cassio ! my sweet Cassio ! 

0 Ca.ssio, Cassio, Cassio ' 

logo. O notable strumpet ! — Cassio, may 
you .suspect 

Who they should be, that have thus mangled 
you ? 

Cas. N o. 

Ora. I am sorry to lin<l you thus : I have 
been to seek you. 

Iago. Lend jnp a gax’ter ; — so. — O, for a 
chair, 

To 1 >car hiju easily hence ! 

Jiian. Alas ' he faints. — O Cassio, Cassio, 
Ca.s.sio ! 

Iago. Gentlemen all, I do suspect this trash 

To be a party in this injury. — 

Patience awhile, good Cassio. — Come, come. 

Lend me a light. — Know wo this face, or no? 

Alas ! my friend, and my dear countryman, 

.Roderigo ? no: — yes, siu'e. O Heaven !. 
Koderigo. so 

Gra. What, of Venice? 

Iago. Even he, sir ; did you Ifenow liim ? 

Gra. Know him ? ay. 

Iago. Signor Gmtiano ? I cry you gentle 
j)anlon : 

These bloody accidents must excuse my man* 
nei’s. 

That so neglected you. 

Gra. 1 am glad to see you. 

Iago. How do you, Cassio ? — 0, a chair, a 
chair ! 

Gra. Kpdorigo! 

. logo. He, he, ’t is he. — \A chair hronght i«.] 
O ! that ’s well said ; — the chair. — 

►Some good man bear him carefully from 
hence f » 

1 ’ll fetch the general’s surgeon . — [To Bianca.] 

For you, mistres.s, i«' 

Save you your labour.— -He that lies slaui 
hero, Cassio, 

Was my dear friend. What malice was be 
tween you ? 

Cas. None in the world ; nor do I know 
the man. 
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lago. \T<> Bia>’ca.] What, look you imle] 
■ — O, boar him out o’ the air. — 

[Cassio atul lloDERiGO are borne of. 
Stay you, good gentlemen. — Look you pale, 
mistress? 

Do you perceive the ghastues-s of her eye ? — 
Nay, if you stare, we shall hoar more anon. — 
Behold her well ; I pitiy yOu, look upon her : 
Do you .see, gentlemen ? nay, guiltiness will 
speak, 

Though tongues were out of use. no 

Enter Emhi A. ' 

Emil. ’Las! what’s the matter? what’s 
tlie matter, hiisbaud ? 
fago. Ca-ssio hath here been set on in the 
dark 

By lioderigo, and fellows that am 'scap’d. 

He ’s almost slain, and Rodcrigo dead. 

Emil. Alas, good gentleman ! alas, good 
Cassio ! 

fwjo. Tliis is the fruits of whoring. — Pr’y- 
thoe, Emilia, 

Go know of Cas.sio whore he su{)p’<l to-night. — 
What ! do you shake at that ? 

Jiia7i. He supp’d at my hou.se ; but I then;- 
fore shake not. 

TiKjo. O, did he .so ? I charge you, go with 
me. 120 

Emil. Fie, fie u^mn tliee, strumpet ! 
liian. 1 am no stnimpet ; but of life as 
liouest, 

As you that thus abu.sc me. 

Emil. As J ? foh ! fie upon thee ! 

lago. Kind gentlemen, let ’s go see jioor 
Cassio dress’ll. — 

Come, mi.stre.ss, you must tell ’s anothei 
tale. — 

Emilia, run you to the citadel. 

And toll my lord and lady what hatli happ’d. — 
W^ill you go on afox’e? — [d-f/t/e.] This is the 
night, 

That either makes me, or fordoes me quite. 

[Exennt. 

ScEiTE II. — A Bedchamber. 
Desdrmona in bed aeleep. A light burning. 

Enter Othello. 

« • 

0th. It i.s the cause, it is the tsause, my 
soul, — 

Ijet me not name it to you, you cha.ste stars ! — 
It is the cause.— -Yeti’ll not shed her blood; 
Nor scar that whiter skin of liei’s than snow, 
And smooth as monumental alabaster. 

Yet she mtist die, else she’ll betray more 
lumi. 


Put out the light, and then put out tlie lights 
If I quench thee, thou flaming minister, 

I can again thy former light I'estore, 
tShouhl I repent me ; but once put out thy 
light, 10 

Thou cunning’st pattern of excelling nature, 

I know not whei*e is that Promethean heat 
’riiat can thy light relume. When I have 
pluck’d thy rose, 

I cannot give it vital growth again, 

I I needs mu.st withei’. : — I ’ll smell it on the 

tret; — \KiiiHing her. > 

0 balmy breath, that dost almost pei‘8uad6 
Justice to break her sword ! — One more, one 

more. — 

Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill 
thee, o 

Aiid love thee aftei . — One more, and this the 
last : • 

So sweet was ne’er so fatal. I must weep, w 
lint ‘they are cruel tears : this sorrow ’s 
heavenly ; 

It stj’ikes wher(! it dotli love.-— She wakes. 

Des. Who ’s th<»re I Othello ? 

0th. Ay, Desdemona. 

Dee. Will you come to bed, my lonl ? 

0th. Have you pray’d to-night, De.sdemon? 

Dee. Ay, my lord. 

0th. If you bethink yourself of any cvim<‘. 
Unrecoiicil’d as yet to Heaven and grece. 
Solicit for it straight. 

Dej. Ala.s, my lord ! wluit may you mean 
by that ? , 

0th. Well, do it, and be brief; I willv:aik 
by : ."•<1 

1 would not kill thy unprepared .spirit ; 

No, — 1 1 (‘ii veil forfeud ! — I would not kill thy 
soul. 

Dee. Talk you of killing ? 

0th. Ay, i do. 

Dee. Then, Heaven 

Have in(*rcy on me I 

0th. Amen, with all my heart ! 

Des. If you say .so, I ho}ie you will not kill 
me. 

0th. Hum ! 

Dee. And yet I fear you ; for you are fatal 
then. 

When your eyes roll so. Why I should fear, 
1 know not, 

Since guiltiness I know not ; but yet, I feel 1 
feRr. 

0th. Think on thy sins. 

Dee. They are loves I bear to you. 

0th. Ay, and for that thou <lie.st. 41 

Des. That death ’s unnatural, that kills for 
loving. — 

Alas ! why gnaw you so your nether lip ? 
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Some bloody pasnion shakes your very fmuie : 

are i3ortents ^ but yet I hope, I hope, 
They do not point on me, ^ 

Peace, and be still ! 
Des. I will so. What 's the matter 1 
^ Oth^ That handkerchief, which 1 so lov’d 
and gave thee. 

Thou gav’st to Oassio. 

Des. No, by iny life and soul ! 

» Send for tlie man, and ask huu. 

0th. ' y^vreet soul, take heed, 

‘►Take heed of perjury : fhou art on thy death 
• * bed. ^ ‘ • M 

Dea. Ay, lJut not yet to die. 

Oth. Yes, Inesently : 

Therefore, oonfess thee freely of thy sin ; 

For to deny each article with oath * 

Cannot remove, nor choke, 'the strong concej)- 
• t»ion. 

That I do groan withal. Thou art to die. 

Des. Then Lord have mercy on me ! ‘ 

OiIk 1 say, A^uen. 

^Dea. And have von mercy too ! — J never 
did 

Olfeqjl you in iny lif(‘ ; never lov’d (.*assio, 

But with such general waia anty of Heaven 
As I might love : I never gave him token, fii 
0th, By Heaven, I saw iny handkerchief 
in ’s hand, 

0 perjur’d woman I thou <lost stone niy heart, 
And nmk’st me call what 1 intend to do,* 

A murder, wliich I thought a sacritice : • 

1 saM^ the liandkerohief. 

jQea. Ho found it then ; 

I never gave it him, — Send for him hither; 

Let Jnm confess a truth. 

0th, He luith confes.s’d. 

Des, What, my lord ? 

Oth^ That he liath us'd thee. 

Dea. How? unlawfully? ro 

0th, Ay. 

Des, He will not say so. 

^)th. No; his mouth is stopp’d: 

Honest lago hath ta’en order for ’t, 

Dea, O, my fear iuterpiets. — Wliat, is he 
(lead ? 

Oih, Had all liis hairs Ix^en lives, my great 
revenge 

Had stomaeli for them all. 

Des, Alas I he is betray’d, and I undone, 

Otli, Oat, strumpet ! Weep’st thou for 
liim to iny face ? • ! 

Dea, O I banish me, my ]oi*d, but kill me not. j 
Oih, Down, strum jiet ! 

Das, Kill me tomorrow ; let me live to-night. 
0th, Nay, if you strive, — 

Daa, But half an hour I 

out. Being done, there is no pause. 
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Dea, But while I say one prayer. ' 

Oih, It is too hite, [He smothers her, 

Emil, [ Within^ My lord, my lord ! what, 
ho ! my loi'd, my lord ! 

0th, What noise is this ! — Not dead i 
not yet quite dead ? 

1, that am cruel, am yet merciful ; 

1 would not liaVc thee linger in thy pain.- — 

So, so. m 

Emil, [Withhi.] What, ho! my lord, my 
lm*d ! 

^Oth. \^ho’s there? 

Emil, [ Within,^ O, good my lord ! I 
would speak a word with you. 

0th, Yes ; — ’t is Emilia : — by-aud-by. — 
She ’s dead. — 

’T is like slie comes to speak of Cassio’s death ; 

The noise was high, — Ha ! no more moving? 

Still as the grave. — Shall she come in ? 
Were ’t good ? — 

1 think she stii*s again : — no. — What s best 
to do ? 

If she come in, sluj ’ll sure speak to my wife : 

My wife! my wife ! what wife? — I have no 
wife : 

O, insupi)ortal:>le ! U heavy houi* ! uio 

Meiliinks it should be now a huge (eclipse 

Of sun and moon, and that the affrighted 
globe 

^Should yawn at alteration, 

Emil, I do beseech you, I may 

speak with you, 

O, good my lord ! 

Oth, I Juid forgot thee. O ! come in, 
Emilia.- 

Soft, — by-aiid-by ; — let me the curtains 
draw. — 

Where art thou ? What ’s tlu* matter with 
thee now? [Unlocks the door. 

Enter Emilia. 

Emil, O, my good loi’d ! yonder ’s foul 
murder done. 

Oth, What! now? no 

Emil, But now, my lord. 

Oth, It js th(i very error of the moon ; 

She comes more nearer earth than she was 
wont, 

And makes men mad. 

Emil, Cassi(\, my lord, has kill’d a young 
Venetian, 

email’d lioderigo. 

Oth. Rodi^rigo kill’d ! 

And Cassio kill’d ! 

Emil, No ; Cassio is not kill’d. 

Oih. Not Cassio kill’d ! Then murder *s 
out of tune, 

And sweet revenge grows harsh. 
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Des. O, falsely, falsely murder’d ! 

Emil. Alas ! what cry is that ? 

0th. That I what ? 121 

Emil. < )ut, and alas ! that was my lady’s 
voice, 

Help I help, ho! help! — O lady, speak again! 
Sweet Desdemona ! O, sweet mistress, speak ! 
Dm. A guiltless death I die. 

Emil. O, who hath done this deed? 

Dm. Nobotly ; 1 myself : farewell : 
Commend me to my kind lord. O, farewell ! 

Oth. Whv, how should she be murder’d '( 
Emil. Alas, who knows? 

0th. You hotxrd her say hei’self, it was not 1. 
Emil. She said so : t must nocd.s report 
the truth. isi 

0th. She 's like a liar gone to burning hell : 
’T was I that kill’d her. 

Emil. O I the more angel she, 

And you the blacker devil ! 

0th. She turn’d to folly, and she was a 
whore. « 

Emil. Thou dost belie her, and thou art a 
devil. , 

0th. She was false as water. 

Emil. Thou art lash as fire, to say 

That she was false : O ! she was heavcndy 
tnie. 

0th. (Jassio <lul tvip her ; ask thy husband' 
else. i:t» 

( ) ! I wei-c damn’d beneath all depth in hell, 
But that I did proc(*e<l upon just groumls 
To this extremity. Thy hu.sband knew it all. 
Emil. My husband ? 

0th. Thy husband. 

Emil. That she was false to wedlock ? 

Oth. Ay, with ( Wsio. Nay, had she been 
true, 

If Heaven would make me such another worltl 
Of one entire and peifcct chrysolite, 

I ’d not have sold her for it. 

Emil. My husband ? 

Oth. Av, ’t was he that told me first ; 

An honest man he is, anfl hates the slime 1 .'.! 
That sticks on filthy deeds. 

Emil. ' My husband ? 

Oth. What needs this iterance, woman 1 I 
say, thy husband. 

Emit. O misti-ess I villainy hath made 
mocks with love. — 

My husband .say, that she was false ? 

Oth. He, woman ; 

I say, thy husband ; dost understand tla' 
word ? 


She was too fond of her most filthy bargain. 
Wt. Ha! . . 

Emil.^ Do thy worst : • 

This deed of thine, is ho more worthy heaven, 
Than thou wast worthy her. 

Oth. Peace ! you were best.. 

Emil. Thou hast not .half fjhat power to dp 
me harm,^ 

As I have to l)e hurt O gull ! O dolt ! 

As ign<trant as dirt ! thou bast done a deed,- 
[ care not for thy .sword ; I ’ll make thee 
known, * 

Though I lost twenty lives. — Help! help, ho! 

helj} ! * 

The Moo'r has kill’d my mistress ! Murder ! 

, murder ! ' iro 

• t 

E7tter Moni>N(0, Gbatiano, and Taoo. 

f' 

Mon. What is the matter? — How ndw, 
gonei-al '? 

, El nil. O! are you come, lago? you liavo 
done well, 

That imux must lay their murders on yovr 
neck. 

(h’a. What is the matter? 

Emil. Diisprove this villain, if thou be’st a 
man : 

He says, thou told’st him that his wife wtis 
fakse. 

T know, thou didst not, thou’rt not such a 
villain. 

Speak, for niy heart is full. 

Ja<fo. I told him what I thought; and told 
no more «> 

Than what he found himself was apt and true. 

Emil. But did you ever tell him, she was 
false ? i«i 

layo. 1 did. 

Emil. You told a lie ; an odious, daixuied 
lie ; 

Upon my soul, a lie ; a wicked lie. — 

81ie false with Cassio ! — Did you say with 
O:i.ssio ? 

lago. With Cassio, mistress. Go to, oliainn 
your tongue. 

Emil. I will not charm my tongue ; I am 
bound to speak. 

My mistress here lies murder’d in her bed. 

All. O heavens forfend ! 

Emil. And your j-eports have set the 
murder on. 19 " 

Oth. hfay, stare not, masters : it is true, 
indeed. 

Ora. ’T^is a strange truth. 

Mon. O monstrous act ! 

Villainy! villainy! villainy! 
upon % — I think, — I smell ’t : — O 


dy friend, thy husband, honest, honest lago. 

Emil. If he say so, may his pernicious soul ! I 
Rot half a gi-ain a day I he lies to the heart : i 
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I thought so then : — I ’ll kill myself for grief. — 

0 villainy, villainy !; 

lago. What ! are you mad % I cha^'ge you, 
get you home. 

Emil, Good gentlemen^ let me have leave 
to speak : • 

'%iH proper I obpy him, but not now. — 
Perchance, lago, I will ne’er go home. 200 
0th, O ! O I Q : on t/is bed, 

Emil. Nay, lay thfee* down,* and roar ; 

For thou hast kill’d the sweetest innocjent, 
That e’er did lift up eye. . 

^ (Sih, [liiaing,^ O ! she was foul. — 

I . scarce did know you, undo. There lies 
your niece, 

Whose breatii, indeed, these hands have^newly 
» stoi)p'd. 

1 know, this act shows hor?iHe and grim. 

Ora, Poor Desdenion ! 1 am glad thy 

father’s dead. 

Thy match was mortal to him, and pure grief^ 
Shore his old thread in twain : did he live 

This sight would make him do a desperate 
^turn, 210 

Yea, curse his bettei* angel from his side, 

And fall to roprohance. 

0th, ’T is pitiful ; hut yet lago knows, 

That she witli Cassio hath the act of shame 
A thousand times committed : Cassio confess’d 

And she did gratify his amorous works •* 

With that I’ccognisance and pledge of love 
Which I first gave her. I saw it in his hand ; 
It was a handkerchief, an antique token 
My father gave my mother. 220 

Emit, O Heaven ! O heavenly powers ! 
lago, * • Come, hold your peace. 

Emil, ’T will out, ’twill out: — I hold my 
peace, sir 1 no ; 

No, I will speak as liberal as the north : 

Let Heaven, and men, and devils, let them all, 
AH* all, cry shame against me, yet I *11 sj)euk. 
/ago. Be wise, and get you home, 

EmiL I will not. 

[Iago offers to stab his vnfe, 
Gra, Fie ! 

Your sword upon a woman ? 

Emil, O thou dull Moor! that handkerchief 
^ thou sjxiak’st of, 

I found by fortune, and did give my husband ; 
For often, with a solemn earnestness?, sso 

(More than, indt?ed, belong’d to such a trifle,) 
He begg’d of mo to steal it. ^ 

logo. Villainous whore ! 

Emil, She give it Cassio! no, alas ! I found 

. it, 

And r did give ’t my htisbaiid. 


lago. Filth, thou liest ! 

Emil, By Heaven, I do not \ I do not, 
gentlemen. — 

O murdei’ous coxcomb ! what should such a 
fool 

Do with so good a wife 1 

[Iago stabs Emilia, dten mins out, 

Oth, ' Are there no stones in heaven. 

But what serve for the tliiiuder ? — Precious 
villain ! 

Gra, The woman falls : sure, he hath kill’d 
his wife. ^ 

Emil. Ay, ay. O, lay me by my niistx’ess' 
side : 

Gra, He gone, but his wife ’s kill’d. 

Mo^i, ’T is a notorious villain. Take you 
this wea]>on. 

Which J have here i*eco\ er’d fi'om the Moor. 
Come, guard the door witliout : let him not 
|iass, 

But kill him rather. I’ll after that stuno 
villain, 

For’t is a damned ^slave. [Exit, 

Oth, I am not valiant neither, 

But every I>uny whipster gets my sword. 

But why should honour outlive honesty ? 

Let it go all. 

Emil, What did thy song bode, lady ? 
Hark, caiist thou hear me '? I will play the 
• swan, 250 

And die iu music. [Singing,^ Willou’fy toil- 

low, willow.— 

Moor, she was chaste * she lov’d tln^e, cruel . 
Moor : 

So come ni\' soul to bliss, as I .sjK^ak true ; 

So sjx^akiiig as I think, I clie, — I die. [Dies, 

Oth. I have another weapon in this cham- 
ber ; 

It is a swoitI of 8 pain, the ice-breok’s temper. 

0 I here it is. -Uncle, I. must come forth. 

Gra. If thou attempt it, it will cost thee 

dear : 

Thou liast no wcnipon, and |Ka’force must 
suffer. 

Oth. Ijook in upon me then, and speak 
Avith me, 200 

Or, naked as I am, I Avill assault thee. 

Gra. What is the matter ? 

Oth, Behohl ! I have a weapon; 

A better never tUd itself sustain 
Upon a soldier’s thigh : 1 liaA^e seen the day, 
That Avith this little arm, and this good swoi'd, 

1 liaA^o ma le my Avay through more impedi- 

ments 

Than twenty times your stop. — But, O vain 
boast ! 

Who can control his fate? ’t is not so now. - 
Be not afraid, though you do see me weapon ’d: 
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Hei’c is my journey’s entl, here is my butt, 
And very sesi-mark of my utmost sail. sn 
Do yon go back dismay’d ? ’t i.s a lost fear ; 
Man but a rush again.st Othello’s bi'east, 

And h<} retires. — \Vh<ire should Othello 
go?— 

Now, how dost thou look now 1 O ill-8tsuT’<l 
wench ! ‘ ' 

Pale as thy smock ! when we shall meet at 
colli) )t, 

This look of thine Avill hurl my soul from 
heaven, • , 

Ami fiends will snatch at it. Cold, cohl, my 
girl : 

Even like thy chastity. 

O, cursed, cursed slave ! — Whip me, ye devils, 
From the })ossessiou of this heavenly sight ! 
Blow me about in winds! roast me in sul)>hur I 
Wasli me in steep-down gulfs of liipiiil fire ! 

O Desdenion I d<;wl, Desdemou ! d<‘ad ! O! 

Eutt’.r Lonovi(\», Montano, Cassio, an-ried in 
a c/ii'ii', and Ojficem, n'ith Ia(;o, prifto'nur. 

t 

Lod. Where is this rash and most un- 
fortunate nuiii ? 

0th. That’s he that was Othello ; — here I 
am. 

Lod. Where is that vii>er1 bring the 
villain forth. 

0th: 1 look <lowu towards hi.s feet ; — but* 
that ’s a fable : * 

If that thou be’st a devil, I cannot kill thee. 

[ ireV,////*’ IaGO. 

Lod. Wrench his sword from him. 

7a</o. 1 blee<l, sir; but not kill’d, i 

0th. I am not sorry neither : I ’d Jiavo thee i 
live ; i’!(i ! 

For, in my sen.se, ’t is hapjiiness to die. | 

Lod. O thou Othello ! that wert once so i 
good, I 

Fall'a in the practice of a damned slave, I 

What shall be said to thee ? j 

Ofh. Why, anything ; 

An holionrable murderer, if you will ; 

For nought did I in hate, but all in honour. 
Lod. This wretch hath part confe.ssed his 
villainy: 

Did you and he consent in Ca.s.sio’s death ? 

Ofh. Ay. a« 

C(is. Dear general, I mwer.gave you cause, j 

0th. 1 do believe it, and I ask you pardon. 
Will you, 1 pray, dernaud that demi-<lovil, 
Why he liath thus ensnar’d my soul and 
body ? 

higo. Demand me nothing : what you 

know, you know : j 

From this time forth I never will sjieak word. ] 
Lod. What ! not to pray 'i I 


Gra. Torments will ojie your lipjt 

0th, Well, thou dost best. • .? i 

Lod. Sir, you shall understand what hath' 
befall’n. 

Which, as I think, you know not. Here is a 
letter, . »io 

Found in the pocket of the slain Roderigo ; 
And heiTi another : the one of them imports 
The death of Cassio to be undertook 
By Roderigo. ' • . ( 

.0 villain ! , ■ 

Cm. •• Most bcaihenish, and most gross I 
Lod. Now, here ’s another discontehtid 
paper, . , ‘ 

Found in Ins pocket too ; and this, it seems, 
Roderigo meant to have .sent this damneil 
villain 

But that, belike, lago in the interim . 

Came in and satisfied him, 

0th. (.) thou j)ernicious caitifl* — 

^1 low came you, Ca.s.sio, by tluit handkerchief. 
That was my wife’s ? ' 

Cos. 1 found it in my chamber: 

And he him.self confess’d, but oven noWj 
That theu'e he flropp’d it, for a special i>u)fpose. 
Which wi'ought to liis desire. * 

0th. U fool ! fool ! fool ! 

Can. There is, besides, in Roderigo’s letter. 
How he upbraids lago, that he nuwle him 
Brave me upon the watch ; wlntreon it came 
I Tliaf I was cast : and even but now he spake, 
After long seeming ilcad, — lago hurt him, *»> 
lago set liim on. 

Lod. You must forsake, this room, an<J go 
with us : 

Your)K)wer and your command is taken off, 
And Cassio rules in Cyj)rus. For this slave, — 

If there be any cunning cruelty, • 

That can torment him much, and hold him 
long, 

It shall l)e his. Yon .shall close jirisoner 
rest, 

Till that tlm nature of your fault be knowii 
To the Venetian state, — (.!ome, bring him 
away. 

0th. Soft you ; a word or two, before you 
go. »!'• 

I have done the state some .service, and they 
know 

No more of that.— I pray you, in your letters. 
When you .shall these unlucky deeds relate, 
B)K*ak of 'ine as I am ; nothing extenuate, 

Nor set down aught in malice ; then must 
you B|ieak 

Of one that lov’d not wisely, but too well ; 

Of one not easily jealous, but, being wrought, 
Perjdex’d in thoexti’cme; of one, whose hand. 
Like the Tiifliji.n-' tlirAvv* fL npjtrl >i\Vav. 
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Richer than all his tril)e ; of one, whose sub- 
du’d e 5 'e 8 , 

Albeit unused to the melting mood, • asi 
Drojw tears as fast as the Arabian trees 
Their medicinable gum. ' Set you down 
this ; * * 

.Mid say, besides; that in Aleppo once, 

Where a malignant and a turban’d Turk 
, Beat a Venetian; and ttud^cM the .state, 

I took by the throat the circumcised dog, 

And smote him — thus. .* [AS'to6s 'himadf, 
*Lvd. O bloody period !’ 

Ora. • All th ’s spoke is marr’d. 
''Otft. I kiss'd thee, ere I kill’d thee; — no 
way but this, 

[Falling upon Desdbmona. 
Kifting myself to die upon a kiss. ’ {Dies. 


Cos, This did I fear, but thought he had 
no weapon ; aft 

For he was great of heart 
Lod. \To Iago.J . 0 Spartan dog I 

More fell than anguish, hunger, or the sea ! 
Look on the tragic loading of this bed ; 

This is thy wor^ ; the object poisons sight j 
Let it lie hid.’ — Gratiano, keep the house. 
And seize upon the fortunes .of the Moor, 

For they succeed on you. — To you, lord 
governor, 

Romains the censHre of this hellish villain ; 
The time, the |ilace, the torture : — 0, enforce 
it ! wt 

Myself will straight aboard, and to the state 
This heavy act with heavy heart relate. 

{Escmni, 



A -LOVER’S COMPLAINT. 


P'rom off a hill whose concave womb re- 
wowled ‘ #*> • 

A plaintfiil story from a sistering vale, 

My spirits to* attend this double voice ac- 
corded, 

And down 1 laid to list the sad-tun’d tale ; 
Ere long espied a fickle maid full palo, 

Tearing of pai)ers, bi’eaking rings a-twain, 
Storming her world with soitow’s wind and 
rain. 

Upon her head a platted hive of straw, 

Which fortified her visage* from the sun. 
Whereon the thought might think sometime 
it sa,w V !<• 

The carcass of a‘ beauty sjient and done : 

Time had not scythed all that youth begun, 
Nor youth all quit; but, spite of Heaven’s 
fell rage, ^ I 

Some bejiuty peep’d through lattice of sear’d ! 
age. 

Oft did she heave lun* napkin to her eyno, 
Which on it had conceited characters, 
Laundering the silken figures in the brine 
Tiiat sea.son’d woe had pelleted in tears, 

And often reading what content it bears ; 

As often shrieking undistinguish’d woe 
In clamoui'S of all size, both high and low. 

Sometimes her levell’d eyes their carriage 
ride, 

As they did battery to the sphere.s intend ; 
Sometime, diverted, their poor balls are tied 
To the orbed earth ; sometimes they do ex- 
tend 

Their view right on ; anon their gazes lend 
To every phice at once, and nowhere fix’d, 

The mind and sight distractedly commix’d. 

Her hair, nor loose, nor tied in formal plat, 
Proclaim’d in her a careless hand of pride ; s*' 
For some, untuck’d, descended her sheav’d 
hat, 

Hanging her pale and pined cheek beside ; 
Some in her threaden fillet still bid bide. 

And, true to bondage, would not break from 
thence, 

Though slackly braided in loose negligence. 


A thousand favours from a maund she drew ^ 
Of amber, crystal, and of beaded jet, i „ 
Which one by one she in a river threw. 

Upon whose weeping margent' she was set ; 
Like usury, applying wet to wet, w 

Or monarchs’ hands, that let not "bounty foU 
Where want cries some, but where excess 
begs all. 

Of folded schedules had she many a one, 
tWliich she perus’d, sigh’d, tore, and gave the 
flood ; , 

Crack’d many a ring of posied gold ancyx'^e. 
Bidding them find their scpulclires in mud ; 
Found yet more letters saclly penn’d iiv^ood, 
With sleide<l silk feat and affectedly 
Enswath’d, and seal’d to curious secrecy. 

These often bath’d she in her fluxive eyes, so 
Anil often kiss’d, and often ’gaii to tear ; 
Cried, “ 0 fiilso blood, thou register of lies. 
What unapproved witne.ss dost thou bear ! 
Ink would have seem’d more block and 
damned here.” 

TIms sjiid, III top of i~.ige the lines she rents, 
Big discontent so breaking their contents. 

A reverend man that graz’d his rattle nigh, — 
Soiru!time a blusterer, that the rulfle knew 
Of couit, of city, and had let go by 
The swiftest hours, observed as they flew, — 
Towawls this afflicted fancy fastly drew ; ,, «i 
And, privileged by age, desires to know 
In brief the grounds and raotive.s of her woe. 

So slides he down upon his grained bat, 

And comely-distjint sits he by her side ; 

When he again desires her, being .sat, 

Her grievance with bis hearing to divide : 

If that from him there may bo aught a|>{)lied, 
Which m^iy her sufTeriug castacy assuage, 

'T is promis’d in the charity of age. r<^ 

•“Father,”, she says, “though in me you be- 
hold 

The injury of many a blasting hour. 

Let it not tell your judgment I am old;.. 

•Not age, but sori’ow, over me hath power 
I might as yet have been a spreading flower, 
ro . 



A LOVEt’^ 

JPresh to myself, if. I had self-applied 

Love to myself, and to no love besicie. 

* 

Bnt woe is me ! too early I attended 
A ymitliful suit,. — it was to gain my grace, — 
pf one by natniys outwards so commended, w 
That maidens’ eyes stuck over all lus face. 
Love lack’d a dwelling, (ind made him her 
place; ’ ‘ ‘ 

And when in his fair parts she did al>ide,' 

* She was new lodg’d, ancl newly deified. 

“ His browAy locks aid hang in crooked 
curls, 

And eveiy .light occasion of the wind 
tJj)on his lips their silken parcels hurls. 

What ’s sweet to do, to dc* will aptly find : 
Each eye that saw him did enchant the 
mind ; ^ 

For on his viwige was in little drawn, ’ w 
What* largeness thinks in Paradise was sawn. 

‘‘'<fi»r^all show of man was yet upon his chin : 
His phamix down b^^gan but to ajjpear. 

LikS unshorn velvet, on that termless skin, 
Whose bare out-bragg’d the w'eb it seem’d to 
wear ; 

Yet show’d his visage by that cost most «lear, 
And nice affections wavei'ing stood in doubt 
If best were as it was, or best without. » 

“Hi,s qualities were beauteous as his f<Ii*m, 
For maiden-tongu’d he was, and thereof fre<‘; 
Yet, if men mov’d him, was he sucJi a .storm 
As oft ’twixt May an<l Ajiril is to see, 

When winds breathe sweet, unruly though 
tlitjy be. 

His rudeness so, with his autlioi'is’d youtli, 
Did livery falseiK'ss in a pride of truth. 

“Well could he ride, and often men would 

* That horse hi.s mettle from his rider takes : 
Proud of subjection, noble by the sway. 

What I'ounds, what bounds, what cour.se, 
what stop ho makes I ’ 

And controversy hence a question takes, no 
Whether the hoi-se by him bec’ame his ileed. 
Or he his manage by the well-doing steed. 

“ But quickly on this sitle the verditrt went ; 
His real habitude gave life and giace 
To appertainings and to ox*namcut. 
Accomplish’d in himself, not in hj^s (?iise : » 

All aids, themselves made fairer by their 
place, 

Came for ad<liiions, yet their purpos’d trim 
Piec’d not his grace, ’but were all grac’d by 
him. 


COMPLAINT. 

“ So on the tip of his subdtting tongue lao 
All kind of arguments and qu^tion deep, 

All replication proAipt, and reason strong, 

For his advantage still did wake and sleep ; 
To make the weeper laugh, the laugher 
weep, . 

He had the ‘dialect and diff‘ert)nt skill, 
Catt^hing all passions in his.craft of will ; ■ 

“ That he did in the general bosom reign 
Of young, of old,'^and s&xes both enchanted, 
To dwell with him in thoughts, or to remain , 
In pereonal duty, following ivhere he 
haxnited : iso 

Consents bewitch’d, ere? ' he de£[ir£, have 
granted, 

And dialogu’d for him what he would sjiy, 
Ask’d their own wills, smd made their wills 
I obey. 

' “ Many there were that did his picture get, 
To serve their eyas, and in it put their iuin<I; 
Like fools that in the imagination set 
The goodly objects which»abroad they find 
(.)f lands and tnnusion.s, theirs in fhotight 
I assign’d 

Ancl labouring in moe pleasures to bestow 
them. 

Than the true gouty landlord which doth owe 
them. 

“ So 7nany have, that never touch ’(I his hand,' 
Sweetly suppos’tl tlunn mistress of hi.s heart. 
M>' woful .self, that did in freesdom stand, 
Ami was my own ft'c-simple (rmt in part), 
Wimt with his art in youth, and youth in 
cut, 

Threw luy affections in his charmed power, 
llcserv’d the stiilk, and gave him all my 
flower. 

“ Yet did I not, as some my equals did. 
Demand of liijxi, nor, being desired, yielded ; 
Finding myself in honour .so forbid, is 

With .saftiet distancie I mine honour shielded 
Exptnieuce for me many bulwarks builded 
Of proofs new-blc!ediug, which remain’d the 
foil ' 

Of this false jewel*, and his amorous spoil. 

“ But, ah ! wlio ever shunn’d by precedent 
The destin’d ill she must herself assay ( 

()r forc’d examples, ’gainst her own content, ■ 
To put the by-pass’d perils in her way ? 
Counsel may stop awhile what will not stay ; 
For when we rage, advice is often seen xeo 
By blunting us to make pur wits more 
keen. 
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“ Nor gives it satisfaction to onr blood, 

Tliat yre must curb it upon other’s proof j 
To be forbod the sweets tlmt seem so good, 
For fear of harms that preach in our behoof. 
0 api^etite, from judgment stand aloof! 

The one a palate hath that needs will taste, 

, Though Reason weep, and cry, ‘ It is thy 
last.’ ■ . ' 

“ For further I could say, ‘ This man ’a un- 
true,’ * iT* < 

And knew the patterns of his foul beguiling ; 
Heanl where his plants in others’ orchards 
grew, in 

Saw Jiow deceits were gilded in his smiling ; 
Knew vows were ever brokers to defiling; 
Thought characters, and Avord.s, merely but 
* art. 

And ba.star(ls of his foul adulterate heart. 

“ And long upon these terms I held my city, 
Till thus ho ’gan l)esiege inO': ‘(lentle maid, 
Have of my suffering youth some feeling 

pity, 

And l>e not of my holy vows afraid ; 

’fhat ’.s to ye sworn, to none wius ever said ; 
For feasts of love J have been call’d unto, m 
Till now did ne’er invite, nor never wot). 

‘ All my oflbnces that abroa<l you see. 

Are erroi’s of the blood, none of the mind ; 
Love made them not : * witli acture they may 
he, 

Where neither party is nor true nor kind : 
They .s6ught their shame that so their shame 
tlid find, 

And so much less of shame in me remains. 

By how much of mo their reproach contains. 

‘ Among the many that mine eyes have 
seen, iw 

N^ot one whose flame my heart .so much :is 
wanu’d. 

Or my affection put to the smallest teen, 

Or any of my leisures ever charm ’<1 : 

Harm have I done to them, hut ne’er was 
harm’ll ; 

Kept hi'arts in liveries, hut mine own was 
free, ' * 

And reign’d, commanding in his monarchy. 

“ ‘ Look here, what tributes wounded fancies 
sent me, * 

'Of paled pearls, and rubies red as blooil ; 
Figuring that they their passions likewise 
lent mo 

Of grief and blushes, aptly understood »» 
In bloodless wliite and the encrimson’dmood; 


I Effects of terror and dear modesty, 

Encamp’d, in hearts, but fighting outwardly. 

“ ‘ And, lo ! behold these talents of thir 
hair, 

With twisted metal amorously impleach’d, 

I have receiv’d from many a several fair 
(Their kind acceptance weopingly beseech’d), 
With th’e annexions’ of fair gems enrich’d. 

And deep-brain’d somiets, that did amplify 
Each stone’fe dear nature, worth, and quality. • 

“ ‘ The diamond, why, ’t was beautiful and. 

hal’d, *u 

Whereto his invis’d properties did* tend; 

The deep-green emerald, in whose fre.sh regard 
Weak sights thei'r Sickly radiance do amend ; 
The hoaven-hued sapphire, and the opAl 
blend 

With objects manifold : each several stone, 
With wit well blazon’d, smil’d, or modj some 

“ ‘ TjO ! all these tropliies of affections hojf. 

Of pensiv’d and subdued desires the tender, 
Nature liath charg’d me tliat I hoard them 
not, *» 

Hut yield thorn up where I myself must 
rcniler ; 

'That is, to you, my origin and ender : 

For these, of foi’ce, must your oblations be, 
Since I their altar, you enpatron mo. 

“ ‘ 0 ! then advance of yours that phraseless 
hand, 

Whose wliite weighs down the airy scale of 
praise ; 

Take all these similes to your own coumiainl. 
Hallow’d with sighs that burning lungs did 
raise ; 

Wliat me, your minister, for you olieys, 

Works under you ; and to your audit com^s 
Their distract parcels in combined sums, rai 

“ ‘ Lo ! tliis device w.as sent me from a nun. 

Dr sister sanctified, of holiest note ; 

Which late her noble suit in court did shun, 
Wlio.se rarest havings ma<le the blo.ssoms 
dote : , 

For she w|is souglit by spii'its of richest coat. 
But kept cold distance, and did thence I’e- 
move, 

/To spend hpr living in eternal love. 

‘ But 0, my sweet I what labour is ’t to 
leave 

The thing we have not, mastering what not 
strives 1 s« 
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^ling the place which did no ^prm receive ; 
Playing patient sports in unc^n^^raiued 
gyves ? . . 

She that her fame so to herself contrives, 

The scars of battle scajix^th by the flight, 

Afiid makes heiv absence valiant, not her 
might. 

• , • ^ * 

“ * O, pardon me, in that niy boast is true ! 
The accident which' brouglit me to her eye,* 
Cpoi^, the moment did her foxue subdue, 

And now she jvould the cf 'ed cloister fly ; 
Religious love put out religion’s eye : «» 

Not to be tempted, would she be iiuului’’d, 
And now, to* tempt all, liberty procur’d. 

O 

*“JIoW mighty then you iii'e, O, hear me 
: tell ! 

The broken bosoms that to me belong 
Have emptied all their fourittiin.s in my 
well, 

' I 

A*v^ mine I pour your ocean :ill among : 

I strong o’er them, and you o’er me being 
> strong. 

Must for your victory us all congest, 

As compound love to physic your cold breast. 

‘‘ ‘ My parts hatl power to charm a sacred 
nun, 260 

Who, disciplin’d, ay, dieto<l in grace, 

Believ’d her cye.s, when they to asaail begun. 
All vows and consoci'ations giving place. 

0 mo.st potential love ! vow, bond, nor 
spacfs 

In thee hath neither .sting, knot, nor confine. 
For thou art all, and all things else are 
thine.' 

“ ‘When thou impre.ssest, wluit are precepts 
woi*th 

Of stale example '? Wh<*n thou wilt inflame, 
How coldl}' those impediments .stand forth 
Of w’ealth, of filial fear, law, kindred, 
fame ! 270 

Love’s arms are peac<‘, ’gainst rule, ’gainst 
sense, ’gainst shame ; 

And sweetens, in the sufibring pangs it 
bears, 

The alpes of all forces, shocks, and fears. 

‘“Now, all these hearts that «lo on mine 
depend, 

Feeling it break, with bleeding gi'pans they 
pine, 

And supplicant their .sighs to you extend. 

To leave the battery tlvat you make ’gainst 
mine, 

Lending soft audience to my sweet design, 


And credent soul to that, strong-bonded 
oath, > 

That shad and undertake" my troth.’ aw 

“ This said, his watery eyes he did dismount, 
Whose sights till then were lovell’d on my 
face ; 

Each cheek a river running from a fount * 
With brinish current downward flow’d apace. 
O, how the channel to the stream gave 
. grace ! 

Who glaz’d with crystal gate the glowing 
roses 

That flame through water which their hue 
encloses. ** 

•.V 

“ O father, what a hell of witchcraft lies 
In the small orb of one particular j,tear ! 

But with the inundation of the e3'^es 29# 

What rocky heart to Vater will not wear 1 
What breast so cold, that is not waiTned 
hero 1 

O cleft effect ! cold modesty, hot wrath, 

Both fire from hence and chill oxtincture 
hath I 

“ For, lo ! his passion, but an art of emft. 
Even there resolv’d my rcatjon into tears ; 
There my white stole of chastity T dafFd ; 
‘Shook oft' my sober guards, and civil fears ; 
Aj)pear to him, as he to me appeal's, 

All melting ; though our drops this difference 
boi'c, ■■ aou 

His poison'd me, and mine did him restore. 

“ In him a plenitude of subtle matter, 

Applied to cautehs, all strange forms receives. 
Of burniiig blushes, or of weeping water, 

Or swouiiding paleness ; and he takes and 
leaves. 

In cither’s aptness, as it best deceives 
To blush at speeches rank, to weep at woes, 
Or to turn white, and swound at tragic 
shows : 

“ That not a heart which in bis level came 
Could scape the hail of lus all-hurting aim, sio 
Showing fair nature is both kind and tame ; 
And, veil’d in them’, <lid win whom he would 
maim : 

Against the thing he sought he would 
exclaim ; 

W.Jjpn he most biirn’d in hea-rt-wished luxury, 
Ho preach’d pure maid, and prais’d cold 
chastity. 

“ Thus merely with the garment of a Grace 
The naked and concealed fiend he cover’d ; 
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That the imexperient gave the t^pter j 
plac<j, ... 

"yVliich, like a cherubin, §.bove tjienrhoyer’d. 
Who, youiig and simple, woulrf jaot be so 
Ibver’d ? * # . a» 

Ah me ! I fell ; and yet do igjxiestion make^ 
What I should do again for |uch a sake. 


“ O, that infe<^d mhisttire of his eye ! . • ’ 

O, that«fQ^e hre, which in his cheek so glowfd f ' 
O, thaj; forc’d thunder, from his heart did fly 1. 
O, that sad breath his .spungy lungs bestow’^u v''. 
O, all that boiix)w*<l motion, seeming ow’d, 
Would yet a^in betray the,fore-l)etray’d, ♦ 
And new i)erVei*t a reconciled maid ! ” 
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Tip and Down the Garden. 
AU Sorts of Adventures, 
Our Holiday Hours, 
liittle Mothers and their 
Children, 

Our Sohoolday Hours. 
Creatures Tama 
Our Pretty Peta 
Creatures Wild. 


Caasell'e New Geoyraphicyl Readers, with Numcruu*^ 

illustrations in each Book. From gd. to i**. 9a. each. 

TMuyiTNewlend Old 1 or. Stories from XmgUi^ His* 
tory. By H. O. Aniold'Horster, M.P. Fully llmstraiffd. birongo, 
bound in C. loth. Standards 1 . and II., each. Standard HI., xx. 
Stantlard IV., is. 3d. Standards V. and VI . ts. fid. each. Standard 
VII., IS. 8d. 


TKB WOHED'S WOHXBH8. 

New and Original Volumes by Popular Authors. With Portraits. 

{See also 3s. ) 

. Thomas A. Edison A* Samuel 
j F. B. Morse. By Ur, Denslow 
and J. Mitr&h Parker. [Moore. 
; Sir Titus Balt and George 
I George and Hobert fiteptien<* 
son. 


John Cassell. 

Hiohard Cobden. 

Cuarles Haddon 8purgeon< 


General Gordon. 

Sir Henry Havelook and 
Colin Campbell, Lord 
CUydo. 

David Idvingstone. 


Charles Dickens. 
Handel. 

Turner the Artist. 


The Bari of Shaftesbury. 

Dr. Guthrie, Father Mathew, 
Elihu Burritt, Joseph 


Hoed. 


iler and Andrew 


**• The above works can also be had Three tn One k'oLt clothe 
gilt edg-es, .i-v. 

SKXXJbINO yTORT BOOBB. Ail lUubtratod, cloth gilt. 


Little Talks 
Bright Stars. 
Nursery Joys. 
Pet’s PoB.y. 
Tmy Tales. 


Little Chimes. 
Daisy’s Story Book. 
Dot’s Story Book. 

A Nest of Stories. 
Good-Night Stories. 


Chats for Small Ohatterem. 


Auntie's Stories. 
Birdie's Story 
,Book. 

A Sheaf of Tales. 
Dewdrop Stories. 


OksesU^s <'Rlyli Scbeol** HsAdsfs. 

strongly bound. Six bookii at yd. to >a. 3d!; 


Uluttrated and 


8d. 

9d. 


1 /- 


Abraham Linooln, 

Benjanuu Franklin. 

Dr. Arnold of Hu gby. 

Sarah Hoblnsoxu Agnes 
' Weston, dr Mrs. Meremtb. 
Mary Carpenter and Mrs . 
Somerville. 


Surly Bob. 

The Giant’s Cradle. 

Shag and Doll,and other Stories. 
Among the Hedskina. 

The Feifkyman of Brill. 
Harry Maxwell, 

The Cost of Bevenge. 

Clever Frank. 


Bunty and cho Boys. 

The Heir ot Him dale. 

Tnorus and ‘X'angles. 

The Cuckoo in the Hobin’s 
Nest. 

J oh A’s Mistake. 

The History of Five Little 
Pitchers who had very 
Large Bars. 

BDDGATIONAl.. 

" Work" Kfltndbooke* a Senub of liZustratcd Practical Manuals 
prepared under rite atrectior: 0/ Paul N. Hostijck, Editor, t>f 
'* li’orkP Ea«.h. 

Decorative Uesigns of all Kow to Write Signs, Tlokets* . 

Ages and for all Purposes. and Posters. 170 lUustratiotis. 

Wood Finis hingj Coinpriil-' 
House Dceoi'htion; Com- lug Staining, varnishing, 

prising WlUtewashing. Polishing, etc WUff Numer. 

PapernanglDg, Painting, ous Engravio|{S and Diagrams. . 
oto. 79 lilustracions. Dynamos and Sleotmo Mo« 

^rB,How to Makoand Aun 

Boot-Making and Mending: Theim 149 Illustrations* 

Inoludihg Hepoiring, Last- Cycle Building and HeOair*- 
Ing, and Fihismng. 1791110^ Ing. VVith numerous Bngtax- 

truilous. ings and Diagrams. 

Other Eol times tn Preparadion. 

Hand and Bye Training Oardn^kor Class Hsa. By 

ticorgo kicks. In 5 Sets. Each. 

laatln Frimor. Tno First. By Prof. Postgate, M.A. 
Howard's AM of Heekonina. a/ as. and^xs.) 

OasBoU's ••Modom Scbool'^ Tost Okrds* Eleven iictx of 
4'i Cards In Ciu-e. Each. 

Cassell's ••Combination" Tost Cards, su of 3ci 

Cards with Answers, in Packet. Each. 

Flowers^ Studios In. in Thirteen Fackets, each routainlng Six 
Flowers. Earh Packet. ^ ' 

Buoltdf CassoH'S* First Six Books, with the nth and X2tlt of Euclid. 

Oassoli's Ktstorloal Hoadtrs. « p , 

. Tho History of kngland tor Elementary Sohools. For 
UPPHR STANDAROS. 

Part XI, From srileabeth to Modem Tlme«. m. 

Gorman Hoadlas« Firm l^oiMions^ln. By A. lakst. 
Folvtocbnio Tocnalcal Bealos. 10 m cloth case. 

MtSCBUANBOVS. 

D.tatr i>»rtio».nr of. By Pbyiu, 

ttmwiUMni MMiemoiHN. lt.*rla«A»»Uue.r. 

«b« CbW EvebU ,./ 


CassM 4? . Lmigatt Paris^ Netif Vork and AftiihtHmg. 





l/- 

nl'd. 


Cassell ^ Compands Classified Price List. 


Ul» Aavuratie* 

(milsotHclatht a*}. 6d.» 


By WilUam SchaoUniTi K.R-S. 


Miniature eirelo»a9dla, Cu«all’«« Containinj^ao.ooo Subjects. 
CJorii. Lheajp /(eft/tan, limp clmh. {el Isa itothg^lt^ xs. 6'i,) 

fw Cotomoa Allir <iie/ «• By a Fellow of the Rbyal 
Collcjfe of Fby&riclanj; alid Fhyllis lit. wne. Cheap UdiiiaHt limp 
'cloth. i^lsaaeoA.tii.) f ^ 

Vesatarlan Coolcenr. ByA. C. Paj oe. Cheap BdiHatu 
A Cookery. By Phyllls Bruwm# Cheap JsditioH^\\n\)^ 
MTotaMo Bhlpwreck*. Cheap itdUion. Kevibed amt Enlarged, 
l-rtnp cloth. 

OMoeU'S ApprovoB Metric Charts. Two Coloured Sheets, 
^in. by 3/fm., illubtrAting by Design, and £xplan.it{om the Metric 
oysteni. Each. (A/sa raoHuted with rollers. 3s. ench ; or the two 
OH one sheet ivith rollers, ^%.) • • 

9 owernor> Oulde to Windsor CasUe. By tlic Most 
Noble the Atarqutr. ctl Eurne, K.T, Proiusely Illustrated. Linip cloth. 
{AUo \n cloth ocardStHttp edjiies, us.) 

S 4 f. .f. 

Control of the biquor TraAe. By Dr. F.. R. L. 

t^uUi With ,m Introduction by the Rt. Hon. J. Chamberlain. M P. 

CasjNiU's Oulde to Ssaployliient Sadhe ClvU Servlcef 

herrisf.Tt /idtiioH. Paper. K,Atso in doth, xs. <kI.) 

*®?J!j^*** BMneri Belns Narratives of Noble 
hJ*d Nirave Oeeds. By K j. Cross, iiiusti.itni. 
and hnlargtd Biition. Cloth limp. [.Also in cloth £dt,sdt 
ea^es, as.) 


Good Mornlua t Good Ntcht I Morninj 
for Children, By F. J. Cross. lUustratetL 


hoards, as,j 

OotonUt'a. MMtMS 

M,K.C.S. 


g and Jiveutng Re.'idings 


imp cloUi. [Also I loth 

Nandbookr The. By H. A. B.arton, 

^djtters ^ ^*Vettt»'^ on the Administration of 
the War Offlee. 

Au Address la School Kyslene. By Clement J^ukes. M.i>. 

Beajrlns*ltelnsy and Horses and Harness. 

By E. F, 1 - lower. 

The Old Fairy Tales, with illustrations. Cloth. 

XAWlhl ,^dlMk I er« How Shall 1 Make Sure of a 
^ Marrlaige 7 By Two Barristers. 

Women on the Care of their Health. 

By Moremee ytacpoole. ( Also \h doth. is. 6tl. > 

Our Sick and Row to Take Care of Themt Plain 
Teaching on Sick Nursing at Home, iiy Florence btm poole. {Also 
•« doth, rs, 6d. } 

Our Home Army. By H. <>. AfttoM Forster, M.P. 

The HwetllnSS of the Foor. Report of tlic Mansion House 
Council, 189ft. illustrated. 

The Susar Convention. By the Rt. Ilon. I.ord Farrer. 

Fraetlcal Kennel Guide. By Dr, Cordon Stables. 

Cookery, CasseU's ShlUiny. 

Chotod Wshes at Small Cost. Ry a. g. p.iyne. 

Colonies Sind !bldiaf our. By Prof. Kansome. M.A. Oxon. 
fitlauette of Good Society, hew hditioH. hdited and Re- 
vised by J.ady Colin Campbell. k^Uso tn tluth, is. 6d. j 

Fhotosraphy for Amateurs. By T. c. iiepwoi 

(Also in cloth, js, 6d.J 

The Vleto^ Fatntins Book for UtUe Folks. With 
about 300 Illustrations, buuablo for Colmiring. 

The New FOUCS^' |>aintlnir Book. Con- 

taining nearly 350 Outline lUustratioi.s suitable for cTilouriug. 

CAS 8 BU.*S SCTNSKXNB SBRXB 8 . 

(List oppltcaiioft.) F.ach. 

The Sal^t Works pf Oeorg^ Combe. Issued by Authority 
of the Combe i rusteos. Popular Hdition. Each, Net, 

Tbo Con^Uution pf Han. | Soleiteo and Holigion. 

Inorax Phlltfsophy, I DiHousaious on Ji;ducatioil. 

American Kotos. 

XUlfSTRATBB OFFXCIAX. KAXX.WAY GVXBES. 

In Paper. (Also tn <,lotk, \s, ' td.) 

London and North Wostorn (AVw /itfrVzVr/).— Great Woatern.— 
Hidland (AVw i 5 <frrte^i).~Great Northern.— Groat JSaatern. — 
London and South Woatom.— London, Brighton and 
South Coast (AVw AVr/re//). —South JBaatern (Arw Jldition). 


The Little Hnkuenot* Sy Max Pemberton. New JET iiUoH, 
Won at the Last Hole. A Golfing Koriiance. By M. A 
Stobart, llliistratecL ^ . 

lAssons in Our Xmws f or. Talks at Broadaere Fastu. 

By H. F. Lester, RA. Illustrated. In Two Paris. Each. 

Object X.e 8 SOns firom Nature, for tke Use of Schools. By Pr<^« 
E. C. Miall. Illustrated. New and enlarged Edition. Two Vota. P.acQ. 

Cassell's Ndw Poetry Xteaders. Illustrated. 19 Books is 

0 »ft Vol., cloth. (SeealeoxtU 

Guide to Bmployment for Boys on leavittk SchooL 

By W. S. Beard, prR.C.S. 

Carpentry Workshop Practice, Forty Lessons In. 
Bnulneerlnk Workshop Praetloe. Forty Lessons in. 
Blementary Chemistry for* Science Schools and 

Tx^^tSTof Life, The. Words of Counsel and Com- 

fort for the Aaed. By John EUcrt<ui. M.A. 

- - “^:y-Kl,y Lite. By H. o, Amold-Forstcr. M.P. 

" H.,aArnold-Fo 


of Every- 

Oitlsea Reader. 


By J 


S<vtftsh Hd^on, doth, is- 6 d.)*, 

Round the E: ~ 


Arnold-f ofster, M.P. Cluth. \ Also 1 
With a Preface by i^ho 


imjpdre. By G,' K. Parlclii, 

Earl orKoscdiery. K.t;. l ully lllu-itrated. 

Miffher Class ResAers, Casjieirs. Illustrated Cloth. Each. 
The MakJns: of. the Home. *By Mrs. S. a. Harnett. 
Temperance Rbader, The. By J. Pcimi.s Iluit. , 

Little Folks' 'History of Enarland. By isa Craig-Knoe 

With 30 Illustrations. Cluth. 

French. Key to CasseU's Lessons In. Cl«h. , 

Eacperimental Geometry, First Elemouts of. By Faul 

Bert. niubircifott._ 

Principles of 


•rth. Illustrated. 


>f Perspective as Applied to Modul 
Brawina and Sketchinp Brom Nature, The. By 

Ot!orgc '1 roijridgei. (Clolh, ss. (id.) * .a . a 

Nursins for tke Home and for the Hospital, A 

Handbow of. ByC. I. Wood. {Also itt doth, 9 i.) • 

Cassell's Popular Atlas, tront.iiuiug 94 Coloured Maps. 

The World's Lumber Room. By Scima (.aye. » 

The World tn pictures, n Books. , Ludi. 

BIBLE BIOGRAPHIES. Illustrated. 

The Story of JoBOpb. By th Rev. George Buinton. 

The Htorv of Mobob auci Joshua By the B»-v. J Telfoi 
a'Uo Blory -of Judtfes. «y the Key ). Wycliire 
The Story of Samuel and Saul. By tlic Kcv. D. C, laWy* 
The Story of David. By the Rev. J. Wild. * 

The Story of Je»us. In V’ltbc. By J. R. Macdutf, D.D. 

THE WORLD XN PICTURES. ^ 

Handsomely lUust uted. and elegantly bound. 

GlimpBOB of South Axneri^. 
The Land of Temples, c 


Telford. 


Chau about Germany. 
The JSaatoru Wonderland. 
Feops into China. 


Tbo Isles of the Faoifto. 


The Land of the Fyramida 

BOOKS BT EDWARD S. ELLXS. Illustrated. 
Astray in the ForoBt. i The Faugh tor of the Chief- 

Captured by IndiaiiB. j ^ ^ 

Wolf Eai* th© Indian. I The Boy Hunters of Ken- 

Fed Feather. I tuoky. 

« GfFT BOOKS FOR YOUNG PEOPUB. 

By Popular Authors. With lUustr.alions in earh. Cloth gilL 


RELIGIOUS. 

«« HEART CHORDS.’’ Bound tn cluth, red eilgus. Each. 
My Comfon in^ Sorrow. By Hugh Macmillan, D.D. 


My Work for Qod. 

f Aspiration B. 

Emotional Life, 

Body. 

Growth in Divine Life. 
JMEy Hereafter. 


My WalK With God 
My Aida to the Dfvine Life. 
My Souroea of Strength. 
My Father. 

My Bible. 

My Soul. 


HBUra TO BELIEF. Edited by the Rer, Canon Shore, M-.A. 
Omation. By Haney Goodwin, D. D„ late Lord BEhop of Carlisle. 
'Prayer. By the Rev. Canon Shore, M.A.* » 

, . BDracIes. By the Rev. Brownlow Maitland, M.A. 

, ' The Atonement. By WilUaiu Connor Magee, D.D,, late Arch- 
’ . l^khopof York. 

. U^iQakMir PreMM in Memory of The Rt. Mon W. E. 
CUbMlstone In Ma warden Parish, Map S 2 , ISOS. 
IjSIhMirtSMd Church Servicec and Hymns. 


Bhoda's rfoward ; or, “ If 
Wishes wore HorseB." 

Frank's Life-Battle; or, Th© 
Throe Friends. 

Jaok Marston's Anchor. 

Fritters; or,** It'BaLongLane 
that has no Turning.’' 

Major Monk's Motto; or. 
'• Look beloreyou Leap.” 


Bulb's Life-Work; or, "No 
Pains, no Gains." 

Uncle William’s Charge; or. 
The Broken Trust, e 


Trixg^; 


or, "TJiose who Inve 
in Glass Houses shouJan't 
Throw StouoB." 

Tim Thomson's Trial ; or, 
'All is xiot Gold that 
Glitters.” • 


EIGKTEENPENNY STORY BOOKS. 

All Illustrateil tlinnighout, and bound In cloth gilt. 


Wee Willie Wnikie. 

Three Wee Ulster Lassies. 
Up the Ladder. 

Faith's Father. 

By Land and 6 ea. 

Tom Morris's Error. 

Jeff and Leff. 

Through Flood — Through 
Fire. 


Girl with the Golden Looks. 
The Chip Boy; and other 
Stories. 

Boses from Thorn a 
Stories of the Olden Time. 
Dick's Hero ; and other 
Stories. 

The Old Fairy Tales, 

Original IHustr.itions. 

(Also tft laasrd . is.) 


With 

Cloth. 


TMB LIBRARY OF WONDERS. 

JUu-Stratud Gitt Bor/ks for Boys. (.’rr»wn «vo, cloth. 

Wonders of Bodily Strength and 81 - ill.— Wonderful Balloon 
^Ascents, 




Stout Hsstrts smd StlfTiiiff 

Deeds. A Book of Adventures (or School and Home, WlUi 
Coloured Plntes and other lllustrathjiis. {Ano at 94. 6 d.) c 

Cassell's Classicai Readers. Voi. 1. {Also Voi. ti„ as. 6d.) 


BfltlMk «M BiM. StutfvBt to OM. 

Kev. J, G. Xitchm, M.A. attd Kevised UditicH. 


By 


7rf?f 


MIe fcv MeSMerle | or, Stratiare Animals 

: mad tkl^ Ddlayeir ^ u. Hamer, with TCoJourcd EUtes 
and otber rtiusrrht ouf* by Ha^rry NciIiicmi. 

er, Martin Leiah’s Lea. 

la the Dfk]^ ef Kina Georse. By Co|. Percy Oroves. With 
Four Fun-page JllcHitrationa « ^ 

doha Onuamond Prater, By Ptifktethex. A story' of je«uk 
InurligMe the Cmurch of England. Cheap £ 4 ilwH, 


PhVSlOlOSF for Schools. Ry Alfred T. Schohcld, M.D., 
M.R.C.S., &c. Illustrated. Cloth. (Ado in Three i’artSt paper 
covers, sd, eaeh; or doth Itmp, od. each.) 


EDUCATIONAL. 

Freach, Cassell’s lASsons in. AW</ and Ret/isea Editidn, 

Parti. (Part II. ill preparation.) Eacli, 

Raad aad Bye Training. By c;. Ricks. B. Sc., and j. Vaughan. 
Illustrated. Vol. J., Dt.'sigiiitig with Coloured Papers; Vol. II., 
Designing in Car<lbnar<l. <Vol, HI., Colour Work and Design, 3ft.) . 
Historical Cartoons, Cassell'^ Coloured, tsiee 45 m. 

X 35 in. I Six. Each. (See also \t\, and 

Praotical SeUd OeemetrFr A Bsaxiaal of. By WuiJam 

Gordon Ross, Major R.E, 

XtaMan Lessons, withSteereUes, Cassell’s. 


! ^ Cwiil 4 ZimiMj JLatd^t ; ^arts^ Niiv Yark and AldtHmrm* 
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Cassell I* Compotes Classtfisd Price. Msi, 


' BDtFO AnONAIa KtfnHnuid)* 

AjpfiaDM BieclianleB. By Sir R. StawiiU Bpau I.L.a 
Atnaftr llrawlair* By E. A, Davidson. 

OrtlKOS^I^hic and I«6matirieat Prolactfon. 

BuUdiad Coniitructlloitf Th# Xlmmmatm of. 

Spotdmatle 2 >rawtoji ^d SliadiaB. By f:har|M Ryan. 

donoo'o Book-lcooptnil^ By Theodore For Scltools. as. ; 

for the Million, as. {cllso m HotK 3«.)' Ruled Books, ot. 

lieadins SkootOf IHIodom. ^ Series. Fach. KAlteanlineri^mrith 
rollers, ss. each.) • 

TKB aAWAOSL*’ ItlBRARV*. Coth. Each 


The Portunee of Kigol. 

Ouy Maonerlnff.. 

Conln^eby. ^ . * 

Wutherin^ Heights. * 
Bveliiia . ■* 

8 oott*s iPoems. 

Seleotions _ frotn^ Thomas’ 
^Hood^s WortM. 
nord Iiytton*B Plays. 


Morgarot T ■ ndsay . 


BAgene Aram. 

•Thackeray's YeUowplush 
^Papers.* , 

Wasnington Irving's Shetob 
Book. 

Itast Days of Palmyra 
Pride and^rejiidice. 

The Old Ot^ioeity Shop. 
American Humour. 


2/6 


MUIOSJU.AMBOV 8 . 

ciA OlUlvBoom Bittp Box. By o. Strw irt Bowies, with a Preface 
by Kear-Ailintrcil I..ord Charles Bertsford. 

SUgCOaaful XdfO« Tl&O. By an 'Wilder Brother. Cheap Edition. 
Ctontlkmnnf Tho Porfect« By thek^. A. iimythc-paluier. D.n. 

ChOtip lulition. 

The Icondon Hoalth JLnwa# Prepared by the Mansion House 
Cum^il on the Dwellint^s of the Poor. 

MoAHrn DreaamalclnBy The Blementa o'f. By Joaoetto 
o KrDavis. Illustrated. 

Oaa^ The Art of Cooking By Marie Jenny Sut;^;. Illustrated. 

CnBMll’a Popular Cookery, with Coloured i'l.ueH. 
\siM%attte Climbed the Mountain. By K. icscife. illustrated. 
CaaseU^o Book of In-door Amuaements* Card 
^ Oamea^ and Fireside Fun. illustrated. 

Bhoft Studies from Nature, illustrated. 

THE ««a 01 . 1 >SN MOTTOSS'' SSRXES. 

Each Book containiu); «o8 paffcs, witli Four full-p.ige Original Illustra- 
tions. Crown Svo, cloth gilt. 

“Hil Deaperandum.” By tlie 
Rev. F. I-angUridge, M.A, 


** Bear and Forbeiar,” By 
liiHrah I'ilt. 

'*lieOoTU)uorswho Endurce.** 
By tho Author of May Cunning- 
ham's Trial," Src. 


Honour is my Guide.** By 
lA- 


Joanie IJcring (Mrs. Adaii 
Acton). ’ 

** Aim at tlio SiU'O End, 

Emily Secirchlielrt.^ 

** Foromoat if I* Can.** By 
Helen Atteridge. 


•b. 


> TWO-SHlUIMa STORY BOOKS. 

All Illustrated throughout, and containing Stories for Young People. 
Crown 8vo, h.mdsomely bound in cloth gilt. 


Stories of the Tower. 

Mr. Burke’s Nlccca. 

^eggy, and bther Tales, 
“liittlc Polks** Sunday Book. 
The Children of the Court. 


Four Cats of the Tipportoaa 
Iiittle Flotsam. 

In Mischief Again. 

Poor Nelly. 


BOOKS BY EDWARD S. EUXS. lUustrated. 


Boouts and Comrades, or 
Tecutnseh, Chief of the 
Sliawanoes. 

Klondike Nuggets. 

Cowmen ano liUHtiers. 

A Siraage Crait and its 
Wonderful Voyage. 
Pontiac, Chief of the Ot- 
tawas. A Tale of the Siege 
of Detroit. 

Xn the Days of the Pioneers. 
Shod with Silenoe,. 

The Phantom of the Hlver. 
The Groat Cattle Trail. 

The Path in the Bavine. 
The Young Banohers. 


Lost in Samoa, [with Him. 
Tad; or, ** Getting Even** 
The Hunters of the Osark. 
‘i'he Camp in the Mountains. 
The Last War Trail, 

Nod in tho Woods. 

Ned on the Hivur. 

Ned ill rho Block House: A 
Story of Pioneer Life in Kentucky. 
The Lost Trail. 

Camp-Fire and Wigwam. 
Footprints in the Forest. • 
Down the Mississippi. 

Lost in tho Wilds. 

Up the Tapajos: or. Adven- 
tures in Braail. 


OASSEU'S MXNXATDRfi POXSTS. 

Two Volumes in one, cloth gilt, gUt edges. 

Milton I Bums t» 

Hood I Byron 

Sheridan and Gojdamith 

««WANTED->A KINO*' SERIES. 

Cheap lUUstratcd. 

Fairy Talea in Other Landtt. By JuHa Goddard. 

Aobtn'a Ride. By EUlnor Davenport Adaina 
Wanted-TalCingt or, Kow Merle aet the Karsery Rhymee 
to Rli^htosT By Ma^e Browlia • ^ 




'•a. 


'OROM:Ain» OROWN" SXIMRl^. 

With Four fllu«traidmts in each jBook, printed oo a Tint. , \ 

Through Trial to Triuipplt. | RyFlre and Sword: A Btbry^ 

Freedom's Sword ; A'fShry of the Days of Wallaoeand Bruce 


MAEP-OROWN GIFT BOORA 

POPDEAR VOEUMEB FOR YOUNG PBOPEE. 

PlMOMt Woiy for Busy Fingers; or. KiBtfbrgsrten 
et Home. By Maggie Browne. lUustratod. ’ 

Tho Cost of a. BtistJklcg. By Sarah Pitt Illustrated. , 

Elttlo Mothor. Bunch. By Mrs. ^folosworth. Illustrated. 

Wild Adventuros in Wild Plncos. By Dr. Gordon Stables, 
IC.N. illu«>ir.'ue<t. 

Picturos of School Elto imd Boyhood* .Selected from the 
* best Authors, biitj^tj^by Percy Fitagerald, M.A. ' 

Perils Afloat and Brigands Ashoro* By Alfred Eiwcs^ 
Modem Explorers. By T. lYost. Jiiusuated. 

Tho True Robinson CruBoos* Cloth gUt. 

Early Explorers* By Thomas Frost, illustrated. 

Home Chat with our Young Folks* Illustrated thcougbout 
Jungle* Peak* and Plain* illustrated nuroughout. 

Poops Abroad for Folks at Komo* illustrated. 

Heroes of Every-Day Elfo* By I^aura Lane. Illustrate A 
Rambles Round Eondon* Bg C. L. Matdaus. 

Around and About Old England* By C. L, Matdaux, 
UTorklng to Win* By Maggie, Syraingtom lllttsLratcd. 

Paws and Claws. By one of the Authors of ** Poems Written for 
a Child." 

Horoes of tho Indian Empire* By Emest Fo«tea 
At the South Pole* By the Ute W. H. O. Kingston. 


EDUCATXONAE. 

The Coming of the smiogram; or* tho Battto of tho 
Standards* By H. O. Amold-Furstur, M.l*. Illustrated. 

Farm Crops By profossor Wrigitison. lllustrattM. 

The Young CItison | or* Eossons In our Eaws* By H. P. 

I.ester, B.A. bully lilustratcd. (AUo In two parts, x». 6d. each.) 

Sculpture* A Primer of* By H. R. Mullins. 

Numerical Examples in Practical Mechanics and 
Machine Design* By K. O. Blatnc, M.li. A’rw llduien* 
KrviicJ and hnlar^vd, Witn 79* Illustrations. 

Eatin Primer (The New). By Prof. J. P. Postgate. 

Eatin Prose for Eewer Forms. By M. A. BaytieUl, M.A 
Chemistry* The Publie School* By J. H. Anctersun. M. A. 
Oil Painting* A Manual of* By the Hon. John Collier. Cloth. 
French Reader* Cassell's Public School* By GuiUauute 
Connad. 

French Grammar* BXarXborougb* Arranged and Compiled 
by Kev. J. F. Bright, M.A. (See '* pj^erctses" ye. fid.) 

Algebra* Manual of* By Galbniith and Haughton, Farr 1 . 
Clotli. (Complete, 6d,) 

Euclid* Books I.. II., iU. Galbraith and Hsugiton. 

Books JV., V., Vi. By Galbraith and li.iUi:hloai. 

Optics* By Galbr.'iith and Haughton. Knitrely h'ew and Unfarged 
hditwn. 

Model Joint" Wall Sheets* for Instruction in Manual 
J'rainiug. By S. Barter. Eight Sheets. Each. 

This World of Ours* By H. O. Aruoia-For,ter, M.P. Being 
Introductory Lessons to the Study of Geography. Cheap UdifseH* 


MXSOSEEANEOUS* 

Tho New Penny Magastno* With 6^0 illustrations. Vol. L 

Protostantfsm* Tho History, of*^ By the Rev. J, A^ 
WYLilC LL. 1 >. Containing upw.irUrof 6uo lUusirutious. Cheap'. 
Jidiiip/t, Vil«. HocTi. 


Eibrary Year Hook* a Record of General Library 
Progress and Work. Edited by Thomas Green^oocL With over 
50 Special Engravings. 

Schoolmaster Sketches By T. J. Macitoiuara. LL.D. 

A Seek of Absurdities* For Children of from Seven Years of 
' Age to Seventy. By an Old Volunteer. * 

The Breech-lcftkdei^* and How to 'Use XE Ry W. w. 

Greener, lllustraied. «Vrw awcii Hntarped JSdsiton. 

Eiuuor X.egislation in the United * States , and 
ISAnada* By K. L. Fanshawe, of the Inner Tcuiple. Barrister. 

Field Naturalist's Handteok* The* ' By the Kc>^ j. g. 
Wood and Theodore Wood. Cheap AdiliaH, 

The Art of i M u kM^g and Using Sketches* i>Mn the 
French of G* Fraipont. By Claw Bell. . wfith Filty Illufetraiious. 

Geometrical Drawing fOr Army Candidates* By h. t. 

Lilley, M.A. JVfut a^td hnlanied Mdiiim. 

Free Public Xdbrarlea By Thomas Creeuvood. F.K.O.S. 
^IVita^idSHlaT^ed BdUton. luJuratcd. ^ ^ 

NaUonal RaGways* An Argument for State By 

James Hole. --V* • 

Xfursiag of Mck Chllidren* A Naudbook fm" By 

Cailierino J. Wood. ». 

Church Reform in. S^in and Portugal By 

a. E.. Noyes, D,a IllMstrated. . * 


Lm^n IM "York and Afefkoumo. 







to A; 

srnauwMtiioM* 


[OIiIm.. Consialnggf'AtticIw.coBtHbiatedwi 
. f^UUa^ Couch. \ , 

By R. Keortoo, F.^I.S. Profusoty tHustrAt^ 
Vpop\t. By tto 
lUostrated. 


n 


r *'*>‘®* H ^ Y*'dc»ry for the P<k>j 

- ?**5*?*T^» «Mclii^#»wi ttf «r«iabl*lik 

•jta- By R. U.btov^soit. \if 

' ”jii World. nyV)r. Robert Brows, F,l..a. 

C^<ia-Arf*r^/*. Q^pletert Six Vds. liach, * 

^®B|5^5y*»P0teotaiade tol6«iro^A, iSSto Sizosibyaiu 

^iecortiU Mw Soalaad. Whh Preface by Sir W. R 
oevat. K.C.M.G., A^ent'Grneral for New Zealaod. Illustrated. 

^lUvMrsal Portrait Ctallorp. C<»itai<anir aao 
lorttaits .^f Celebrated Men and Women of ihe Day. Witft brief 
ineiuoirs sod /eci^iVa aut<i|fraphs. In One Vol. .•- 


Per- 


**‘iS. iJMTs. 


Ifda Tlii^ Hraes. By the' Ree. DOsb Farrar, D.D., 
yVira With t FuU'page jllustradetiC 

*rFS!ls^ff8ffs?s;*,s5 •“* 

^8S? Toarnoy of tho Idly and 

, ?T®^» ContainmjB 40 pa^4» of Deolifns by Walter Criwie, 

' printed la Colours. 


1th zo t^olourcd Plates and otmr JUustrations. 
•Ufia Edhod 


it P. Martin 
illustrated. 


RR.S, 

With 


JByo ' 

of Coloured M 


■ Sixteen 

M^'lidttMtor. Tho. 

D.D. llliiiicrated. Cnmpletu in Four VoU. 
/»0 yotf^ eis, or C4S.1 


,, By Cl. Ricks, B.Sc. Two V0I5., with 
ites m each VoL Crown 410. Each. 


I'xiited by the Very Rev. Dean Plumptre, 
Cloth. Eactu {A.lsoin 


MtZSeStAAKSOira. 

jUlil^^.WilUaBt Swart Oladatona. Edited by sir 
wdmyta Reid. Profusely Ulustrated. In One Vol. 

IlihPdMd. By Sir Robert Stawell Ball, LL.D. Illustrated. ICeu, 
.-.-> on. ( in prt am Hon. ) 

P?s?¥?j 55 r. m.a! 

»*lrt|^»katch of. By Prof. Henry 
Xo^iud and tinUtrgtd RdiHotu 

ddifahflWs id a ndal ol^ By Caibralth and muifhtott. 

Wtomry of. By Professor Henry 
'/ ' IHustraSons taken from Orieitial MSS. Papniar 

• . I. ; BHORTBR ENGLISH POUMS. Vol. If. : JLLUS- 

. OF English Rklichon. VoL UI. j English Play.s. 

r'&f- WORKS IN ENGLISH PROSK. Vol. V. : 

-: ,wfTC«ws OP l^NGBK Works in iiNGLi.sii vbr&b and 
‘JB ach. {SuaUo£t^\ 



A Pojmlar and Practical 


- tlMi Somoa of — 

fith upwards Zf 950 Illustrations. AVw Bdiiion. 

By John Perry, M.H.. ^ac. lliuslrated. 

. j.'— Our. By tbc Rev. Prof. Bouncy, F.R.S., 

^ !«, wIth ColounHr Plates and Maps, and about xoo Ihustrations. 

MilhfU'm Miotory of IhdUu . in One VoL c/uap udmon. 

Portoa Barbor, illustrated with 
ri<Nfy.«it« Pktr.es and Poi-traits, and coutatninir Introduction by 
Hotry Furniss. Chtap Sdiiton, 

lilUlAdB* Cheap SdiHon. Illustxaied. Two Vols. in One. 


^ Of 

^evie^ tor Praedt^ 


MBtii^Ktotw^, OfMoU^o OoneJM By Frof. U..^cev|d 

'l^^ht, M.A, Cloth, i^/sj 4*/t Ifound,} 

. '"iun^ovs.* ' 

yulun., Vh.. ' Mm mrf Stria. Wltk’ 

several hundred Contributions. Abduc odo Ori^nal lHustrationR 
- Cloth. . . w ‘ ■ 

Holy Ziaad auid tho BtblOt.TIto. A Book ofSetipture IllusteES. 
ttuns gathered tn Palestine. By the Rev. Cunniugham Ceikie, D.Ou 
CAr«/ i^uptrior KdUioHt with 94 Eates, io&,6dJ 


f/ftv 

cdrifiL 


Jdatiii' 


d iToBpor Bolls. 

By J. R. Macdufl, 


(chieflf SacredX - 

Two Vols. The set 


(oHt with 94 Qates, 10&, 6d j 
Earlier .vxJ La}.er CoUectod Poems 
lacdufl, D.D. Willi FroiitiH>leiM. 


_ wo Vols. .. 

MowlLtsht OB tho Bible ahd tho Boiy iMd. 

Evetts. M.A. IHustrated. 


By B. T. A, 

ramuy * Frayiir BoSia The. Edited by Re^. Canon Garbett. 
M,A., and Rev. S. Murtin.« 'With .I^U-'pag**' lUiiatrkdonA Arw 
hdttian, { A tso in morocco, jAA) • , 

Cassell's Conelso Bible Oietiopary. By Ihe Rev. Robert 
LL.D., P.G.S. With Cotojured Mails and<C)ther Illustrations. 
’'S ZidfS of Christ. Ckfyp Illustrated Hditiotts l^arge 4to. 

. (5r« 6d.r 10$. 6d., 9XS., S4S. and 4iB.) 

's Ba^F. Bays kt Cluristianity. . Po/ular‘ Bdi/ian. 


Hunter. LL.D., P.G.S, 

Farrar' 

Ctotli. 

Farw>s Bans. Days Of Christianity. Po/i 

Cloth, gUc edges. {5rr also 5s. cd. , 15a . ais., 94s. , hnd 43s. > 

Farrar'S. Z.ifO and Work of dt. FawU i^ap iitustraied 
Pdilton. (See also yi. 6d., ts. 6d.. iss., ais., 34Sw rtnrf.49S,) 

«^8uatey'M^ltp'Or£sin, Bistiwy; a&<r)»r«soitt ObU** 
ffattoa (Baifipton I.actures. z86o>. By the Von, Archdeacon 
JHossoy. D.C.L. Pt/lh Bdttton. /f ' 

Child^S Zalfe Of .Chidst. The./' 'Vlth about ,eoocC)rlg{nal llliit- 
^^tMtious. Cloth. (Also al iQf>. 6<i.) 

Child's Biblei Cheap Edition, illustrated. Cloth.- (Also a superior 
ei/»;^»o>/arios. 6d,> " 


I 


Side Idfthts on tho Conflicts of Methodism During the 
^coiut (jtiarlcr of the Nmeteonrh Century, 1837-1859. Taken cniefly 
from iho Notes of the late Rev, loseph of the Depaics of the 

Wesleyan Coaforence. With a Hiograpluly Sketekand a Ck *'.tenary 
Contribution to the Constitutional llisuiry of Metlioaisiu. 

CaSBOU'S Mayaalao. Yearly Vol. With 1,95 > lUustratitks. 

* iA ho HaJj- Yearly p'ol.,^'!,.) # 

Chums. 'I'he JlluHtrated Paper for Boys. Yearly Volume. 


Sacred Artt 

Edited by A. Temple, 

The Queen's Bmpiro Complete in Two Volumes, containing 
nearly 700 pages o! spleudiii Illustrations, reproduced from huthentic 
photographs, a large number of which have been mat e rpecially for 
this w rk,hnd printed on Plate Paper) Each, 

Bna land and Wales, Pictorial. With upwards of ^aobemutfui 
illu.stTatiot» prepared from copyright photographs. Also an Edition 
on superiof paper bound iu haif.persian, marble sides, gUt edges, and 
A iu box, tw. net, , 

My UfO ^ Christ. Being Extracts from the Diary of the Most 
f Reverend John lUytch Scrgiell (Father John). Translated by K. E, 
Goulacff. Sit. Petersburg. 

Fractica/ BlfMitricity. By Prof, w K. Ayrton. Coroplcielv Pas- 
written. Illustrated. 'I • 

Franco-Oonmn Wary CassoU’s History of tho. Com- 


The Bible Story Pictured by Eminent Modern Paintees. 
" ~ e, F.S.A. IttOueVol. * 


mii^ Tbrn'S Qahln. * By Harriet Beecher Stowe. Pine Art 
, With upwsirdB of One Hundred Origiiuil lllnstra- 

. . tip^ V Jestliy KystrOra-StoopehdaaL Cloth gilt, gilt edges, 

8.I.. 

'lilOlha’A^jsilSiMW. Meetsrds, &S90. In One Vol. 


, ,, with 
buckram. 


Vols. Each. ' (Also in gift edves, xos. 6d.) 

Oonquosts of tho Cross. Edited by Edwin Hodder. Illustrated. 
Complete in Three Vols. ICach. 

Bdvonturoy The World of. Complete In Three Vols, Fully 
Illustrated. Each, (See also s^.} 

Queon yictorlaf Tho Idto and Times of. Complete in 
l.wo Vols. Illustrated. Each. * 

Cur Barth and Its Story. By Dr. Robert Brown, F.L.S. 
Complete in 3 Vols. With Coloured Plates and numerous Wood lln- 
gravings. Each. 

Vnivonal History^ CaMOU's ZUustrated. Voi. 1.. Early 
and (.reek Histoiy. VoU 11., Tho Roman Period. Vol. 111., The 
Middle Ages, VoL IV., Motlern History, With lllustratiom.. Eacti. 

FrotOStUUsm.. no msto^ Of. By the Rov. J. A. Wylie, 


8 /- 


9/- 


TaMtHoB at . Homa asC iUM-oad* 


r J. J. 


,3,A. i^gwtmd Revised Editiom 

B. Arthur Whitdegga M.D. 

iVi-a Koiio*.. 

By Um Rt. Hon. Lord Play- 

Yearly Vohum lUufttMed, 
lUinnaM^t^out vdth fne iUurtrhtlons 
k Four Vflili. Each (FIrA /. is seMaoeUs/ 

By Dr. Rqbwc Browa Uki. 



LL.D. Three Vote, With 600 inustraUon& Each. (See also ws,j 

tOFnitod Statoss .History of the (Cassoll’s). Complete iic 
IbreeVols. About Aoo Illustrations. Each, {i.il/raty Edition, ^oa.} 

Husso-Turklsh War. CacsoU's History of tho. with 

about 40U Iflustratioos. Two Vols. Each. 

AKmdon. Old and NOtW. Complete in Six Vols, Containing 
ab^t s,3oo lUustraTtons. E«ch. (See also 4s. 6d.) 

IU>ndon3 Oroator. Complete fn Two Vols, By Edward WalfortL 
With about 400 Ckiglnal lUns'rations. Each. (See also 4s. 6d,) 
Bdinbun^f Cassolt's Old and Now. Complete in Three 
Vols, .With 600 Original Illustrations. HacE (See also 97^. and 30^.) 
Sclonco for iUL Revised Edition. Complete in Five Vols. Each 
^ containing about 350 Illustrations and Diagrams. Bach, v 


• Qttoon's liOndOII. Contalnlag nearly joo Exquisite Views 
of Condon and its Environs, together with a rine series of Pictures of 
the Quden s Dlaioand Jubilea Procession. Enlarged Edition. ^ 

Aa Entirely New and Original 


CassoU's^Faibtly Imwyor. 

Work. By a Barrister-at-Law. 

Oasaotl'B Family Dootor, By A Medical Man. 


r-K’Msrass: 
^iSi&^rrAnMrns,* 

Fellow of University College, Oxtord. Cheap SdiHen, In One VoL 
( A^ Ee^n, IBustrated. 3 Vote., 7s. 6d, cacli,> 

ThoOcr^^lMlS ^UlSBOtO. with about 400 Illustrations by Gustave 

Farris uU Of^ChHst. Cheap Ittnstraled Edition. miso 

Fv&Si'A f^sons!** with* Stendards for Judging. Edited 

w 1I&. and Siitipl!im..nt«» by the* 

.W. P. Uiinley. With Fifty F^-pm lUustrarionr. Pepniar 
' OtiginarEdiHoei, with so cSnrecI 

»u.w 


10 / 


.Qtmpa^y hptika, y^rk end UtOemrMt. 



im 

tonfd. 


Class^fi Ptt^ I^t 


CbW 

final 

:»e». 

Sl«M 9 mt«^KaeitfMOoti«br|ietfM*a^ 

’, C J5 «u. oud, iiiiward U/Uavoy^ 


XS{fftfQfi,«wiit»<ir<iif <3 ffxi 

I&Aitr^¥uvgs« by til^e ccsti 


Attlsta. 1 wo Vvl^m cfc»li ifUt ods^ 


Clo^ (.4ee 4 /rtf 4s Ai ) 
PttttiiOMMT Of 

iivewor EfU^rei^ . 
tiad.iahilt moi^occo 


bttewttt^ jkfU^refy A«w /Hcrtat(Ui 


Two^ 


Siio>f«jfxxoi inch^ 
Una the 


_ -^voy^ 
Itt One Vol 


iition 


Rev Dr 
(AUm to be 


Smidftn^ OonutnicttPtt Flatus* A series or 4 e drawings 
Clottb. <Or Copies # any pbtte ni'iy be obtained in quantities ot not 
less than one dozens pfiqe is ed do/en ) g 

Arclilteotur^ Pra'arUa^. fiy R Phend Spiers. lOustratbd 
* SnesrctopaedLle Inetlonanr. Tba. A New and Original Work 
pr Reference jip tlw Words m tin, P " ‘ * 


— _jce Jt> tlw Words '\n tin, Pnglioli 
in 1 ourtoen Divisional Vuls. hacli adfo 


^ Laiiguige. Complete 
hacli i6ie aifo am and JSi ) 

RyJ^wis Wrigtit Pq^tar hdUaon 


Mole of. Ry , 

~Vobd (iV/ atiff ess. i 


' ^ 12 / 

12/6 
* 15/ 


16/- 


18/* 

20 /- 

21/ 


fuustraCJoiw’ On'Wi 
Chin ud Its !D«v#lq|Meilts TllS« With Ni^s on Shooting, 
by W W Greener Witli lUo^wations Entirely N 9 w Udiuon. 
^Bun« The Stonr of tllO* bV ^ir Robert Stawell Ball L.I D , 
PRS bRAS With Lt^t Cdlt ured 1 lates an^other Illustrations 
• • Chtafi Ldtiton ^ y 

Keavonsf Tina Story of tin By Sir K Stawell lun LUD . 
P K ^ , F K A-^ A tronoxncr Koval -of Ireland Popular hdtt*A% 
▼ Illustrated by Chromo IJalAk and wood Pngradj^gs 

Bl&alcsporop Tbo Royal^n with over 50 Puli page lllustratious. 
ibfccVols^ rho Sob CS'r/ Vi-*)! rgs ) 

Sathadr^s, AbboySf^an^^ of itnsXand and 

KWnies# Descriptive, Hist ticiL ^iciprlU I putar I it it% n 
^Wltl^ u arly 500 Original lllusu jlioqfi .^1 wo \ oli The Set 


^ . 500 Original 

Our RailWayOs 'l heir Origin Devcl pnicnt Incident 
Romance By J ihii Feodieton fwoVols. Ilh tritcd 


cn u arly 
r \so "ss,) 


and 


Kowyytta 
Trewa, Somw raulUar, 


An Autobiography With Portrait and Proiitis 
WftliiForty Coloured Plates Cloth gilt, 






Kundred Venra'*} or Historicil Sketches of Eminent 

Men sn-l Women who have more or less c 11 e 1 U coiita t with 
%thc Abl ry an l< hur h ol Holy f liiU> Ml lorlvs it 1 1 12^3 to il? j 
and some accot lit of the Inc tmbents the Ealri the II te &c Ac 
WtOi 65 Illustrations ly the beautiful Half t a o Iruce&s By the 
Vicar the Rev Dr Samuel Kinns IRAS dr Ac 


MoraOf Tbe Book of tbo 

" ' i elel 1 

ClOtlK 


, By Samuel Si Iney W Ith ^7 ] 

Cuiiotyjue Piites of i elel rated Horses of the Dij* arm t; 




r Full Page 

^ , . uumurous 

other Illustrations 

Boclal Bnaland. A Koc< rd of the Progress of 
Religion I \ws Learui ig Arts Science I iter'^turc 
frim tlu Farliest Times to the 1 reset t Dty By various writ 
Fdited by 11 D Trail, U( L Completion Vols b iAcvie 
J dttTOH) U and 111 Eaclg (Vols ]V and V, 17s each V* 
Vj 18s ) Set of Six Vols ^4 17s 6d 

cIBlven In the Rock'll or, tbe Historical Accuracy 
oz tbe BiblO* By Rev Dr Samuel Kinns IRAS dtc Ac 
With Nuiner i s liliistrations JLtdrary hdtftan Two Vols. 

Tbo Oord Biblo* With aoo F ill pagb Illustrations by Gustave Dord 
•( Also tn father Inn itn^ pt tee on apph atutn 1 

Farrar^s Ufe and Work of St. Paul. Popt*iar hdxtton 
1 ree udf <.^r/ also 3s. od 1 s 6d 21s 24s an i 4ss ) 

Farrar's Barly Days of Obristlanity. Popular Pdttton 

Tree calf (i»ee ai o -{S 6d 7s 6 1 ji% 04% anf 4 asl 

SbakaporOf Tbe Royal. Conq lete m Three Vols With Steel 
Daien and Wood Lngiavngs Each {See also {copies J n 
In J Voh lojf 6d the set ) 


Tbe Mow Far Bast. Bv Arth ir D f sy lllustrcte 1 
TbO History of Puneb. By M H bpielir aim. With neatly 
170 nil tritions Porir its and Facsimiles, lii One Vol (Alsu 
J a*j,e Piper J it t u 

Momorios and Studies of War and Peace. By Archibald 
1 orl«.s With 1 orirtiit of A ilhor ( heap i d tton os ) 
Hs^nyfellow's Poetical Works, illustrated throughout 
l opt*/ IT tdition Extra cri wii 41 cloth gilt 
d^ Rivers of Great Britain. Descriptive Historical PicKmaL 
^ Tbe Royal River 1 Tbe Tbames from Source to 
Sea* With Several Hundred Original (Uustratioiis I opuloer 
EddxoH iSee alto 42s.) 

Rivera of tbe Bast Coast. With numerous highly finished 
El gravingik Popular / Mion < See ilso 421. ) 

Rivers of tbe Soutb and West Coasts. Royal 4(0 
Wiib Ftchi g as Prontispicce and Numerous Illustrations tn 
Text {JSee also 42s ) 


Pictures4ue America. With steel Plat s and Wood I ngrav 
mgs f t/uiir {•dtlton Comploto tn 1 our Vols Eaclg {See euso 

Pll^^esdde Burope. Ptpular rdttxon Complete m rive V^K 
With Thirteen exquisite Stctl 1 Liles and nuinerws anginal Wood 
F ngravings, Each {See also 10s 6d > • 


ftiOSAoSj Greater. 

and 9« ) 


Library Ldtllon, Two VoIa 


{See also 44 fid 

A 

Slsbts and Scenes in Oxford City And imiversity* 

Illustrated with upward* of leo Platel after original PhotogrApns 
In one Vol ^ ^ ^ ^ . 

Bttysteiies of Police and Crime. A General Survey 
of Wrong-doing and it* Pursuit. By Mamr Arthur GiUGthi, one of 
H M Inspectors of PrhQiia. Two Vela, The Set, 

WHA Nature and a oalnefem. By Richard Kfiarhan, FZ8. 
• ^th a speual tronttapiece and 160 Pictures fVom Photographs,. 

Baft,. C t,S.Er$KJ tVo VfiA 
T 


Pbt 


Visaskr^s^^s^^is^ jsl ' 

In C.ie, 

IBaSAelae of ArtyTb > YeZr^ Volume With Fxqui l»fi Ptiojo 
gravurhsV Aid khogt Bod Uustratjous tram Ortgtnal Drawioigs a 4 a 
aeries of full page Plate / 

Ann a ls of WectmlnHer Abbey. By E. T Btadiey (Mrv a 
M viray Smulv XllubUredhy W HathereU; Ki . H M Pag r aid 
Francis S Walker T^^jSa k 1 E Ko>al fita Wkha Prt i o by 
the Dean of Westnuiuster and t ehiptor on the Abbey BuiUl ngs by 
} T Micklethwaite, P b A {Cheae / ttttin ) 

Poultry. Tbe Illustrated Book of. By EewE^Wnght 

AVn/ and KetHsed hatiton tn pre/arati n WiUl Fifty GoiowiM 
Plates. Eloc^giltVdge ( See alt los ui ) 

BneycloiMsdbi Dictionary^ Tbe. beven Double Divisional 
Ols , halrary Each. \,See alto tot 6d. ifK^ajSS.) 

»ok of. Cluth. ( 41 k in roxburfh 250.) 

Be IvOSt. lUustrXed with Full page Drawing 


Meaitb» TPr 
mUon'B Pare 

oy Gustave ^firt 

Shakespeare^ 

Ihirtecn VuU 


ill hpi^ 

half tnoroiio cloth 42:1,) 


te Plays ^ 

clt>h|*or 39 Vols, cloth 


1 Of. 


Edile i by Prof Henry Morley 
" ■ ‘ * in box {Ats9 


mie Practical Dtettonary of. cemtaming 

ao €X)0 Drawuigs 01 Machinery 1 our Volb baclU also 35s ) 

REldtOtOVB WORKS. 

Cassell's Guinea Bible With $00 lllustrati ms ami Cofoiurcj 
Maps Royal 410, net (or fersma Anti luc wuh GOrfiers and GlaapSi 
255 net.) 

Farrar'S Ufe ef Cbrist* Z.ife and Wiurk of St. ^Aulf 
aui Aairiy Days of aSbristiamtyf m uniturito binamg,. 
Cl )th gilt t p m cloth box 1 tie aet 

Farrar's tafe and Work of St. Paul. iLEUhi ratbo 

EDI i luN (See also 3s od. xua 6d , x^s. 24a amd aaaj 

Old Tel/tament Commentary for Bnsllsb Readers* 

Tbe. iclitf*! by Bshup Elhcott, DU Fivt Vols Fach uee 
also 48 and Lf 172, fid ) 

Mew Testament Commentary. Edited by bishop Eiiicotb 

D D 1 hrec Vols. Each. also 4s. and LA ^4-*^ ^ i 


Barly Days of Obristlantty> Tbe. By tlw Very Rev Dean 
1 arrar DD IRS LtOtary I tuwn I wo Vols • demy IvO 
also 3b fid 7ft fid , xss 21s and 42s ) 

I 4 fe Of Cbristf Tbe. By the Very Rev l>can Farrar, D D , 
F R b Library i dxtion 1 wo Vols cloth. (bM also 31$, fid , 
7S fid , 10b fid ars % and 42s ) 

Farrar'S Ufe and Work ef St. Paul. Library hduion. 

Two Vols clolh {See also 3s fid , xob fid > 153 sis , and 42s > 


Morses and Dess. By O F erdman Vi uJi Descrnpieive Text 
Translated from tiie Dutch by Clara BdUL VVitli PhoWgravtire 
I rontiapiece is exqubite Gollotypei, and several full page and tnhcf 
Engrav iigb m the 1 ext Net 

British Bmpire Map of tbe World. By C R P^km ahd 
T G Bartholuuiea, F K G S Mounted on Cloth with Rollers, or 
toUlod. 

Cathedrals. Abbeys* and Churches of SnsXand and 
Wales. Debcrqtive llistoncai itel rial Cloth gut giit edgCb 
Arw hitlton with 30 Collotype Pines and Heady 500 Original 
Illustrations Two Vols {Set also f opnlar hdtlion> xes | 
Encyclopaedic Dlctlonaury* Tbe. beven Double Divisional 
V uls h iU rtissi t } acb {^ee tlse los fid and sis ) 

Mechanics* Tbe Practical Dictionary of. HaU’s’mrocca 

1 our Vols Each ( See stso aib > 


Protestantism* Tbe History of. By the Rev j a, WyUe^ 
i E,D emit 11 ling i puardv of fioo Onghiat inu*>trations. X hree Vols 
{See also qs andj^s) 

Bdinburyb* Old and New. Complete In Three Vokg (See also 

95 an i 

Edlnburffb* Old and New. Complete m Ihree Volf, library 
l tn Itiig ( see also 9s an i *7s / 

ProtestaAtlsm* Tbe RistrSry of. Ltbrasy BdiEpH, ( 5 «« 
a J 9b tn i vj'> ) 


mh 

eotda 


24/- 


25/- 


Btanobester* Old and New. By Wiihain Arthur Shaw m a 
W ith liUstradous alter Origtnal Drawings by H Tidtharan 
1 hxte Vclb^ I 

Music* Dluihrajted History of. Jiy Fniii Nanmamu E^te 4 |A 
the Rev bir F A Gore Oujeley, Bart Illustrated 1 Vo VcA | 


The Dtplomatle Reminiscences of iKnrd AuMstus 
Aoltus* P.C.* G.C.B. 1 ttht and bocond berJes^ eaim du two 
vols Each 

Weniy&s Reid. 


ittess* and rrtendsblM ot RicbArd 
suinM* First liord Kbtisbton. By Bir 

Two Vols., with Two PoTVaiU. 


BtttterSles and Moths* Burepean. By w f Kirby Bitb 
Sixty plates coLoored by baud 

. DlUStTAted 8cok of toe. By V«ro Slmw B.A Cantab 
Rh Iwenty-eight FacsimUe Coloured Plateb. Demy 4t\ cloth 
(See also 45a*) * 

Canaries and jpaae-Blrds* inie SSustfmted Book oA 

wih Fifty six X^^Ue Colour^ plates, and numerous Wood 
Engravings. (Also tn half tnoroeeo, 4 Ss>) 


K. W* SKesdasi The Painter of flic North Sfia Wlchr^hlmaad 
Descrmtlve Text by Ph Zilclteu. The Text translated fipn fihfi 
Dutch by Clara ^1 


Oath o nA SEttiOSUk By Henrietie RoRhtK With dad u 

atfigiilgeeftt Full page Pootowavure Plates on India Pap^» aiwr 


ASnerous lU^tratlens, fitfi, cioUi gilt 


2 TA 

SO/- 

I 

31 /fi 


82/- 


36 /. 


86/- 

42 /- 

0 

f 


Cau*a a Cempamy, LtmtM, Lrdeak MtO, LfmOMi vA MMmho, 









